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PSEI’ACE TO THE PBESENT EDITION. 


"Ths Wohak ih White** has been reoeived with stich marked (avoar 
by a yery large cirole of readers, that this Yoliime scoicely stands in need of 
any prefatory introdncticm on my part. All that it is necessary for me 
to say on the snbjeot of the present edition—Ihe fint issued in a portable 
and popular form-^may be snmmed up in few words. 

I have endeavonred, by careful eoirection and revision, to make my 
story as worthy as I conld of a continnanoe of the pnlfiio approval. 
Certain technical errors which had escaped me while I was wiiting the 
book are here rectified. None of these little blemishes in the slightest 
degree iuterfered* with the interest of the narrative—bat it was as well to 
remove them at the first opportnnity, ont of respeot to my readen; and 
in this edition, accoidii^ly, they exist no more. 

8ome donbts having been expressed, in certain captions qnarters, abont 
the oorrect presentation of the leg^ **points” inoidental to the story, 
1 may be permitted to mention that I spared no painø—^in this instanoe, 
as in all others—to preserve myself from xinintentianally misleading my 
leaders. A solicitor of great ezperienoe in his profession most kindly and 
carefnlly gnided my steps, whenever the conrse of the narrative led me into 
the labyrinth of the Law« Every donbtful qnestion was snbmitted to 
this gentleman, before I ventnred on pntting pen to paper; and all the 
proof'Sheets which referred to legal matters were corrected by his hånd 
before the story was published. 1 can add, on high jadicial anthority, 
that these precautious were not taken in vnin. The “law” in this 
book has been discussed, since its publication, by more than one competent 
tribunal, and has been decided to be soimd. 

One word more, before I oonclude, in acknowledgment of the Heavy debt 
of gratitnde which I owe to the reading public. 

It is no affectation on my part to say that the sncoess of this book has 
been especially welcome to me, because it implied the recognition of a 
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literary principle which has guided me since I drat addressed my readei^ 
in the character of a novelist. 

I have always held the old-fashioned opinion that the primary object of 
a Work of fiction should be to tell a story; and I have never believed that 
the hovelist who properly performed this first condition of his art> was in 
dauger, on that aooount, of neglecting the delineation of character—for this 
plain reason, that the effect produced^by any narrative of events is essen- 
tially dependent, not on the events themselves, but on the human interesi 
which is directly connected with them. It may be possible, in novel- 
writing, to present characters suocessfully without telling a story; but it 
Is not possible to tell a story successfuUy without presenting characters: 
their existence, as recognisable realities, being the sole condition on which 
the story can be efifectively told. The only narrative which can hope to 
lay a strong hold on the attention of readers, is a narrative which interests 
them about men and women—^for the perfectly obvious reason that thcy 
are men and women themselves. 

The reception accorded to “ The Woman in White ** has practically con- 
firmed these opinions, and has satisfied me that I may trust to them in the 
future. Hero is a novel which has met with a very kind reception, 
because it is a Story; and here is a story, the interest of which-^as I 
know by the testimony, voluntarily addressed to me, of the readers them¬ 
selves—is never disoonneoted from the interest of character. Laura,” 
** Miss Halcombe,” and ** Anne GatherickCount Fosco,” ** Mr. Fairlie,** 
and ** Walter Hartrightliave made friends for me wherever they have 
made themselves known. 1 hope the time is not far distant when 1 may 
meet those friends again, and when I may try, through the medium of 
new characters, to awaken their interest in anotjuer story. 


Earley Street^ London, 

Ftbrwuy, 1661. 



THE WOMAN IJf WHITE. 


The Story hegun by Walteb IlAUTBiaiiTy o/ Cflemenfa Inn^ 

Toacher qf Drawing* 


1 . 

Tnis is tbe story of what a Womaa’s patlonce can endaroi and what a 
Miui’s resolution can achievo. 

It the machinery of the Law ooold be dopended on to fatbom every case 
of snspicion« and to condact every process of inqniry, witb moderate assist- 
ftQce only from the lubricating influences of oil of gold, tbe events which 
fill these pages migbt bave claimed their sbare of tbe public attention in a 
Coun of Justice. 

But tbe Law is still, in certain inevitablo cases, tbe pre*engaged servani 
of tbe long purse; and the stoiy is left to be told, for tbe first time, in tbis 
place. As tbe Judge migbt once have beard it, so tbe Beader shall bear 
it now. No circumstance of importance, from tbe beginning to tbe end of 
the disclosure, sball be related on bearsay evidence. Wben the writer of 
these introductory lines (Walter Hartright, by name) bappens to be more 
closely connected tban otbers witb tbe incidents to be recorded, be will 
describe tbem in bis own person. Wben bis experience fails, be will retire 
from tbe position of narrator; and bis task will be continued, from tbe 
point at wbicb be bas left it oiT, by otber persons who can speak to tbe 
circumstances under notice from tbeir own knowledge, just as clearly and 
positively as be bas spoken bcfore tbem. 

Tbus, tbo story bere x>resented will be told by more tban one pen, as tbe 
story of an offence against tbe laws is told in Gourt by more tban one wit- 
ness—witb tbe same object, in botb cases, to present tbe tmtb always in 
its most direct and most intelligible aspect; and to trace tbe courae of one 
complete series of events, by making tbe persons who have bcen most 
closely connected witb tbem, at eacb successive stage, relate tbeir own 
experience, word for word. 

Let Walter Hartright, téacber of drawing, agcd twcnty-eigbt years, bo 
heaid first 
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THE WOMAN IN WHITE, 


n. 

It waø the last day of July. Tbe long hot gummer waa drawing to« 
close; and we, the weary pilgrims of the London pavement, were begin¬ 
ning to think of the cloud-shadows on the com-fields, and the antumn 
breezes on the sea-shore. 

For my own poor part, the fading summer left me out of health, out of 
spirits, and, if the tmth must be told, out of money as well. During the 
past year, 1 had not managed my professional resources as carefully as 
usual; and my extravagance now limited me to the prospect of spending 
the autumn economically between my mother’s cottage at Hampstead, and 
my own chambers in to^vn. 

The evening, I remember, was still and cloudy; the London air was at 
its heaviest; the distant hum of the street-trafiic was at its faintest; the 
small pulse of the life within me and the great heart of the city around me 
seemed to be sinking in unison, languidly and more languidly, with the 
sinking sun. I roused myself from the l^k which I was dreaming over 
rather than reading, and left my chambers to meet the cool night air in the 
suburbs. It waa one of the two evenings in every week which I was 
aooustomed to spend with my mother and my sister. So I tamed my steps 
northward, in the direction of Hampstead. 

Events which I have yot to relate, make it necessary to mention in this 
place that my fathor had been dead some years at the period of whidi 1 
am now writing ; and that my sister Sarah, and I, were the sole survivora 
of a fiunily of five children, My father was a drawing-master before me. 
His exertions had made him highly successful in his profession; and his 
affeetionate anxiety to provide for the future of those who were dependent 
on his labonrs, had impelled him, from the time of his marriage, to devote 
to the insuiing of his life a mueh larger portion of his income than most 
men consider it necessary to set aside for that purpose. Thanks to his 
admirable prudence and self-denial, my mother and sister were left, after 
his death, as independent of the world as they had been during his lifetime. 
I succeeded to his connexion, and had every reason to feel grateful for the 
prospect that awaited me at my starting in life. 

The quiet twilight was still trembling on the topmost ridges of the 
heath; and the view of London below me had sunk into a black gulf in 
the shadow of the cloudy night, when I stood before the gate of my mother’s 
eottage. I had hardly rung the bell, before the house-door was opened 
violently; my worthy Italian fiiend, Professor Pesca, appeared in th« 
■ervant’s place; and darted out joyously to receive me, with a shrill foreign 
parody on an English cheer. 

Qn his own acoonnt, and, 1 must be allowed to add, on mine also, the 
IVofessor merits the honour of a formal introduction. Aocideiit has made 
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iiim <ihe starting-point of the strange family story wMch it is the purpose ol 
these pages to nnfold. 

1 had hrst beoome acqnainted with my Italian friend by meeting him at 
ærtain great botises, wbere he tanght bis own language and I taught 
diawing. All I then knew of the history of his lifo was, that he had once 
held a situation in the University of Padua} that he had left Italy for 
political reasons (the nature of which he uniformly declined to menticn to 
any one); and that he had been for many years respectably established in 
London as a teacher of languages. 

Without being actually a dwarf—^for he was perfectly well-proportioned 
from head to foot—Pesca was, 1 think, the smallest human Wng 1 ever 
saw, out of a show-room. Bemarkable onywhere, by his personal appear- 
ance, he was still fiirther distingaishc^ among the rank and file«of manHnd, 
by the harmless eccentricity of his character. The niling idea of his life 
appeared to be, that he was bound to show his gratitudo to the country 
which had afforded him an asylum and a means of subsistence, by doing 
his utmQBt to tum himself into an Englishman. Not oontent with paying 
the nation in general the compliment of invariably carrying an nmbrella, 
snd invariably weoring gaiters and a white hat, the Professor further 
aspired to become an Englishman in his habits and amusements, as well as 
in his personal appearonce. Finding us distinguished, as a nation, by our 
love ot athletic cxercises, the little man, in the innocence of bis heart, 
devoted himself impromptu to all our English sports and pastimes, when- 
ever he had the opportunity of joining them; firmly persuaded that he 
oould adopt our national amusements of the field, by an effort of will, pre- 
cisely as he had adopted our national gaiters and onr national white hat. 

I had seen him risk his limbs blindly at a fox-hunt and in a cricket« 
field; and, soon afterwaids, 1 saw him risk his life, just as blindly, in the 
sea at Brighton. 

We had met there accidentally, and were bathing together If we had 
bcen engaged in any exercise peculiar to my own nation, I should, of 
ooorse, have looked after Pesca carefully; but, as foreigners are gener^ly 
quite as well able to take care of themselves in the water as Englishmen, it 
ncver oocurred to me that the art of swimming might merely add one more 
to the list of manly exercises which the Professor believed that ho could 
leam impromptu. Soon after we had both stmek out from shore, I stopped, 
finding my friend did not gain on me, and tumed round to look for him. 
lo my horror and amazement, I saw nothing between me and the beach 
but two little white arms which stmggled for an instant above the surface 
of the water, and then disappeared from view. When I dived for him, the 
poor little man was lying quietly coiled up at the bottom, in a hollow of 
shingle looking many degrees smaller than I had ever seen him look 
before. During the few minutes that elapsed while I was taking him in- 
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tlie air revived him, and he aacended tlie steps of the maohine with my 
assistance. With the partial reoovery of his animation came the return of 
his wonderful delnsion on the subject of swimming. As soon as his chat- 
tering teeth would let him speak, he smiled vacantly, and said he thought 
it miist have been the Cramp. 

When he had thoroughly recovered himsclf and had joined me on the 
beach, his warm Southern nature broke through all artificial English 
restraints, in a moment He ever^vhelmed me with the wildest ex pres¬ 
sions of affection—exclaimed passionatcly, in his exaggerated Italian way, 
that he would hold his life, henceforth, at my disposal—and declared that 
he should nover be happy again, until he bad found an opportunity of 
proving his gratitude by rendering me some service which I might re- 
member, on my side, to the end of my days. 

1 did my hest to stop the tonent of his tears and protestations, by per¬ 
sisting in treating the whole adventure as a good subjeot for a joke; and 
Bucceeded at last, as I imagined, in lessening Pesca’s overwhelming sensc 
of obligation to me. Little did I think then—little did I think afterwards 
when our pleasant holiday had drawn to an end—that the opportunity of 
serving me for which my grateful companion so ardently longed, was soon 
to come; that he was eagerly to seize it on the instant; and that, by so 
doing, he was to turn the whole current of my existenoe into a new cWnel, 
ond to alter me to myself almost past recognition. 

Yet, so it was. If I had not dived for Professor Pesca, when he lay 
under water on his shingle bed, I should, in all human probability, never 
have been connected with the story which these pages will relate—1 should 
never, perhaps, liave heard even the name of the woman, who has lived in 
all iny thoughts, who has possessed herself of all my energies, who has beoome 
the one guiding influence that now directs the purpose of my life. 


ra. 

Pesoa’s face and manner, on the ovening when we confronted each other at 
my mother’s gate, were more thon sufiicient to inform me that something 
extraordinary had happened. It was quite useless, however, to ask him for 
an immediate explanation. I oould only conjccture, while he was drs^ging 
me in by both hånds, that (knowing my habits) he had come to the cottage 
to make sure of meeting me that night, and that he had some news to telL 
of an unusually agreeable kind. 

We both bounced into the ^rlour in a highly abrupt and undignifiod 
manner. My mother sat by the open window, laughing and fanning her¬ 
self. Pesca was one of her e^xjcial fEtvourites; and his wildest ecoentri- 
<dties were always pardonable in her eyes. Poor dear soul! from the first 
moment when she found out that the little Professor was deeply and grate- 
fully attached to her son, she opened her heart to him unreservedly, and 
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took all his puzzUng foreign peculiarities for granted, without so mucli aa 
attemptmg to understand any one of them. 

My Bister Sarah, 'with all the advantages of youth, was, strangely enongh, 
lesa pliable. She did fiill justioe to Pesca’s excellent qualities of heart; but 
she could not accept him implicitly, as my mother acccpted him, for my 
sake. Her insular notions of propriety rose in perpctual revolt agoinst 
Pesca’s constitutional contempt for appearances; and she was always mors 
07 Icss nndisgnisedly astonished at her mothePs familiarity with the eccen- 
tric little foreigner. I have obaerved, not only in my sister’s case, but in 
the instances of others, that we of the young generation are nothing like 
BO hearty and so impulsive as some of our elders. 1 oonstandy see old 
people flushed and excited by the prospect of soine anticipated pleasnre 
which altogether fails to ruffle the tranquillity of their serene grandchildren. 
Are wc, I wcnder, quite such genuine hoys and girls now as our seniors 
were, in their time ? Has the great advance in education taken rather too 
long a stride; and are we, in these modem days, just the least trifle in the 
World too well brought up ? 

Without attempting to answer those questions decisively, I may at least 
record that I never sawmy mother and my sistertogether in Pesca’s society, 
without finding my mother much the younger woman of the two. On 
this oocåsion, for example, while the old lady was laughing heartily over 
the boyish manner in which we tumbled into the parlour, Sarah was per- 
turbedly picking up the broken pieces of a teacup, which the Professor had 
knocked o£f the table in his precipitate advance to meet me at the door. 

“ I don’t know what would have happened, Walter,” said my mother, 
** if you had delayed much longer. Pesca has been half-mad with impati- 
ence; and I have been half-mad with curiosity. The Professor has brought 
some wonderful news with him, in which he says you are concemed; and 
he has cruelly refused to give us the smallest hint of it till his fiiend 
Walter appeared.” 

“ Very provoking: it spoils the Sot,” murmured Sarah to herself, moum- 
fully absorbed over the ruins of the broken cup. 

While these words were being spoken, Pesca, happiiy and fussiiy uncon- 
Bcious of the irreparable wrong which the crockery had sufferéi at his 
hånds, was dn^ing a large arfh-chair to the opposite end of the room, so 
as to command us all three, in the character of a public speaker addressing 
an audience. Having tumed the chair with its back towards us,he jumped 
into it on his knees,and exci tably addressed his small congregation of three 
from an impromptu pulpit. 

“Now, my good dears,” began Pesca (who always said “good dears,” 
when he meant “ worthy friends ”), “ listen to me. The time has oome —I 
recite my good news—speak at last.” 

“Hetir, hear 1” said nay rnother, humopring the Jok^. 
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** The next thing he will breaks mamma,’* whispered Saiah, will be the 
back of the best arm-chair.” 

" I go back into my life, and I address rnyadf to the noblest of created 
beingsoontinued Pesca, yebemently apostrophizing my nnworthy self, 
over the top rail of the chair. Who found me dead at the bottom of the 
sea (through Gramp); and who pnlled me up to the top; and what did I 
say when I got into my own life and my own clothes again ?” 

Much more than was at idl necessary,” I anawered, as doggedly as 
possible; for the least enoouragement in oonnezion with this subjoct 
invariably let loose the Professor’s emotions in a flood of tears. 

saad,** persisted Pesca, ^that my life belonged to my dear friend, 
Walter, for the rest of my days—and so it does. 1 said that I should 
never be happy again till 1 had found the opportnnity of doing a good 
Something for Walter—and I have never been contøited with myself till 
this most blessed day. Now,” cried the enthusiastic little man at the top 
of his Yoioe, ** the overflowing happiness bursts out of me at every pore 
my skin, liko a perspiration; for on my faith, and soul, and honour, the 
something is done at last, and the only word to say now, is—Bight-aU- 
right 1” 

It may be neoessary to explain, here, that Pesca prided himself on being 
a perfect Elnglishman in his language, as well as in his dress, manners, and 
amusements. Haying picked up a few of our most familiar coUoquial 
expressions, he scattered them about oyer his oonyersation wheneyer they 
happened to occur to him, tuming them, in his high relish for their sound 
and his general ignorance of their sense, into compound words and repeti¬ 
tions of his own, and always running them into each other, as if they con- 
sisted of one long syllable. 

‘‘ Among the fine London houses where I teach the language of my 
native country,” said the Professor, roshing into his long-deferred explana- 
tion without an other word of preface, ** there is one, mighty fine, in the 
hig place called Portland. You all know whese that is? Yes, yes — 
course-of-course. The fine house, my good dears, has got inside it a fine 
family. A Mamma, fair and fat; three young Misses, fair and fat; two 
young Misters, fair and fat; and a Papa, the fairest and the fattest of all, 
who is a mighty merchant, up to his eyes ih gold—a fine man once, but 
seeing that he has got a naked head and two chins, fine no longer at tho 
present time. Now mindl 1 teach the sublime Dante to the young 
Misses, and ah!—mynsoul-bless-my-soul I—it is not in human language to 
say how the sublime Dante puzzles the pretty heads of all three) No 
matter—all in good time—and the more lessons the better for me. Now 
mind! Imagine to yourselyes that I am teaching the young Misses to- 
day, as usual. We are all four of us down together in the Hell of Dante. 
At the Seyenth Ciicle—but no matter for tliat s aU the Ciroles are alike tQ 
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Ibø three yoiing Mitwea, fair and fat,—at the Seventh CLcle^ nevertbeleaø^ 
my pupilB axe sticking fast; and 1| to set them going again, recite, explain, 
and blow myself up red-hot with useless enthusiasm, when—a creak of 
hoots in tho passage outside, and in comes the golden Papa^ tho xnighty 
merchant with the naked head and the two chins.—Ha 1 my good dears, 1 
am doser than you think for to the business, now. Have you been 
patient so far ? or have you said to youieclves, * Beuce-what-the-deoce 1 
Pesca is long-winded to-night ?’ ” 

We dedared that we weie doeply interested. The Professor went on: 

“ In his hand^ the golden Papa has a letter; and after he has made his 
excuse for disturbing us in oor Infemal Region with the common mortd 
Business of the house, he addresses himself to the three young Misses, and 
begins, as you English begin eveiything in this blessed world that you 
have to say, with a great O. * O, my dears,’ says the mighty merdumt, 

* 1 have got hero a letter from my friend, Mr. —, (the name has slipped 
out of my mind; but no matter; we shall come back to that: yes, yes— 
light-all-right). So the Papa says, * I have got a letter from my friend, 
the Mister; and he wants a recommend from me, of a drawing-master, to 
go down to his house in the country/ My-soul-bless-my-sonl 1 when I 
heard the golden Papa say those words, if 1 had been hig enongh to. reach 
up to him, I should have put my arms round his neck, and pressed him to 
my bosom in a long and grateful hug! As it was, I only bouuced upon 
my chair. My seat was on thoms, and my soul was on fire to speak; but 
1 held tny tongue, and let Papa go on. * Perhaps you know/ says tbis 
good man of money, twiddling his friend’s lotter this way and that^ m his 
golden fingers and tbumbs, * perhaps you know, my dears, of a drawing* 
master that I eau reemnmend P The three young Misses all look at each 
other, and then say (with the indispensable great O to begin) ‘ O, dear no. 
Papa 1 But here is Mr. Pesc a * At the mention of myself 1 can hold 
no longer—the thought of you, my good dears, mounts like biood to my 
head—1 start from my seat, as if a spike had grown np from the ground 
through the bottenn of my chair—address myself to the mighty mer- 
cbant, and 1 say (English phrase), ‘ Dear sir, I have the man i The first 
and foremost drawing-master of the world 1 Recommend him by the post 
to<night, and send him off, bag and ba^ge (English phrase again—ha ?), 
send him off, bag and baggago, by the train to-morrow 1* ‘ Btop, stop,*' 
says Papa, * is he a foreigner, or an Englishman ?’ * English to the bone 
of his back,* 1 answer. * Respeotable ?’ says Papa. * Sir,’ I say (for tnis 
last question of his outrages mo, and 1 have done being familiar with him), 
'Siri the immortal fire of genius bums iu this Englishman’a bosom, anc^ 
wbat is more, his fiither had it before himl’ ‘Never mind,’ says tha 
gclden barbarian of a Papa^ ‘ never mind about his genius, Mr. Pesca. We 
to’t wanb genius in this country, unless it is accomponied by respecta- 
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bility—and then we are very glad to have it, very glad indeed. Can your 
friend prodnce testimonials—letters that speak to his character?* 1 wave 
my hånd negligently. ‘ Letters ?* I say. ‘ Ha I my-soul-bless-mynrønl i 
I should think so, indeed! Yolumes of letters and portfolios of testi- 
monials, if you like ?’ ‘ One or two will do/ says this man of phlegm and 
money. * Let him send them to me, with his name and address. And— 
stop, stop, Mr. Pesca—before you go to your friend, you had better take a 
note.’ ‘ Bank-note 1’ I say, indignantly. ‘ No bank-note, if you piease, 
till my brave Englishman has eamed it first.’ * Bank-note 1’ says Papa, in 
a great surprise, ‘ who talked of bank-note ? I mean a note of the terms— 
a memorandum of what he is expected to do. Go on with your lesson, 
Mr. Pesca, and I will give you the necessary extract from my friend’s 
letter.’ Down sitø the man of merchandise and money to his pen, ink, and 
paper; and down 1 go once again into the Hell of Dante, with my three 
young Misses aftør me. In ten minutøs’ time the note is writtøn, and the 
boots of Papa are cieaking themselves away in the passage outside. From 
that moment, on my faitb, and soul, and honour, I know nothing more I 
The glorious thought that I have caught my opportunity at last, and that 
my gratøful service fer my dearest fnend in the world is as good as done 
already, dies up into head and makes me drunk. How I pull my 
young Misses and myseljf out of our Infemal Begion again, how my other 
business is done afterwards, how my Httle bit of dinner slides itøelf down 
my throat^ 1 know no more than a man in the moon. Enough for me^ 
that here I am, with the mighty merchant’s note in my hånd, as large aa 
life, as hot as fire, and as happy as a king 1 Ha! ha 1 ha I right-right- 
right-all-right I” Here^ the Professor waved the memorandum of tørma 
over his head, and ended his long and voluble narrative with his shrill 
Italian parody on an English cheer. 

My mother rose the moment he had done, with flushed cheeks and 
brightened eyes. She caught the little man warmly by both hånds. 

“ My dear, good Pesca/’ she said, “ I never doubted your true affeotion 
for Walter—but I am more than ever persuaded of it now 1” 

“ I am sure we are very much obliged to Professor Pesca, for WaltePs 
sake,” added Sarah. She half rose, while she spoke, as if to approach the 
arm-chair, in her tum ; but, observing that Pesca was rapturously kissing 
my mothePs hånds, looked serious, and resnmed her seat. If the fiuniliar 
little man treatø my mother in that way, how will he treat me ?” Faces 
sometimes tøli truth; and that was unquestionably the thought in Sarah’s 
mind, as she sat down again. 

Although I myself was gratøfully sensible of the kindness of Pesca's 
motives, my spirite were hardly so much elevated as they ought to have 
been by the prospect ox future employment now placed before me. When 
.the Professor had quite done with my mother’s hånd, and whea X had 
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wannly tbanked him for his interference on my hehalf, I asked to Iw 
allowed to look at the note of terms which his respectable patron had 
drawn np for my inspection. 

Pesca handed me the paper, with a trinmphant flourish of the hånd. 
Read!” said the little man, majestically. " 1 promise you, my friend, 
the writing of the golden Papa speaks with a tongue of trampets for itself.” 

The note of terms was plain, straightforward, and oomprehensive, at any 
rate. It informed me, 

First, That Frederick Fairlie, Esquire, of Limmeridge House, Cumher- 
land, wanted to engage the services of a thoronghly competent drawing- 
master, for a period of four months oertaiu. 

Secondly, That the duties which the master was expected to perform 
wonld he of a twofold kind. He was to superintend the instruction of two 
yonng ladies in the art of painting in water-colours; and he was to devote 
his leisure time, afterwards, to the business of repairing and mounting a 
valuahle collection of drawings, which had heen suffered to fali into a con- 
dition of total neglect. 

Thirdly, That the terms oifered to the person who shonld tmdertake and 
properly perform these duties, were four guineas a week; that he was to 
reside at Limmeridge House; and that he was to he treated there on the 
footing of a gentleman. 

Fourthly, and lastly. That no person need think of applying for this 
situation, unless he could fumish the most unexceptionable references to 
character and abilities. The references were to be sent to Mr. Fairlie’s 
friend in London, who was empowered to conclude all necessary arrange*^ 
ments. These instructions were followed by the name and address of 
Pesca’s employer in Portland-place—and there the note, or memorandum, 
ended. 

The prospect which this offer of an engagement held out was certainly 
an attractive one. The employment was likely to be both easy and agree- 
able; it was proposed to me at the autumn time of the year when I was 
least oceupied; and the terms, judging by my personal experience in my 
profession, were surprisingly liberal. I knew this; I knew that I ought to 
consider myself very fortunate if I succeeded in securing the offered eni- 
ployment—and yet, no sooner had I read the memorandum than I felt an 
inexplicable unwillingness within me to stir in the matter. I had never in 
the wholo of my previous experience found my duty and my inelination so 
painfuUy and so unaccountably at variance as I found them now. 

“Oh, Walter, your father nevet had such a chance as this I” said my 
mother, when she had read the note of terms and had handed it back to 
me. 

“ Such distinguished people to know,** remarked Sarah, strai^tening 
berself in her chair; “ and on suoh gratifying terms of equality too 1” 
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“ Yea, ye »; tUe tenns, in every sense, are tempting enough,” I replied, 
impatiently. But before I send in my testimonials, I should like a little 
time to cousider- 

“ Oonsider 1” exolåimed my mother. “ Why, Walter, what is the mat¬ 
ter withyou?” 

“ Oonsider I” echoed my sister, “ What a very extraordinary thing to 
say, under the circumstances 1” 

“Oonsiderr* chimed in the Professor. “What is there to oonsider 
about ? Answer me this 1 Have you not been complaining of your health, 
and havo you not been longing for what you call a smack of the country 
breeze ? Well I there in your hånd is the paper that offers you pcrpétual 
ehoking mouthfuls of oounlary breeze, for four months’ time. Is it not so ? 
Ha? Agaia—you waut money. Well! Is four golden guineas a week 
nothing ? My-soul-bless-my-soul 1 only give it to ^ne —and my boots shall 
crcak like the golden Papa’s, with a sense of the overpowering richness of 
tho man who walks in them 1 Four guineas a week, and, more than that, 
the charming society of two young Misses; and, more than that, your bed, 
your breakfast, your dinner, your gorging En^ish teas and lunches and 
drinks of foaming beer, all for nothing—^why, Walter, my dear good friend 
—døuce-what-the-deuce 1—^for the first time in my fife I have not eyes 
enough in my head to look, and wonder at you !** 

Neither my mother’s evident astonishment at my behaviour, nor Pesca’s 
fervid enumeration of the advantages offered to me by the new employ- 
ment, had any effect in shaking my unreasonable disinclination to go to 
Limmeridge House. After starting all the petty objections that I could 
think of to going to Cumberland; and after hearing them answered, one 
after another, to my o^vn complets discomffture, I tried to set up a last 
ohstaole by asking what was to beoome of my pupils in London, while I 
was teaching Mr. Fairlie’s young ladies to sketch from nature. The ob- 
vious answer to this was, that the greater part of them would be away on 
their autumn travels, and that the few who remained at home might be 
conffded to the care of one of my brother drawing-masters, whose pupils I 
had once taken off his hånds under similar circumstances. My sister re- 
minded- me that this gentl^an had expressly plaæd his services at my 
disposal, during the present season, in case I wished to leave town; my 
mother seriously appealed to me not to let an idle caprice stand in the way 
of my own interests and my own health; and Pesca piteously entreated 
that I woTLild not wound him to the heart, by rejecting the first grateful 
offer of service that he had been able to make to the fiiend who had saved 
his life. 

The evident siucerity and affection which inspired these remonstiances 
would have iniluencod any man with an atom of good feeling in his oom« 
(X)sitioiu Though I could not conquer my own unaocountable perversity, ] 
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Jifld at kast virtue enotigb to be heartily ashamed of it» and to end the difr* 
enasioii pleasanily by giving vay, and promising to do all thai was wanted 
of me. 

The rest of tbe evening passed merrily enough in humorous anticipa¬ 
tions of my Corning life vnth the two yoong ladies in Cumberland. Pesca, 
inspired by onr national grog, which appeared to get into his head, in tho 
most marvellous manner, five minutes after it had gone down his throat, 
asserted his claims to be considercd a complete Englishman by making a 
series of speeches in rapid succession; proposing my mother’s health, my 
sister’s health, my health, and the healths, in mass, of Mr. Fairlie ond the 
two young Misses; pathetically retuming thanks himself^ immediately 
afterwards, for the whole party. A secret, Walter,” said my little friend 
oonfidentially, as we walked home together. " I am flushed by tbe recollec- 
tion of my own eloquence. My soul bursts itself with ambition. One of 
these days, I go into your noble Parliament. It is the dream of my whole 
life to be Honourable Pesca, M.P. I” 

The néxt morning I sent my testimonials to the Professors employer in 
Portland-plaoe. Three days passed; and I concluded, with seoret satisfao« 
tion, that my papeni had not been found sui&ciently explicit. On the 
fourth day, however, an answer came. It announced that Mr. Fairlie 
accepted my services, and requested me to start for Cumberland imme¬ 
diately. All the necessary instmotions for my joumey were carefiilly and 
clearly added in a postscript. 

I made my arrangements, unwillingly enough, for leaving London early 
the next day. Towards evening Pesca looked in, on his way to a dinner- 
party, to bid me good-by. 

“ I shall dry my tears in your absence,” said the Professor, gaily, “ with 
this glorious thought. It is my auspicious band that has given Ihe first 
push to your fortune in the world. Go> my friend! When your sun 
shines in Cumberland (English proverb), in the name of heaven, make 
your hay. Marry one of tho two young hiisses; become Honourable 
Hartright, M.P.; and when you are on the top of the ladder, remember 
tbat Pesca, at the bottom, has done it all 1” 

I tried to laugh with my little friend over his parting jest, hut my 
Bpirits were not to be commanded. Something jarred in me abnost pain- 
ftilly, while he was speaMng his light farewell words. 

When I was left alono again, nothing remained to be done but to walk 
to the Hampstead Cottage and bid my mother and Sarah good-by. 

lY. 

Thk heat had been painfully oppressive all day; and it was now a close 
and sultry nigbt. 

My mother and Bister had spoken so many 'last w'ords, and had beggod 
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me to watt anotlier five minutes so many times, that it was nearly midni^i 
V 7 hen tho servant looked the garden-gate behind me. I walked forward 
a few paces on the shortest way back to London; then stopped and 
hesitated. 

The moon was fnll and broad in the dark blue starless sky; and the 
broken ground of the heath looked wild enough in the mysterious light, to 
he hiindreds of miles away from the great city that lay benealh it. The 
idea of descending any sooner than I could help into the heat and gloom of 
London repelled me. The prospect of going to bed in my airless chambers, 
and the prospect of gradual suffocation, seemed, in my present restless frame 
of mind and body, to be one and the same thing. I determined to stroll 
home in the purer air, by the most round-about way I could take; to 
follow the white winding paths across the lonely heath; and to approach 
London through its most open suburb by striking into the Finchley-road, 
and so getting back, in the cool of the new morning, by the western side of 
the Begent’s Park. 

I wound my way down slowly over the Heath, enjoying the divine still- 
ness of the scene, and admiring the soft alternations of light and shade as 
.hey foUowed each other over the broken groimd on every side of me. So 
long as I was proceeding through this first and prettiest part of my night- 
walk, my mind remained passively open to the impressions produced by 
the view; and I thought but littlo on any subject—^indeed, so far as my 
owii sensations were concemed, I can hardly sav that 1 thought at all. 

But when I had left the Heath, and had tumed into the by>road, where 
thcre was less to see, the ideas naturally engendered by the approaching 
change in my habits and occupations, gradually drew more. and more of 
my attention exclusively to themselves. By the time I had arrived at the 
end of the road, I had become completely absorbed in my own fanciful 
visions of Limmeridge House, of Mr. Foirlie, and of tho two ladies whoee 
practice in the art of water-colour painting I was so soon to superintend. 

I had now arrived at that particular point of my walk where four roads 
met—tho road to Hampstead, along wMch I had returned; the road to 
Finchley; the road to West End; and the road back to London. I had 
mcchanically turned in this latter direction, and was strolling along the 
lonely high-road-~*idly wondering, I remember, what the Cumberland 
young'ladies would look like—when, in one moment, every drop of biood 
ål my body was brought to a stop by the touch of a hånd laid lightly and 
suddenly on my shoulder from behind me. 

I tumed on the instant, with my fingers tightening round the handle of 
my stick. 

There, in the middle of the broad, bright high-road—there, as if it had 
that moment sprung out of the earth or dropped from the heaven—stood 
the figure ot a solitaiy Woman, dressed from head to foot in white garmeQts; 
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her face bent in grave inquiry on mine, ber band pcfnting to tbe dark 
doud over London, as I faoed ber. 

1 was far too seriously startled by the stiddenness witli wbicb tbis 
extraordinary apparition stood before me, in the dead of nigbt and in tbat 
loncly place, to ask what she wanted. Tbe strange woman spoke first. 

“ Is that the road to London ?” abe said. 

I looked attcntively at ber, as she put tbat singular qucstion to me. It 
was tben nearly one o’clock. All I could discem distinctly by the moon- 
ligbt, was a colourless, youthfiil face, meagre and sbarp to look at, about 
the cbeeks and chin; large, grave, wistfiilly-attentive eyes; nervous, un- 
oertain lips; and light hair of a pale, brownisb-yellow bue. There was 
notbing wild, nothing immodest in ber manner: it was quiet and self-con- 
troUed, a little melaneboly and a little touebed by suspicion; not exaetly 
tbe manner of a lady, and, at tbe same time, not tbe manner ef a woman 
in tbe bnmblest rank of life. The voice, little as I had yet heard of it, 
had something curiously still and mecbanical in its tones, and tbe utterance 
was remarkably rapid. She held a small bag in her band: and her dress 
—honnet, sbawl, and gown all of white—was, so far as I could guess, 
oertainly not oomposed of very delicate or very expensive materials. . Her 
figure was sligbt, and ratber above tbe average beigbt—ber gait and actions 
free from tbe slightest approach to extravagance. This was all that 1 
could observe of ber, in the dim light and imder tbe perplexingly-strange 
circumstances of our meeting. What sort of a woman she was, and bow 
she came to be out alone in tbo bigh>road, an hour after midnigbt, I 
altogether failed to guess. Tbe one tbing of wbicb I felt certain was, tbat 
the grossest of mankind could not have misconstrued ber motive in 
speaking, even at tbat suspiciously late bour and in tbat suspiciously 
lonely place. 

“ Did you hear me ?” she said, still quietly and rapidly, and witbout tbe 
least fretfulness or impatience. “ I asked if tbat was the way to London.” 

“Yes,” I replied, “ that is the way: it leads to St, Johns Wood and 
the Begent’s Park. You must excuse my not answering you before. 1 
was rather startled by your sudden appearance in the road ; and I am, oven 
now, quite unable to account for it.” 

“ You don’t suspect me of doing anything wrong, do you ? I have done 
nothing wrong. I have met with an accident—I am veiy unfortunate in 
being here alone so late. Wby do you suspect me of doing wrong ?” 

She spoke with unnecessary earnestness and agitation, and sbrank back 
from me several paces. I did my best to reassure ber. 

“ Pray don’t suppose that I have any idea of suspecting you,” I said, “ or 
any otber wisb than to be of assistance to you, if I can. I only wondered 
at your appearance in the road, because it seemed to me to be empty the 
Instant before I saw you.” 
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Sbe tamed, and pointed back to a place at the jnnction of the road to 
London and the road to Hampstead, where there was a gap in the hedge, 

“ I heard you coming,” she said, “ and hid there to see what sort of man 
you were, before I risked speaking. I doubted and feared about it till you 
passed; and then I was obliged to steal after you, and touch you.” 

Steal after me, and touch me ? Why not call to me ? Strange, to say 
the Icast of it. 

“ May I trust you ?*’ she asked. “ You don’t think the worse of me 
Decause I have met with an accident?” She stopped in confusion; shifted 
her bag from one hånd to the othcr ; and sighcd bitterly. 

The loneliness and helplessness of the woman touched me. The natural 
impulse to assist her and to spare her, got the better of the judgment, the 
caution, the worldly tact, which an older, wiser, and colder man might 
have snmmoned to help him in this strange emergency. 

" You may trust me for any harmless purpose,” I said. “ If it troubles 
you to explain your strange situation to me, don’t think of retuming to 
the subject again. I have no right to ask you for any explanations. Tell 
me how I can help you; and if I can, I will.” 

** You are very kind, and I am very, very thankful to have met you,” 
The first touch of womanly tendemess that I had heard from her, trembled 
in her voicé as she said the words; but no tears glistened in those large, 
wistfully-attentive eyes of hers, which were still fixed on me. “ I havo 
only been in London onoe before,” she went on, more and more rapidly ; 
“ and I know nothing about that side of it, yonder. Can I get a fly, or a 
carriage of any kind ? Is it too late ? I don’t know. If you could show 
me where to get a fly—and if you will only promise not to interfere with 
me, and to let me leave you, when and how I piease—I have a friend in 
London who will be glad to receive me—I want nothing else—^will you 
promise ?” 

She looked anxiously up and down the road; shifted her bag again from 
one hånd to the other; repeated the words, “ Will you promise ?” and 
looked hard in my face, with a pleading fear and confusion that it troublcd 
me to see. 

What could I do ? Here was a stranger utterly and helplessly at my 
mercy—and that stranger a forlom woman. Ho house was near ; no one 
was pMsing whom I could cousult; and no earthly right existed on my 
part to give me a power of control over her, even if I had known how to 
exercise it, I trace these lines, self-distrustfully, with the shadows of 
after-events darkening the very paper I write on; and still I say, what 
could I do? 

What I did do, was to try and gain time by questioning her, 

“ Are you sure tnat your friend in London will reoeivo you at such a 
Late hour as this?’' I said. 
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* Quiie soro. Only say yoo will let me leave yoii when and bow I ploaso 
—ODly say yoo won’t interfere with me. Will yon promise 

As she repeated the words for tbe tbird time, sbe came close to me, and 
bid her band, with a suddcn gentie stedtbiness, on my bosom—a tbin 
hånd; a cold band (when I removed it with mine) even on that snltry 
oigbt. Eemember tbat 1 was yoting; remember that tbe band Vfbicb 
tonebed me was a woman’s. 

“ Will yon promiso 

“Yes.” 

One word! The little familiar word tbat is on eveiybody’s lips, every 
honr in tbe day. Oh me 1 and I tremble, now, when I write it. 

Wo set onr faces towards London, and walked on togetber in tbe first 
still bonr of tbe new day—^I, and this woman, whose name, wbosø 
character, wbose story, whose objects in life, whose very presence by my 
side, at that moment, were fathomless mysteries to me. It was like a 
dream. .Was I Walter Hartright? Was this tbe well-known, nneventfnl 
road, wbere holiday people stroUed on Sundays ? Had I really left, little 
more tban an honr since, the quiet, decent, oonventionally-domestic atmo- 
sphere of my mother’s oottage ? I was too bewildered—^too conscious also 
of a vågne sense of sometbing like self-reproacb—to speak to my strange 
companion for some minutes. It was her voice i^in that first l^oke tbe 
silenoe betweon ns. 

“I want to ask yon sometbing,” she said, siiddenly. **Do yon know 
inany people in London 

“ Yes, a great many,” 

“ Many men of rank and title ?” There was an nnmistakeable tone of 
snspicion in tbe strange question. I besitated about answering it. ' 

“ Somey” I said, after a moment’s silence. 

“ Many ”—she came to a full stop, and looked me searebingly in tbe face 
—** many men of tbe rank of Baronet?” 

Too mueb astonisbed to reply, I qnestioned her in ray tnm. 

“ Wby do yon ask ?” 

“ Becanse I bope, for my own sake, tbere is one Baronet tbat yon don’t 
know.” 

“ Will yon tell me bis name 

“I can’t—I daren’t—I forget myself, when I mention it.” She spoke 
londly and almost fiercely, raised her clenebed band in tba air, and sbook 
it passionately; tben, on a sndden, controUed herself again, and added, in 
tones lowered to a whisper; “ Tell me which of them you know.” 

I oonld hardly refase to hmnour ber in sucb a trifie, and I mentioned 
three names. Two, tbe names of fathers of families wbose dangbters I 
tanght; one, the name of a bachelor wbo had once taken me a eruise in bis 
yacht, to maké sketebes foi bim 
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** Ah 1 yon donH know him,” she said, with a sigh of rolief Afer yoU 
a man of rank and title yourself ?” 

“ Far from it, I am only a drawing-master.** 

As the reply passed my lips—a little bitterly, perhaps—she took my arm 
with the abruptness which characterised all her actions. 

“ Not a man of rank and title,** she repeated to herself. " Thank God * 
i may trust 

I had hitherto contrived to master my curiosity out of consideration for 
my companion; but it got the bctter of me, now,” 

I am afraid you have serious reason to complain of some man of rank 
and title ?” I said. “ I am afraid the baronet, whose name you aro un- 
willing to mention to me, has done you some grievous wrong ? Is he the 
caiise of your being out hore at this strange time of night?” 

“ Don’t ask mo ; don’t make me talk of it,” she answered. “ I’m not 
fit, now. I have been cniolly used and cmelly wronged. You will be 
kinder than evcr, if you will walk on fast, and not speak to me. I sadly 
want to quiet myself, if I can.” 

We moved forward again at a quick pace; and for half an hour, at least, 
not a word passed on either side. From time to time, being forbidden to 
make any more inquiries, 1 stole a look at her face. It was always the 
same; the lips close shut, the brow frowning, the eyes looking straight 
forward, eagerly and yet absently. We had reached the first houses, and 
were close on the new Wesleyan College, before her set features relaxed, 
and she spoke once more. 

“ Do you livo in London ?” she said. 

“ Yes.” As I answered, it struck mo that she might have formed some 
intention of appealing to me for assistance or advice, and that I ought to 
spare her a possible disappointment by waming her of my approachiiig 
absence from home. So I added : But to-morrow I shall be away from 
London for some time. I am going into the country,” 

“ Where ?” she asked. “ North, or south ?” 

“ North—to Cumborland.” 

“ Cumberland!” she repeated the word tenderly. “ Ah! I wish I waa 
going there, too. I was once happy in Cumberland.” 

1 tried again to lift the veil that huug between this woman and 
me. 

“ Perhaps you were bom,” I said, " in the beautiful Lako country.” 

“ No,” she answered. “ I was bom in Hampshire; but I once went to 
school for a little while in Cumberland. Lakes? 1 don’t remember any 
lakes. It’s Limmeridge village, and Limmeridge House, I should Uke to 
see again.” 

It was iny tum, now, to stop suddenly. In the excited state of my 
curiosity, at that moment, the chance reference to Mr. Fairlie’s place of rest« 
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deiice, on tlie iips of my strange OQmpanioD, ataggered me with astonish- 
ment. 

**Di(l yon heat anybody calling after us?" ahe aaked, lx>king up and 
down the road af&iglitedly, tbe instant I stopped. 

“No, no. I was only strack by tbe name of Limmeridge House^ 
I heaid it mentioned by some Cumberland people a few days since.*’ 

“Ab! not my people. Mrs. Fairlie is dead ; and her husband is dead; 
and their little girl may be married and gone away by tbis time. I can’t 
say wbo lives at Limmeridge now. If any more are left tbere of tbat 
name, I only know I love them for Mrs. Fairlie’s sake.” 

She seemed about to say more; but wbile she was speaking, we came 
within view of tbe tumpike, at the top of the Avenue-road, Her band 
tigbtened round my arm, and sbe looked anxiously at tbe gate before ns. 

“ Is the tumpike man looking out sbe asked. 

He was not looking out; no one else was near tbe place wben we passed 
through tbe gate. Tlie sigbt of tbe gas-lamps and bouses seemed to agitate 
her, and to make her impatient. 

“ This is London,” sbe said. “ Do you see any carriage I can get ? I 
am tired and frigbtened. I want to shut myself in, and be driven away.” 

I explained to her tbat we mnst walk a Httle furtber to get to a cab* 
stand, unless we were fortunate enongb to meet with an empty vehicle; 
and tben tried to resume tbe subject of Cumberland. It was useless. 
ITiat idea of ahutting hereelf in, and being driven away, had now got full 
possession of her mind. Sbe could tbink and talk of notbing else. 

We bad bardly proceeded a third of the way down tbe Avenue-road 
wben I saw a cab draw up at a bouse a few doors below us, on tbe opposite 
side of tbe way. A gentleman got out and let bimself in at tbe garden door 
I bailed tbe cab, as tbe driver mounted tbe box again. Wben we crosscd 
tbe road, my companion’s impatience increased to sucb an extent tbat sbe 
almost forced me to run. 

“ It’s so late,” she said. “ I am only in a hurry because it’s so late.” 

“ I can’t take you, sir, if you’re not going towards Tottenham-court-road,” 
said the driver, civilly, wben I opened tbe cab door. “ My horse is dead 
beat, and I can’t get him no furtber than the stable.” 

“ Yes, yes. That will do for me. Fm going that way—Fm going that 
way.” She spoke with breatbless eagemess, and pressed by me inlo 
the cab. 

I bad assured myself that tbe man was sober as well as civil, before I 
let Jier enter the vehicle. And now, wben she was seated inside, I 
entreated her to let me see her set down safely at her destination. 

“No, no, no,” sbe said, vehemently. “Fm quite safe, and quite happy 
now. If you are a gentleman, remember your promise. Let him drive 
on, till I stop him. Tbank you—oh! tbank you, tbank you 1” 

q 
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My Hånd was on the cab door. Sbe caught it in bers, kiased ii^ and 
pusbed it away. Tbe cab drove ofT at tbe same moment—I started into 
tbe road, witb some vague idea of stopping it again, I bardly knew why— 
hesitated from dread of frigbtening and distressing ber—called, at last. biit 
not loudly enougb to attract tbe driveres attention. Tbe sonnd of tbe 
wbeels grew fainter in tbe distance—^tbe cab melted into tbe black shadows 
on tbe road—^tbe woman in wbite was gone. 

Ten miniites, or more, bad passed. I was still on tbe same side of tbe 
way; now mecbanically walking forward a few paces; now stopping again 
absently. At one moment, I fonnd myseK doubting tbe reality of my own 
adventure; at anotber, 1 was perplexed and distressed an. uneasy sense 
of baving done wrong, wbicb yet left me confusedly ignorant of bow I oould 
have done rigbt. I bardly knew wbere 1 was going, or wbat I meant to do 
next; I was conscious of nothing but tbe confusion of my own tbougbts, 
wben I was abruptly recalled to myself—awakened I migbt almost say— 
by tbe sound of rapidly approacbing wbeels close bebind me. . 

1 was on tbe dark side of tbe road, in tbe tbick sbadow of some gården 
trees, wben I stopped to look round. On tbe opposite, and lighter side of 
tbe way, a sbort distance below me, a policeman was strolling along in 
tbe direction of tbe Begent’s Fark. 

Tbe carriage passed me—an open cbaiae driven by two men. 

“ Stop 1** cried one. “ Tbere’s a pobceman. Let’s ask bim.” 

Tbe borse was instantly pulled up, a few yards beyond tbe dark place 
wbere I stood. 

Policeman 1” cried tbe first speaker. ** Have you seen a woman pass 
tbis way 

“ Wbat sort of woman, sir ?” 

“ A woman in a lavender-coloured gown— 

“ No, no,” interposed tbe second man. “ Tbe clotbes we gave ber were 
found on ber bed« Sbe must bave gone away in tbe clotbes sbe wore wben 
sbe came to us. In wbite, policeman. A woman in wbite.” 

“ I baven't seen ber, sir.” 

** H you, or any of your men meet witb tbe woman, stop ber, and send 
ber in careful keeping to tbat address. IH pay all expenses, and a fair 
reward into the bargain.” 

Tbe policeman looked at tbe card tbat was banded down to bim. 

“ Wby are we to stop ber, sir ? Wbat bas sbe done ?” 

" Done 1 Sbe bas escaped from my Asylum. Don’t foxget: a woman 
in wbite« Drive on.” 



THE WOMAN I2T WHITE. 


19 


V. 

** She has eseaped from my Asylum!” 

1 cannot say witb tra& that the terrible inferenoe whicb those words 
suggested flashed upon me like a new revelation. Some of the stranga 
(^neations put to me by the woman in white, after my ill-considered 
promise to leave her free to act as she pleased, had suggested the conclusion 
either that sho was naturally flighly and imsettled, or that some recent 
Bhock of terror had disturbed the balance of her faculties. But the idea of 
absolute insanity which we all associate with the very name of an Asylum, 
bad, I can honestly declare, never occurred to me, in connexion with her. 
I had seen nothing, in her language or her actions, to justify it at the time; 
and, even with the new light thrown on her by the woi^ wHch the stranger 
had addressed to the policeman, I could see nothing to justify it now. 

What had I done ? Assisted the victim of the most horrible of all 
false imprisonments to escape; or cast loose on the wide world of London 
an nnfortunate creature, whose actions it was my duty, and every man’s 
dnty, mercifully to control ? I tumed sick at heart when the question oo 
cnrred to me, and when 1 felt self-reproachfiilly that it was ask^ too late. 

In the disturbed State of my mind, it was uaebss to think of going to 
bed, when I at last got back to my chambers in Glement’s Inn. Before 
many houra dapsed it would be necessary to start on my joumey to Cum- 
berland. I sat down and tried, first to sketch, then to read—^but the 
woman in white got between me and my pencil, between me and my book. 
Had the forlom creature come to any harm ? That was my first thought, 
though I shrank selfishly firom confronting it. Other thoughts followed, on 
which it was less harrowing to dwelL Where had she stopped the cab ? 
What had become of her now ? Had she been traced and captured by the 
men in the chaise? Or was she still capeble of oontrolling her own 
actions; and were we two following our widely-parted roads towards one 
point in the mysterious future, at which we were to meet once more ? 

It was a reliet when the honr came to lock my door, to bid farewell to 
London pursuits, London pupils, and London fnends, and to be in move- 
ment again towards new interests and s new life. Even the bustie and 
oonfiudon at the railway terminus, so wearisome and bewildering at other 
times, roused me and did me good. 

i 

My traYelling instmctions directed me to go to Garlisle, and then to 
diveige by a branch railway whieh ran in the direction of the coast. As a 
misfortnne to b^in with, our engine broke down between Lancaster and 
Garlisle. The delay occaaioned by this accident caused me to be too late 
for the branch trsin, by which I was to have gone on immediately. I had 
to wait some hours; and when a later train finally deposited me at the 
oearest station to Limmeridge House, it was past ten, and the night was so 
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dark that I oould hardly see my way to the pony-chaise wliich Mr. Fairlie 
had ordered to be in Whiting for me. 

The driver was evidently discomposed by the lateness of my arrivaL 
He was in that State of Idghly-respectiiil sulkiness which is peculiar to 
English servants. We drove away slowly through the darkness in perfect 
silence. The roads were bad, and the dense obscurity of the night increased 
the difficulty of getting o¥er the ground quickly. It was, by my watch, 
nearly an hour and a half from the time of our leaving the station before 
I heard the sound of the sea in the distance, and the cronch of our wheéls 
on a smooth gravel drive. We had passed one gate before entering tbe 
drive, and we passed another before we drew up at the house. I was re- 
ceived by a solemii man-servant out of livery, was informed that the 
family had retired for the night, and was then led into a large and lofty 
room whore my supper was awaiting me, in a forlom manner, at one ex- 
tremity of a lonesome mahogany wildemess of dining-table. 

1 was too tired and out of spirits to eat or drink much, especially with 
the solemn servant waiting on me as elaborately as if a small dinner-party 
had arrived at the house instead of a solitary man. In a quarter of an 
hour I was ready to be taken up to my bedchamber. The solemn servant 
conducted me into a prettily fumished room—said, ** Breakfast at nine 
o’clock, sir —looked all round him to see that everything was in its proper 
place—and noiselessly withdrew. 

** What shall I see in my dreams to-ni^t ?” I thought to myself, as I 
put out the candle ; ** the woman in white? or the unknown inhabitants 
of this Cumberland mansion?” It was a strange sensation to be sleeping 
in the house, like a firiend of tiie family, and yet not to ^ow w of the 
'nmates, even by sight! 


VI. 

When I rose the next moming and drew up my blind, the sea opened 
before me joyously xmder the broad August sunlight, and the distant coast 
of Scotland hringed the horizon with its lines of melting blue. 

The view was such a surprise, and such a change to me, after my weary 
London experience of brick and mortar landscape, that I seemed to burst 
into a new life and a new set of thoughts the moment I looked at it. A 
oonfused sensation of having suddenly lost my familiarity with the past, 
without acquiring any additional cleamess of idea in reference to the present 
or the future, took possession of my mind. Circumstances that were but 
a few days old, faded back in my memory, as if they had happened months 
and months since. Pesca’s quaint announcement of the means by which 
he had procured me my present employment; the farewell evening I had 
passed with my mother and sister; even my mysterious adventure on the 
way home from Ilampstead—^had all beoome like events which might hava 
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occnrred at some former epoch of my existenoe. Althougli the wornan in 
irMte was still in my mind, the image of her seemed to have grown duli 
and føint already. 

A little before nine o’clock, I descended to the ground-fioor of the hemse. 
The solemn man-servant of the night before met me wandering among the 
passages, and compassionately showed me the way to the breakfast-room. 

Hy first glanoe ronnd me, aa the man opened the ioor, disclosed a well- 
fnmished breakfast-table, standing in the middle of a long room, with 
many Windows in it. I looked from the table to the ti4ndow farthest from 
me, and saw a lady standing at it, with her back tumød towards me. The 
instant my eyes rested on her, I was stnu^ by the rare beanty of her form, 
and by the nnafifeeted grace of her attitude. Her figure was tall, yet not 
too tcdl; comely and well-developed, yet not fat; her head set on her 
shoulders with an easy, pliant firmness; her waist, perfeetion in the eyes 
of a man, for it oocupied its natural plaoe, it filled out its natural circle, it 
was visibly and delightfully undeformed by stays. She had not heard my 
entranoe into the room; and I allowed myself the luxury of admiring her 
for a few moments, before I moved one of the chairs near me, as the least 
embarrassing means of attracting her attention. She tumed towards me 
immediately. The easy elegance of every movement of her limbs and body 
as soon as she began to advanoe from the fiir end of 'the roøm, set me in a 
flutter of expectation to see her face dearly. She left the window—and I 
said to myself, The lady is dark. She moved forward a few steps—and I said 
to myself^ The lady is young. She approached nearer—and I said to myself 
(with a sense of surprise which words fail me to express), The lady is ugly! 

Never was the old conventional maxim, that Nature cannot err, more 
flatly contradicted—^never was the fair promise of a lovely figure more 
strangely and startingly belied by the face and head that crowned it. The 
lady’s complexion was almost swarthy, and the dark down on her upper lip 
was almost a moustache. She had a large, firm, masculine mouth and 
jaw; prominent, piercing, resolute browneyes; and thick, coal-black hair, 
growing unusually low down on her forehead. Her expression—^bright, 
frank, and intelligent—appeared, while she was silent, to be altogether 
wanting in those feminine attractions of gentleness and pliability, without 
which the beauty of the handsomest wornan alive is l^uty incomplete. 
To see such a face as this set on shoulders that a Sculptor would have 
longed to model—^to be charmed by the modest graces of action through 
which the symmetrical limbs betrayed their beauty when they moved, and 
then to be almost repelled by the masculine form and masculine look of the 
features in which the perfeetly shaped figure ended—^was to feel a sensation 
oddly akin to the helpless discomfort familiar to us all in sleep, when we 
recognise yet cannot reconcile the anomalies and oontradictions of a dream* 

“Mr. Hartright?” said the lady interrogatively; her ^lnjkface lighting 
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op with S smile, sad softening and growing womanly the moment slie 
began to speak. ** We resigned all hope of yon last night, and went to bed 
aa uBual. Accept my apologies for onr apparent want of attention; and 
allow me to introduce myself as one of your pnpils. Sball we sbi^e bands ? 
I Buppose we mnst come to it sooner or later-—and wby not sooner?” 

Ihese odd words of welcome were epoken in a clear, linging, pleasant 
Yoice. The offered band—ratber large, but beautifdlly formed—was giyen 
to me witb the easy, unaffeeted self-ielianoe of a bigbly-bred woman. We 
sat down together at the breakfast-table in as cordial and oustomary a 
manneras if webad knowneaeb otber fbr year8,and bad metatLimmeridge 
Honse to talk over old times by previous appointment. 

** I bope you oome bere good-bumooredly determined to make tbe beat 
of your position,’’ oontinued the lady. ^ You will have to begin tbis mom- 
ing by putting up witb no otber company at breakfast tban mine. My 
sii^r is in her own room, nursing tbat essentially feminine malady, a sligbt 
headaebe; and her old govemess, Mrs. Yesey, is charitably attending on 
bør witb restoratiye tea. My unde, Mr. Fairlie, never joins us at any of 
our meals: be is an inyalid, and keeps bachelor state in bis own apartments. 
There is nobody else in the bouse but me. Two young ladies have been 
staying bere, Imt tbey went away yesterday, in despair; and no wonder. 
All through tbeir visit (in oonsequenoe of Mr. Fairbe’s invalid cemdition) 
we produced no such convenienoe in tbe bouse as a flirtable, danoeable, 
small-talkable creature of tbe male sex; and tbe consequence was, we did 
tiøthing but quarrel, eopedally at dinner-time. How can you expect four 
women to dine together alone every day, and not quarrel? We are sucb 
fools, we can’t entertain eaeb otber at table. You see I don’t tbink mueb 
of my own sex, Mr. Hartrigbt-—wbicb will you have, tea or ooffee?—no 
woman does thmk mueb of her own sex, althougb few of tbem oonfess it as 
freely as I do. Dear me, you look puzzled. Wby ? Are you wondering 
wbat you will have for breakfast ? or are you surprised at my careless way 
of »talking ? In the first case, I advise you, as a friend, to have nothing to 
do with ^at cold barn at your elbow, and to wait till the omelette oomes in. 
In tbe second case, I will give you some tea to compose your spirits, and 
do all a woman can (wbicb is very little, by-tbe-by) to bold my tongue.” 

She banded me my cup of tea, laugbing gaily. Her light flow of talk, 
and her lively familiarity of manner witb a total stranger, were aooom« 
panied by an unaffeeted naturalness and an easy inbom confidence in her« 
self and her position, wbicb would have secured her tbe respect of tbe most 
audacious man breatbing. Wbile it was impossible to be formal and 
reserved in her company, it was more tban impossible to take tbe faintest 
vestige of a liberty witb her, even in thougbt. I felt tbis instinetively, 
even wbile I caugbt the infeetion of her own brigbt gaiety of spirits—oven 
wbile I did my best to answer her in ber own frank, lively way. 
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** Ycs, jes,” she said, when I had snggested the only explanation I ooald 
offer, to aocount for my perplexed looks, understand. You are sucli 
a perfect stranger in the house, that you are puzzled by iny familiar 
references to the worthy inhabitants. Natural enough: 1 ought to have 
thonght of it before. At any rate, I can set it right now. Suppose 1 
begin with mysdf, so as to get done with that part of the subject as soon as 
possible? My name is Marian Halcombe; and I am as inaooorate, as 
women usnally are, in oalling Mr. Fairlie my uncle, and Miss Farrlie my 
sister. My mother was twioe marriod: the first time to Mr. Halcombe, 
my fether; the second time to Mr. Fairlie, my half-sister's father. Exoept 
that we are both orphans, we are in every respect as unlike each other as 
possible. My fiither was a poor man, and Miss Fairlie's father was a rich man. 
I have got nothing, and she has a fortune. I am dark and ugly, and she is 
fair and pretty. Everybody thinks me crabbed and odd (with perfect 
justice); and everybody thinks her sweet-tempered and charming (with 
more justice still). In short, she is an angel; and I am— Try some of 
that mannalade, Mr. Hartright, and finish the sentence, in the name of 
female propriety, for yourself. What am I to tell you alx)ut Mr. Fairlie ? 
Hpon my honour, I hardly know, He is sure to send for you after break- 
fast, and you can study him for yourself. In the mean time, I may inform 
you, first, that he is the late Mr. Fairlie’s younger brother; secondly, that 
he is a single man; and, thirdly, that he is Miss Fairlie’s guardian. I 
wou*t live without her, and she can’t live without me; and that is how I 
come to be at Limmeridge House. My sister and I are honestly fond of 
each other; which, you will say, % perfeetly unaccountable, under the cir- 
eumstances, and I quite agree witn you—but so it is. You must piease 
both of ns, Mr. Hartright, or piease neither of us: and, what is still more 
you will be thrown entirely upon our society. Mrs. Vesey is an 
excellent person, who possesses all the Cardinal virtues, and counts for 
nothing; and Mr. Fairlie is too great an invalid to be a companion for any- 
hody. I don’t know what is the matter with him, and the doctors don’t 
know what is the matter with him, and he doesn’t know himself what is 
the matter with him. We all say it’s on the nerves, and we none of us 
know what we mean when we say it. However, I advise you to humour 
his little peculiarities, when you see him to-day. Admire his collection of 
coins, prints, and water-colour drawings, and you will win his heart. Upon 
my word, if you can be contented with a qmet country life, I don’t see wby 
you should not get on very well here. From breakfast to lunch, Mr. Fairlie’s 
drawings will oceupy you. After lunch^ Miss Fairlie and I shoulder our 
sketch-books, and go out to misrepresent nature, under your directions. 
Drawing is her fovourite whim, mind, not mine. Women can’t draw— 
their Tnindg are too flighty, and their eyes are too inattentive. No matter 
—my sister likes it; so I waste paint and spoil paper, for her sake, as com 
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poeediy as any woman in England. As for tbe evenings, I tLink wc o^in 
help you through them. Miss Fairlie plays delightfully. For my own 
poor part, I don’t know one note of music from the other; but I can match 
you at chess, back-gammon, écarté, and (with the inevitable female di*aw- 
backs) even at billiards as well, What do you think of the programme ? 
Can you reconcile yourself to our quiet, regular life ? or do you mean to bo 
restless, and secretly thirst for change and adventure, in the humdmm 
atmosphere of Limmeridge House 

She had run on thus far, in her gracefully bantering way, with no other 
inteiTuptions on my part than the unimportant replies which politeness 
required of me. The tum of the expression, however, in her last question, 
or rather the one chance word, “ adventure,” lighlly as it feli from her lips, 
recalled my thoughts to my meeting with the woman in white, and urged 
me to discover the connexion which the stranger’s own reference to 
Mrs. Fairlie informed me must once have existed between the nameless 
fugitive from tbe Asylum, and the former mistress of Limmeridge House. 

'‘Even if I were the most restless of mankind,” I said, “I should be in 
no danger of thirsting after adventures for some time to come. The very 
night before 1 arrived at this house, I met with an adventuro; and tlio 
wondor and excitement of it, I can assure you. Miss Halcombe, will last 
me for the whole term of my stay in Cumberlond, if not for a muoh longer 
Ijeriod.” 

“ You don’t say so, Mr. Hartright I May I hear it ?” 

You have a claim to hear it, The chief person in the adventure was a 
total stranger to me, and may perhaps be a total stranger to you; but she 
certainly mentioned the name of the late Mrs. Fairlie in terms of the siii- 
cerest gratitude and regard.” 

“ Mentioned my mother’s name! You interest me indescribably, Pray 
go on.” 

1 at once related the circumstances under which I bad met the woman 
in white, exaetly as they had oceurred; and I repeated what she had said 
to me about Mrs. Fairlie and Limmeridge House, word for word. 

Miss Halcombe’s bright resolute eyes looked eagerly into mine, from the 
beginning of the narrative to the end. Her face oxpressed vivid interest 
and astonishment, but nothing more, She was evidently as far fix)m know¬ 
ing of any due to the mystery as I was myself. 

** Are you quite sure of tbose words referring to my mother ?” she asked. 

“ Quite sure,” I replied. “ Whoever she may be, the woman was once at 
school in the village of Limmeridge, was treated with especial kindness by 
Mrs. Fairlie, and, in grateful remembrance of that kindness, feds an afifee- 
tionate interest in all surviving members of the family. She knew tliat 
Mrs. Fairlie and her husband were both dead; and she spoke of Miss Faii^ 
lie as if they had known eaoh other when they were cbildren.” 
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You said, I think, that she denied belonging to thia place 
** Yes, she told me she came firom Hampshire.” 

“ And yon entirely falled to find out her narae 
“ Entirely.” 

“Very strange. I think you were quite justified, Mr, Hartright, in 
giving the poor creature her liberty, for she seems to have done nothing in 
your presence to show herself unfit to enjoy it. But I wish you had been 
a little more resolute about finding out her narae. We must really clear 
up this mystery, in some way. You had better not speak of it yet to 
Mr. Fairlie, or to my sister. They are both of them, I am certain, quite 
as ignorant of who the woman is, and of what her past history in oonuexion 
with us can be, as I am myself. But they aro also, in widely differenj 
ways, rather nervous and sensitive; and you would only fidget one and 
alarm the other to no purpose. As for myself, I am all aflame with 
curiosity, and I devote my whole energies to the business of disoovery from 
this moment. When my mother came here, after h^r second marriage, she 
certainly established the yillage school just as it exists at the present time. 
But the old teachers are all dead, or gone elsewhere; and no enlightenment 
is to be hoped for from that quarter. The only other alternative I can 
think of- 

At this point we were inteiTupted by tho entranoe of the servant, with a 
message from Mr. Fairlie, intimating that he would be glad to see me, as 
soon as I had done breakfast. 

“ Wait in the hall,” said Miss Halcombc, answering the servant for me, 
in her quick, ready way. “ Mr. Hartiight will come out direetly, I was 
about to say,” she went on, addressing me again, “ that my sister and I 
have a large collection of my mother’s letters, addressed to my father and 
to hers. In the absence of any other means of getting information, I will 
pass the moming in looking over my mother’s correspondence with Mr. 
Fairlie. He was fond of London, and was constantly away from hLs 
country home; and she was accustomed, at such times, to write and report 
«o him how things went on at Limmeridge. Her letters are full of refer¬ 
ences to the school in which she took so strong an intemst; and I think it 
more than likely that I may have discovered something ^vhen we meet 
again. The luncheon hour is two, Mr. Hartright. I shall have the plea- 
sure of introducing you to my sister by that time, and we will oceupy the 
aftemoon in driving round the neighbourhood and showing you all our 
pet points of view. Till two o’clock, then, farewell.” 

She nodded to me with the lively grace, the delightful refinement of 
familiarity, which characterised all that she did and all tnat she said; and 
disappeared by a door at the lower end of the room. As soon as she had 
left me, I tumed my steps towards the hall, and followed the ser? an t cn 
my way, for the first time, to the presence of Mr. Fairlie. 
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VU. 

Mt conductor led me up-øtairs into a .passage wliich took us back to the 
bedchamber in whicb 1 had slept during the past night; and opening the 
door next to it, begged me to look in. 

“ I have my master’s orders to show you yonr own sitting-room, sir,” 
said the man, ** and to inquire if yon approvc of the situation and the 
light.” 

1 must have been hard to piease, indeed, if I had not approved of the 
room, and of everything about it. The bow-window looked out on the 
same lovely view which I had admired, in the moming, from my hed- 
room. The fumiture was the perfeetion of luxury and beauty; the table 
in the centre was bright with gaily bound hooks, elegant oonveniences for 
writing, and beautiful flowers; the second table * near the window, was 
covered with all the necessary materials for mounting water-colour draw- 
ings, and had a little easel attached to it, which I could expand or fold up 
at will; the walls were hung with gaily tinted chintz; and the fioor was 
spread with Indian matting in maize-colour and red. It was the pretiiest 
and most luxurious little sitting-room I had ever seen; and 1 admired it 
with the warmest enthusiasm. 

The solemn servant was too highly trained to betray the sh'ghtest 
satisfactiem. He bowed with icy deference when my terms of eulogy were 
all ezhausted, ond silently opened the door for mc to go out into the pas* 
sago again. 

We tumed a oomer, and entered a long second passage, ascended a short 
fiight of stairs at the end, crossed a small circular upper hall, and stopped 
in front of a door covere«! with dark baize. The servant opened this door, 
and led me on a few yards to a second; cpened that also, and disebsed 
two curtains of pale soa-greon silk hanging before us; raised one of them 
noiselessly; softly uttered the words, “ Mr. Hartright,” and left me. 

1 found myself in a large, lofty room, with a magnificent carved ceiling, 
and with a carpet over the floor, so thick and soft that it felt like piles of 
velvet under my feet. One side of the room was oceupied by a long book- 
case of 9ome rare inlaid wood that was quite new to me. It was not more 
than six feet high, and the top was adomed with statuettes in marble, 
ranged at regular distances one from the other. On the opposite side stood 
two antiqne cabinets; and lætween them, and above them, hung a picture 
af the Virgin and Child, protected by glass, and bearing Baphael’s name 
on tbe glit tablet at the hottom of the.frame. On my right hånd and ou 
my left, as I stood inside Iho door, were chiffoniers and little stands in 
buhi and marquettcrie, loaded with fignres in Dresden china, with rare 
vases, ivory ornaments, nnd toys and curiosities that sparkled at all points 
with gold, silver, and precious stones. At the lower end of the room, 
opposite to me, the Windows were conceaJed and the snnlightwas tempered 
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by large blinds of the same pale sea-green colonr as the cartains over tha 
door. The light tlms prodnoed was deliciously soft, mysterfons, and snb- 
dned; it feli equally upon all the objects in the room; it helped to inten- 
sify the deep silence, and the air of profound seclusion that possessed the 
place; and it snrronnded, with an appropriate halo of repose, the solitary 
%ure of the master of the house, leaning back, listlessly composed, in a 
Wge easy-chair, -with a reading-easel fastened on one of its arms, and a 
little table on the other. 

Jf a man’s personal appoarance, wlien he is ont of his dressiug-room, and 
when he has passed forty, can be acoepted as a safe guide to his time of 
life—which is more than doubtful—Mr. Fairlie’s age, when I saw him, 
might have been reasonably computed at over fifty and under sixty years. 
His beardless face was thin, wom, and transparently pale, but not 
wrinkled; his nose was high and hooked ; his eyes were of a dim grayish 
blue, large, prominent, and rathér red round the rims of the eyelids; his 
bair was scanty, soft to look at, and of that light sandy oolour which is the 
last to disclose its own changes towards gray. He was dresscd in a dark 
frock-coat, of some suhstance much thinner than cloth, and in waistcoat 
and trousers of spotless white. His feet were effeminately small, and were 
clad in baff-coloured silk stockings, and little womanish bronze-leather 
slippers. Two rings adomed his white delicate hånds, the valne of which 
even my inexperienced observation detected to be all but priceless. Upon 
the whole, he had a frail, languidly-fretful, over-refined look—something 
singnlarly and unpleasantly delicate in its association with a man, and, at 
the same time, something which could by no possibility have looked 
natural and appropriate if it had been transferred to the personal appearance 
of a woman. My momin^s experience of Miss Halcombe had predisposed 
me to be pleased with everybody in the house; but my sympathies shut 
themselves up resolutely at the first sight of Mr. Fairlie. 

On approaching nearer to him, I discovered that he was not so entirely 
without occupation as I had at first supposed. Placed amid the other rare 
and beautiful objects on a large round table near him, was a dwarf cabinet 
in ebony and silver, containing coins of all shapes and sizes, set out in little 
drawers lined with dark purpie velvet. One of these drawers lay on the 
small table attached to his chair; and near it were some tiny jeweUers’ 
broshes, a washleather “stump,” and a little bottle of liquid, all waiting to 
be used in vaiious ways for the removal of any accidental impurities which 
might be discovered on the coins. His frail white fingers were listlessly 
toying with something which looked, to my uninstructed eyes, like a dirty 
pewter medal with ragged edges, when I advanced within a respectful dis¬ 
tance of his diair, and stopped to make my bow. 

“ So glad to possess you at Limmeridge, Mr. Hartright,” he said in a 
quemlous, croeking v»''ioe, which combined, in anything but an agreeabP 



28 


THE WOMAN IN WHITE. 


manncr, a* discordantly higli tone with a drowsily langoid utteranoo. 
“ Pray sit down. And don’t trouble yourself to move the chair, pleaso. 
In thø wretched State of my nerves, movement of any kind is exquisitely 
painfiil to mø. Have you seen your studio ? Will it do 

I have just oome fix)m seeing the room, Mr. Fairlie; and I assure 
you- '' 

Ile stopped me in the middle of the senténce, by closing his eyes, and 
holding up one of his white hånds imploringly. I paused in astonishment: 
and the croaking voice honoured me with this explanation: 

“ Pray excuse mø. But coidd you contrive to speak in a lower key ? 
In the wretched State of my nerves, loud sound of any kind is indescribable 
torture to me. You will pardon an invalid ? I only say to you what the 
lamentable stato of my h<»lth obliges me to say to everybody. Yes. And 
you really like the room 

** I oould wish for nothing prettier and nothing more oomfortable,” I 
answered, dropping my voice, and beginning to discover already that 
Mr. Fairlie’s aeldsh afiectation and Mr. Fairlie’s wretched nerves meant one 
and the same thing. 

“ So glad. You will find your position here, Mr. Hartright, properly 
rccognized. There is none of the horrid Fnglish barbarity of feeling about 
the social position of an artist, in this house. So much of my early life has 
been passed abroad, that I have quite cast my insular skin in that respect. 
I wish I could say the same of the gentry—detestable word, but I suppose I 
must use it—of the gentry in thø neighbourhood. They are sad Goths in 
Art, Mr. Hartright. People, I do assure you, who would have opened their 
eyes in astonishment, if they had seen Charles the Fifth pick up Titian’s 
brush for him. Do you mind putting this tray of coins back in the cabinet, 
and giving me the next one to it ? In the wretched state of my nerves, 
exertion of any kind is unspeakably disagreeable to me. Yes. Thank you.” 

As a practical commentary on the liberal social theory which he had 
just favoured me by illustmting, Mr. Fairlie’s cool request rather amused 
me." I put back one drawer and gave him the other, with all possible 
politeness. He began trifling with the new set of ooins and the little 
brushes immediately; languidly looking at them and admiring them all 
the time he was speaking to me. 

** A thousand thanks and a thousand excuses. Do you like ooins ? Yes. 
So glad we have another taste in oommon besides our taste for Art. Now, 
about the pecuniary arrangements between us—do tell me—are they 
satisfactory ?” 

“ Most satisfactory, Mr. Fairlie.” 

“ So glad. And—what next ? Ah 1 I remember. Yes. In reference 
to the consideration which you are good enough to accept for giving me the 
bencflt of your accomplishments in art, my steward will wait on you at the 
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end of the fiist week, to aBoertain yoor wishes. And—^what ncxt ? Gorioiu, 
is it not ? I had a great deal more to say; and I appear to have qnite for- 
gotten it. Do yon mind touching t^ heU? In that oomer. Tes. 
Thank yon.” 

I rang; and a new senrant noiselesaly made his appearanoe—a foreignery 
with a set smile and perfectly hnished hair—a valet every inch of him. 

“ Louis,” said Mr. Fairlie, dreamily dusting the tips of his fingers with 
one of the tiny hrushes for the coins, ** I made some entries in my tablettes 
this moming. Find my tablettes. A thousand pardons, Mr. Hartright, 
Fm afraid I bore you.” 

As he wearily closed his eyes again, before I could answer, and as he did 
most assuredly hore me, I sat silent, and looked np at the Madonna and 
Child by Baphael. In the mean time, the valet left the room, and retumed 
shortly with a htUe ivory hook. Mr. Fairlie, after first relieving himself by 
a gentie sigb, let the hook drop open with one hånd, ond held np the tiny 
brnsh with the other, as a sign to the servant to wait for further orders. 

** Tes. Just so 1” said Mr. Fairlie, Consulting the tablettes. ^ Louis, 
take down that portfolio.” He pointed, as he spoke, to several portfolios 
placed near tbe window, on mahogany stands. ** Ko. Kot the one with 
the green back—that contains my Hembrandt etchings, Mr. Hartright. 
Do you like etchings? Tes? So glad we have another taste in common. 
The portfolio with the red back, Louis. Don*t drop it I Ton have no idea 
of the tortures I should sufier, Mr. Hartright, if Louis dropped that port¬ 
folio. Is it safe on the chair ? Do you think it safe, Mr. Hcutright ? Tes ? 
So glad. Will you oblige me by looking at the drawings, if you really 
think they are quite safe. Louis, go away. What an ass you are. Don’t 
you see me holding the tablettes? Do you suppose I want to hold them? 
Then why not relieve me of the tablettes without being told ? A thousand 
pardons, Mr. Hartright; servante are such asses, are they not ? Do tell 
mo—what do you think of the drawings? They have come from a sale in 
a shocking State—I thought they smelt of horrid dealers’ and brokeis* 
fingers when I looked at them last. Can you undertake them ?” 

Although my nerves were not delioate enough to detect the odour » 
plebeian fingers which had oifended Mr. Fairlie’s nostriis, my taste was 
safficiently educated to enable me to appreciate the value of the drawings, 
while I tumed them over, They were, for the most part, really fine 
specimens of English water-colour Art; and they had deserved mucb 
latter treatment at the hånds of their foimer possessor than they appeared 
to have received. 

“ The drawings,” I answered, " require careful straining and mounting; 
and, in my opinion, they are well worth- ” 

“ I beg your pardon,” interposed Mr. Fairlie, “ Do you mind my closing 
my eyes while you speak? Even this light is too much for them. Tes?” 
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** 1 was about to say Hiat the drawings are well wortfi all the time and 
trouble- ” 

Mr. Fairlie suddenly opened his eyea again, and loUed tbem with an ex- 
pression of helpless alarm in the directioii of the window. 

V I entreat you to excuse me, Mr. Hartright,” he aaid in a feeble flutter. 
** But Burely I hear some borrid children in the garden—^my privato 
gwden—i-below ?” 

** 1 can’t say, Mr. Fairlie. I beard notbing myselfl’’ 

** Oblige me—you bave been so very good in bumouring my poor nervea 
—oblige me by lifting up a comer of the blind. Don’i let the sun in on 
me, Mr. Hartrigbt 1 Have you got the blind up ? Yes ? Then will you 
bo so very kind as to look into the garden and make quite sure 
I oomplied with this new request. The garden was carefblly walled in, 
all round. Not a human eréature, large or small, appeared in any part of 
the sacred seclusion. 1 reported that gratifying faet to Mr. Fairlie. 

A thousand thanks. My fancy, 1 suppose. There are no children, 
t-banlc Heaven, in the house; but the servants (persons bom without 
nerves) will encourage the children from the village. Such brats—oh, 
dear me, suoh brats! Shall 1 confess it, Mr. Hartright?—sadly want a 
reform in the oonstruction of children. Naturels only idea seems to be to 
make them maebines for the production of incessant noise. Surely our 
delightful Baffaello’s conception is infinitely preferable F* 

He pointed to the picture of the Madonna, the upper part of wbicb 
represented the oonventional chembs of ltalian Art, celestially provided 
with sitting aooommodatioa for their chins, on balloons of boff-coloured 
cloud. 

^ Quite a modøl iamily 1” said Mr. Fairlie, leering at the chembs. 
** Such nice round faoes, and suoh nice soft wings, and—^nothing else. No 
dirty little legs to run about on, and no noisy little lungs to scream with. 
How immeasurably superior to the existing oonstruction I I will close my 
eyes again, if you will allow me. And you really can manage the draw« 
ings ? So glad. Is there anything else to settie ? if there is, I think 1 
have forgotten it. Shall we ring for Louis again P’ 

Being,.by this time, quite as anxious, on myside, as Mr. Fairlie evidently 
was on his, to bring the interview to a speedy oonclusion, Ithou^t I would 
tiy to render the summoning of the servant unnecessary, by offering the 
requisite suggestion on my own responsibility. 

“ The only point, Mr. Fairlie, that remains to be discussed,” I said, 
refers, I think, to the instmotion in sketobing whicb I am engaged to 
oommunicate to the two young ladies.’’ 

** Ah! just so,” said Mr. Fairlie. ** I wish I felt strong enough to go 
Into tbat part of the arrangement—but 1 don’t The ladies, who profit by 
your kind services, Mr. Hartright, must settie, and decide, and so on, for 
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themaelves. My niece is fond of yonr channing art. Bhe knows just 
enough aboufc it to be conscioos of her own sad defects. PLease take paina 
vith her. Ycs. Is there anything else? No. We quite understand 
each other—don’t We ? 1 have no right to detain you any longer from 
your delightful pursuit—^have I ? So pleasant to have settled everything— 
such a sensible relief to have done business. Do you mind ringing for 
Louis to carry the portfoho to your own room P” 

“ I will carry it there, myself, Mr. Fairlie, if you will allow me.” 

" Will you really ? Are you strong enough P How nice to be so strong I 
Aie you sure you won’t drop itP So glad to possess you at Limmeridge, 
Mr. Hartright. I am such a sufiferer that I hardly dåre hope to enjoy much 
of your socuety. Would you mind taking great pains not to let the doors 
bai^ and not to drop the portfolioP Thank you. Gently with the 
cortains, piease—the slightest noise from them goes through me hke a 
kniie. Yes. Good moruing 1*’ 

When the sea-green curtains were closed, and when the two baize doon 
were Bhnt behind me, I stopped for a moment in the little drcular hall 
heyand« and drew a long, luzurious breath of relieh It was like coming to 
the aur&oe of the water after deep diving, to find myself once more on the 
outsåde of Hr. Fairlie’s room. 

Aa Boon as I was comfortably established for the moming in my pretty 
little atudio, the first resolution at which I arrived was to tum my steps no 
møre in the direction of the apartments oocupied by the master of the 
house, eaoept in the veiy improbable event of his honouring me with a 
special invitation to pay him anather visit. Having settled this satisfactory 
plan of fature conduct, in reference to Mr. Fairlie, I soon reoovered the 
serenity of temper of which my employer’s haughty familiarity and im- 
pudent politeness had, for the moment, deprived me. The remaining hours 
of the moming passed away pleasantly enough, in looking over the draw- 
ing9, arranging &em in sets, trimming their ragged edges, and acoomplish- 
ing the other necessary preparations in anticipation of the business of 
mounting them. I ought, perhaps, to havé made more progress than this; 
but, as the luncheon time drew near, I grew restless and unsettled, and felt 
unabie to fix my attention on work, even though that work was only ot 
the humble manual kind. 

At twO o’dock, I descended again to the breakfast-room, a little anxiously. 
Expectations of some interest. were oonnected with my approaching re- 
appearance in that part of the house. My introduction to Miss Fairlie was 
now dose at hånd; and, if Miss Hålcombe’s search through her mother’s 
letters had produced the result which she anticipated, the time had oome 
for clearing up the mystery of the woman in whito. 
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VIII. 

WuEN I entercd the room, I found Miss Halcombe and an olderly lady 
aeated at the luncheon-table. 

The elderly lady, when I was presented to her, proved to he Miss Fairlie’s 
former govemess, Mrs. Vesey, who had been briefly describcd to me by my 
lively companion at the breakfast-table, as possessed of all the Cardinal 
virtues, and oounting for nothing.’* I can do little more than offer my 
humble testimony to the trathfulness of Miss Halcombe’s sketch of the old 
lady’d character. Mrs. Vesey looked the personiflcation of human oom- 
posore, and female amiability. A calm eiijoyment of a calm existenoe 
beamed in drowsy smiles on her plump, placid face. Some of us rosli 
through Ufo and some of us saunter through life. Mrs. Vesey sat through 
life. Sat in the house, early and late; sat in the garden; sat in unexpected 
window-seats in passages; sat (on a campHstool) when her friends tried to 
take her outwalking; sat bcfore she looked atanything, before she talked of 
anything, before she answered, Yes, or Ko, to the commonest question— 
always with the same serone smile on her lips, the same vacantly attentive 
tum of her head, the same snugly-oomfortable position of her hånds and 
arms, under every possible change of domestic circumstances. A mild, a 
oompliant, an unutterably tranquil and harmleas old lady, who never by 
any chance suggested the idea that she had been actually alive since the 
hour of her birth. Nature has so much to do in this world, and is engaged 
in generating such a vast variety of co-existent productions, that she must 
surely be now and then too flunied and confused to distinguish between the 
different processes that she is carrying on at the same time. Starting from 
this point of view, it will always remain my private persuasion that- 
Nature was absorbed in making cabbages when Mrs. Vesey was bom, and 
that the good lady suffered the consequences of a vegetable preoccupation in 
the mind of the Mother of us all. 

** Now, Mrs. Vesey,” said Miss Halcombe, looking brighter, sharper, and 
readier than ever, by contrast with the undemonstrative old lady at her 
side, “ what will you have ? A cutlet P* 

Mrs. Vesey crossed her dimpled hånds on the edge of the table; smiled 
placidly; and said, “ Yes, dear.” 

** What is that opposite Mr, Hartright ? Boiled chicken, is it not ? 1 
thought you Hked boiled chicken better than cutlet, Mrs. Vesey ?” 

Mrs. Vesey took her dimpled hånds off the edge of the table and crossed 
them on her lap instead; nodded contemplatively at the boiled chicken, and 
said, “ Yes, dear.*’ 

" Well, but whicli will you have, to-day? Shall Mr. Hartright give you 
some chicken? or shaU I give you some cutlet?” 

Mrs. Vesey put oneof her dimpled bands back again on the edge of the 
tablo; besitated drowsily» and said, ** Which you please^ dear.” 



TUE WOVAN IN WUITE. 


33 


* Mercj on me I it's a qnestion for your taste, my good lady, not for mine« 
Suppose you hare a little of bothP and suppose you begin with the chicken, 
because Mr. Hartright looks dovoured by anxiety to carve for yon.” 

Mrs. Yesey put the other dimpled nand back on the edge of tbe table 
brigbtened dimly, one moment; went out again, tbe next; boweo 
obediently; and said, “ If you piease, sir.” 

Snrely a mild, a compliant, an unutterably tranquil and harmlcss old 
lady ? But enougb, perhaps, for the present, of Mrs. Vesey. 

AU this time, there were no signs of Miss Fairlie. We finished our 
luncheon; and stiU she never appeared. Miss Halcombe, whose quick eye 
nothing escaped, noticed the looks that I cast, from time to time, in the 
direction of the door. 

** I understand you, Mr. Hartright,** she said; you are wondering what 
has become of your other pupil. She has been down stairs, and has got 
Over her headache; but has not sufficiently recovered her appetite to join 
us at lunch. If you wiU put yourself under my charge, I think I can 
undertake to find her somewhere in the gården.** 

She took up a parasol, lying on a chair near her, and led the way out, by 
a long window at the bottom of the room, which opened on to the lawn. 
It is almost unnecessary to say that we loft Mrs. Vesey still seated at the 
table, with her dimpled hånds still crossed on the edge of it; apparently 
Bcttled in that position for the rest of the aftemoon. 

As we crossed the lawn. Miss Halcombe looked at me significantly, and 
shook her head. 

“ That raysterious adventure of yours,** she said, “ still remains involved 
in its own appropriate midnight darkness. I have been all the moming look- 
ing over my mo^er’s letters, and I have made no discoveries yet. However, 
don*t despair, Mr. Hartright. This is a matter of curiosity; and you have 
got a woman for your ally. Under such condi tions success is certain, 
hooner or later. The letters are nol exhausted. 1 have three packets still 
left, and you may confidently rely ou my spending the whole evening over 
them.** 

Here, then, was one of my anticipations of the moming still unfulfilled. 
I began to wonder, next, whether my introduction to Miss Fairlie would 
disappoint the expectations that I had been forming of her since break¬ 
fast* time. 

“ And how did you get on with Mr. Fairlie ?** inquired Miss Halcombe, 
as we left the lawn and turaed into a shrubbery. “Was he particularly 
nervous this moming ? Never mind considering about your answer, Mr. 
Hartright. The mere faet of your being obliged to consider is enougb for 
mø, I see in your- face that he ivas particularly nervous; and, as I am 
f^niably unwilling to throw you into the same cpndition, I ask no more.** 
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We tumed oflf into a winding path while slie was speaking, and approached 
a pretty summer-house, built of wood, in the form of a miniature Swiss 
chålet. The one room of the summer-house, as we ascended the steps oi 
the door, was occupied by a young lady. She was standing near a rus tic 
table, looking out at the inland view of moor and hili presented by a gap 
in the trees, and absently tuming over the leaves of a little sketch-book 
that lay at her side. This was MisS Fairlie. 

How can I describe her ? How can I separate her from my own sensa¬ 
tions, and from all that has happened in the later time? How can I see 
her again as she looked when my eyes first rested on her—as she should 
look, now, to the eyes that are about to see her in these pages ? 

The water-colour drawing that I made of Laura Fairlie, at an after 
period, in the place and attitude in which I first saw her, lies on my desk 
while I write. I look at it, and there dawns upon me brightly, from the 
dark greenish-brown background of the summer-house, a light, youthful 
figure, clothed in a simple muslin dress, the pattem of it formed by broad 
altemate stripes of delicate blue and white. A scarf of the same material 
Bits crisply and closely round her shoulders, and a little straw hat of the 
natural colour, plainly and sparingly trimmed with ribbon to match the 
gown, covers her head, and throws its soft pearly shadow over the upper 
part of her face. Her hair is of so Mnt and pale a brown—not flaxen, and 
yet almost as light; not golden, and yet almost as glossy—that it nearly 
melts, here and there, into the shadow of the hat. It is plainly parted and 
drawn back over her ears, and the line of it ripples naturally as it crosses 
her forehead. The eyebrows are rather darker than the hair; and the 
eyes are of that soft, limpid, turquoise blue, so often sung by the poets, so 
seldom seen in real life. Lovely eyes in colour, lovely eyes in form—large 
and tender and quietly thoughtful—^but beautiful above all things in the 
clear tiuthfulness of look that dwells in their inmost depths, and shines 
through all their changes of expression with the light of a purer and a 
better world. The charm—most gently and yet most distinctly expressed 
—which they shed over the whole face, so covers and transforms its little 
natural human blemishes elsewhere, that it is diflBcult to estimate the 
relative merits and defects of the other features. It is hard to see that the 
lower part of the face is too delicately refined away towards the chin to be 
in full and fair proportion with the upper part; that the nose, in escaping 
the aquiline bend (always hard and cruel in a woman, no matter how 
abstractedly perfect it may be), has erred a little in the other extreme, and 
has missed the ideal straightness of line; and that the swcet, sensitive lips 
are subject to a slight nervous contraction, when she smiles, which draws 
them upward a little at one comer, towards the cheek. It might be possible 
to note these blemishes in another woman’s face, but it'is not easy to dwell 
on them in hers, so subtly are they connected with all that is individual 
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and cbaracteristic in her expression, and so closely does tlie cxprcssion 
depend for its fuU play and life, in every other feature, on the moving 
impulse of the eyes. 

Does my poor portrait of her, my fond, patient labour of long and happy 
days, show me these things ? Ah, how few of them are in the dim mecha- 
nical drawing, and how many in the mind with which I regard it! A fair, 
delicate girl, in a pretty light dress, trifling with the leaves of a sketch¬ 
hook, while she looks up from it with tnithful, innocent blue eyes—that 
is all the drawing can say; all, perhaps, that even the deeper reach of 
thought and pen can say in their language, either. The woman who first 
gives life, light, and form to our shadowy conceptions of beauty, filis a 
void in our spiritual nature that has remained unknown to us till she 
appeare L Sympathies that lie toer deep for words, too deep almost for 
iHough.o, are touched, at such times, hy other charms than those which 
the senses feel and which the resources of expression can realise, The 
mystery which underlies the beauty of women is never raised above the 
reach of all expression until it has claimed kindred with the deeper mystery 
in our own souls. Then, and then only, has it passed heyond the narrow 
region on which light falis, in this world, from the pencil and the pen. 

Think of her as you thought of the first woman who quickened the 
pulses within you that the rest of her sex had no art to stir. Let the 
kind, candid blue eyes meet yours, as they met mine, with the one match- 
less look which we both remember so well. Let her voice speak the music 
that you once loved hest, attuned as sweetly to your ear as to mine. Let her 
footstep, as she comes and goes, in these pages, be like that other footstep 
to whose airy fail your own heart once beat time. Take her as the 
visionary nursling of your own fancy; and she will grow upon you, all the 
more clearly, as the living woman who dwells in mine. 

Among the sensations that crowded on me, when my eyes lirst looked 
upon her—^familiar sensations which we all know, which spring to life in 
most of our hearts, die again in so many, and renew their bright existence 
in so few—^there was one that troubled and perplexed me ; one that seemea 
strangely inconsistent and unaccountably out of place in Miss Fairlie’s 
prescnce. 

Mingling with the vivid impression produced by the charm of her fair 
face and head, her sweet expression, and her winning simplicity of manner, 
was another impression, which, in a shadowy way, suggested to me the 
idea of something wanting. At one time it seemed like something wanting 
in Åer; at another, like something wanting in myself, which hindered me 
from understauding her as I ought. The impression was always strengest, 
in the most contradictory manner, when she looked at me; or, in other 
words, when I was most conscious of the harmony and charm of her face. 
and yel^ at the same time, most troubled by the sense of an incompleten^ 
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wliich it was impoflsible to discover. Somctliiiig wanting, somclhlng 
wauting—and where it was, and what it was, I could not say. 

The eflfect of this curions caprice of fancy (as I thought it then) was not 
of a Datnre to set me at my ease, during a first interview with Miss Fairlie. 
The few kind words of weloome which she spoke found me hardly self- 
possessed enough to thank her in the customary phrases of reply. Ohserv- 
ing my hesitation, and no doubt attributing it, naturally enough, to some 
momentary shyness on my part. Miss Halcombe took the business of talk- 
ing, as easily and readily as usual, into her own hånds. 

** Look tWe, Mr. Hartright,” she said, pointing to the sketch-book on 
the table, and to the little delicato wandcring hånd that was still trifling 
with it. “ Surely you will acknowledge that your model pupil is found at 
last ? The moment she heai*s that you are in the house, she seizes her ines- 
timable sketch-book, looks universal Nature straight in the iaec, and longs 
to begin 1** 

Miss Fairlie laughed with a ready good-humour, which broke out as 
brightly as if it had been part of the sunshine above us, over her lovely 
face. 

“ I must not take credit to myself where no credit is due,” she said, her 
clear, truthful blue eyes looking altemately at Miss Halcombe and at me. 
“ Fond as I am of drawing, I am so eonscious of my own ignorance that 1 
am more afraid than anxious to begin. Now I know you are here, Mr. 
Hartright, I find myself looking over my sketches, as I used to look over 
my lessons when I was a little giri, and when I was sadly afraid that 1 
should tum out not fit to be heard.” 

She made the confession very prettily and simply, and, with quaint, 
childish eamestness, drew the sketch-book away dase to her own side of 
the tahle. Miss Halcombe cut the knot of the little embarrassment forth- 
with, in her resolute, downright way. 

“ Good, bad, or indifferent,” she said, “ the pupil’s sketches must paas 
through the fiery ordeal of the masteFs judgment—and there’s an end of it. 
Suppose we take them with us in the carriage, Laura, and let Mr. Hartright 
see them, for the first time, under circumstances of perpetual jolting and 
interruption ? If we can only confuse him all through the drive, between 
Nature as it is, when he looks up at the view, and Nature as it is not, 
when he looks down again at our sketch-books, we shall drive him into 
the last desperate refuge of paying us compliments, and shall slip through 
his professional fingers with our pet feathers of vanity all unruffled.” 

“ I hope Mr. Hartright will pay me no compliments,” said Miss Fairlie, 
as we all left the summer-house. 

“ May I venture to inquire why you express that hope I asked. 

** Becauso 1 shall believe all that you say to me,” she answered, simply. 

In those few words she unconsciously gave me the key to her wbole 
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character; to that generous trust in otliers which, in her nature, grew 
.nnocently out of the sense of her own truth. 1 only know it intuitively 
then. I know it by experience now. 

We merely waited to rouse good Mrs. Vesey from the place which she 
still occupled at the deserted luncheon-table, before we entered the opcn 
carriage for our promised drive. The old lady and Miss Haloombe oocupied 
the back seat; and Miss Fairlie and 1 sat together in front, with the 
sketch-book open bctween us, fairly exhibited at last to my professional 
eyes. All serious criticism on the drawings, even if I had been disposed to 
volunteer it, was rendered impossible by Miss Halcombe’s lively resolution 
to see nothing but the ridiculous side of the Fine Arts, as practised by her¬ 
self, her sister, and ladies in general. I can remember the conversation 
that passed far more easily than the sketches that I mechanically looked 
over. That part of the talk, especially, in which Miss Fairlie took any 
share is still as vividly impressed on my memory as if 1 had heard it only 
a few hours ago. 

Tes! let me acknowledge that, on this first day, I let the charm of her 
presence lure me from the recollection of myself and my position. The 
most triding of the questions that she put to me, on the subject of using 
her pencil and mixing her colours; the slightest alterations of expression in 
the lovely eyes that looked into mine, with such an eamest desire to leam 
all that I cbuld teach, and to discover all that I could show, attracted more 
of my attention than the finest view we passed through, or the grandest 
changes of light and shade, as they fiowed into each other over the waving 
moorland and the level beach. At any time, and under any circumstances 
of human interest, is it not strange to see how little real hold the objects of 
the natural world amid which we live can gain on our hearts and minds ? 
We go to Nature for comfort in trouble, and sympathy in joy, only in 
books. Admiration of those beauties of the inanimate world, which modem 
poetry so largely and so eloquently describes, is not, even in the hest of us, 
one of the original instinets of our nature. As children, we none of uh 
possess it. No uninstructed man or woman possesses it. Those whose 
lives are most exelusively passed amid the ever-changing wonders of 
sea and land are also those who are most universally insensible to 
every aspect of Nature not directly associated with the human interest 
of their calling. Our capacity of appreciating the beauties of the earth 
we live on is, in truth, one of the civilised accomplishments which we 
all leam, as an Art; and, more, that very capacity is rarely practised by 
any of us except when our minds are most indolent and most unoceupied. 
How mueh share have the attractions of Nature ever had in the pleasurable 
or painful interests and emotions of ourselves or our fnends ? What space 
do they ever oceupy in the thousand little narratives of personal experience 
which pass eyery day by word of mouth from one o f us to the other ? Al' 
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that oiir minds can compass, all that our he^rts can leam, can bo acoom« 
plislied with equal certainty, equal profit, and equal satisfaction to our¬ 
selves, in the poorest as in the richest prospect Ihat the face of the earth 
can show. Therø is surely a reason for this want of inbom sympathy 
betwecn thø creaturø and thø creation around it, a reason which may 
perhaps be found in the widely dififering destinies of man and his earthly 
sphere. The grandest mountain prospect that thø eye can range over is 
appointed to annihilation. The smallest human interest that the pure 
heart can feel is appointed to immortality. 

We had been out nearly three hours, when the carriage again pnssed 
through the gates of Limmeridge Housc. 

On our way bacV, I had let the ladies settie for themselves thø first 
point of view which they were to sketch, under my instructions, on the 
aftemoon of the next day. When they withdrew to dress for dinner, and 
when I was alone again in my little sitting-room, my spirits seemed to 
leave me on a sudden. I felt ill at ease and dissatisfied with myself, I 
hardly knew why. Perhaps I was now conscious, for the first time, of 
having enjoyed our drive too mueh in the character of a guest, and too 
little in the character of a drawing-master. Perhaps that strange sense of 
■omething wanting, either in Miss Fairlie or in myself, which had per- 
plexed me when I was first introduced to her, haunted me still. Anyhow, 
it was a relief to my spirits when the dimier-hour called me out of my 
solitude, and took m^ back to the society of the ladies of the house. 

I was strack, on entering the drawing-room, by the curious contrasti 
rather in material than in colour, of^the dresses which they now wore, 
Whilø Mrs. Vesey and Miss Halcombe were richly clad (each in the 
manner most becoming to her age), the first in silver-gray, and the second 
in that delicate primrose-yellow colour Avhich matches so well with a dark 
complexion and black hair, Miss Fairlie was unpretendingly and almost 
poorly dressed in pLain white muslin, It was spotléssly pure: it was 
beautifully put on; but still it was the sort of dress which the wife or 
daughter of a poor man might have worn; and it made her, so far as 
extemals went, look less affluent in circumstances than her own govemess 
At a later period, when I learnt to know more of Miss Fairlie’s character, 

I discovered that this curious contrast, on the wrong side, was due to her 
natural delicacy of feeling and natural intensity of aversion to the slightest 
personal display of her own wealth. Neither Mrs. Vesey nor Miss 
Halcombe could ever induce her to let tho advantage in dress desert the 
two ladies who were poor, to lean to the side of the one lady who was rich, 

When the dinner was over, we retumed together to the drawing-room. 
Although Mr. Fairlie (emulating the magnificent condescension of the 
monarch who had picked up Titian’s brush for him) had instmeted his butler 
to ænsult my wishes in relation to the wine that I might prefer after dinner^ ^ 
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I was resolut« enough to resist the temptation of sitting in solitaiy grandem 
among bottles of my own choosing, and sensible enoiigb to ask the ladies’ 
permission to leave the table wiih them habitually, on the civiliscd foreign 
plan, dnring the period of my residence at Limmeridge House. 

The drawing-room, to which we had now withdrawn for the rest of the 
evening, was on the ground-fioor, and was of the same shapc and size as 
the breakfast-room. Large glass doors at the lower end opened on to a 
terrace, beautifnlly omamented along its whole length with a profusion of 
fiowers. The soft, hazy twilight was just shading leaf and blossom aliko 
into harmony with its own sober hues, as we entered the room; and the 
sweet evening scent of the flowers met us with its fragrant welcome 
through the open glass doors. Good Mrs. Vesey (always the first of the 
party to sit down) took possession of an arm-chair in a comer, and dozed 
off comfortably to sleep. At my request, Miss Fairlie placed herself at the 
piano. As I followed her to a seat near the instrument, I saw Miss 
Halcombe retire into a lecess of one of the side Windows, to proceed with 
the search through her motheFs letters by the last quiet rays of the evening 
light. 

How vividly that peaceful home-picture of the drawing-room comes 
back to me w’hile I write 1 From the place where I sat I could see Miss 
Halcombe’s graceful figure, half of it in soft light, half in mysterious shadow, 
bending intently over the letters in her lap; while, nearer to me, the fair 
profile of the player at the piano was just delicately defined against the 
faintly deepening bockground of the inner wall of the room. Outside, on 
the terrace, the clustering fiowers and long grass^s and creepers waved so 
gently in the light evening air, that the soimd of their nistling never 
reached us. The sky was without a cloud; and the dawning mystery of 
moonlight began to tremble already in the region of the eastern heaven. 
The sense of peace and seclusion soothed all thought and fecling into a 
rapt, unearthly repose; and the balmy quiet that deepened ever mth the 
deepening light, seemed to hover over us with a gentier infiuence still, 
when there stole upon it from the piano the heavenly tendemess of the 
music of Mozart. It was an evening of sights and sounds never to forget. 

We all sat silentin the places we had chosen—Mrs. Yesey still sleeping. 
Miss Fairlie still playing. Miss Halcombe still reading—till the light failed 
us. By this time the moon had stolen round to the terrace, and soft, 
mysterious rays of light were slanting already across the lower end of 
the room. The change from the twilight obscurity was so beautiful, that 
we banished the lamps, by common consent, when the servant brought 
them in ; and kept the large room imlighted, except by the glimmer of the 
two candles at the piano. 

For half an hour more, the music still went on. After that, the beauty 
01 the moonlight view on the terrace tempted Miss Fairlie out to look at i* 



40 


TB£ WOMAK IN WHITIC. 


and I followed her. When the candles at the piano had heen lighted, 
Miflg Haloomhe had changed her place, so as to continne her examination 
of the letters by their assistance. We left her, on a low chair, at one side 
of the instrument, so ahsorbed over her reading that she did not seem to 
notice when wo moved. 

We had heen out on the terrace together, just in front of the glass doors, 
hardly so long as five minutes, I should think ; and Miss Fairlie was, by 
my advice, just tying her white handkerchief over her head as a precaution 
against the night air—when I heard Miss Halcomhe's voice—low, eager, 
and altered from its natural lively tone—pronounce my name. 

“ Mr. Hartright,” she said, “ will you come here for a miuute ? I want 
to speak to you.” 

I entered the room agaiu immediately. The piano stood about half way 
down along the inner wall. On the side of the instrument farthest from 
the terrace. Miss Halcomhe was sitting with the letters scattercd on her 
lap, and with one in her hånd selected from them, and held close to the 
candle. On the side nearest to the terrace there stood a low ottoman, on 
which I took my place. In this position, I was not far from the glass 
doors; and I could see Miss Fairlie plainly, as she passed and repassed the 
opening on to the terrace ; walkiiig slowly from end to end of it in the full 
ladiance of the moon. 

“I want you to listen while I read [the concluding passages in this 
letter,” said Miss Halcomhe. “ Tell me if you think they throw any light 
upon your strange adventure on the road to London. The letter ’is 
addressed by my mother to her second husband, Mr. Fairlie; and the date 
refers to a period of hetween eleven and twelve years since. At that 
time, Mr. and Mrs. Fairlie, and my half-sister Laura, had heen living for 
years in this house; and 1 was away from them, completing my education 
at a school in Paris.” 

She looked and spoke eamestly, and, as I thought, a little uneasily, as 
well. At the moment when she raised the letter to the candle hefbre 
beginning to read it. Miss Fairlie passed us on the terrace, looked in for a 
moment, and, seeing that we were engaged, slowly walked on. 

Miss Halcomhe h^an to read, as follows: 

“ ‘ You will be tired, my dear Philip, of hearing porpetually about my 
schools and my scholars. Lay the blame, pray, on the duil uniformity of 
life at Limmeridge, and not on me. Besides, this time, I have something 
really interesting to tell you about a new scholar. 

“ ‘ You know old Mrs. Kempe, at the village shop. Well, after years of 
ailing, the doctor has at last given her up, and she is dying slowly, day by 
day. Her only living relation, a sister, arrived last week to take care of 
her. This sister comes all the way from Hampshire—^her name is Mrs. 
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Oaiherick. Four days ago Mrs. Catherick came bero to soe me, anil 
brougbt ber only child witb ber, a sweet little giri about a year older thau 
OUT darling Laura- * 

As tbe last sentence feil from tbe reader’s lips, Miss Fairlie i)a 8 sed us on 
the terraoe once more. Sbe was softly singing to beiself one of tbe melodies 
wbich sbe bad been playing earlier in tbe evening. Miss Halcombe waited 
till sbe bad passed out of sigbt again; and tben went on witb tbe lotter: 

“ ‘ Mrs. Catberick is a decent, well-bebaved, respectable woman; middlo 
aged, and witb tbe remains of having been modcrately, only moderately, 
nice-looking. There is sometbing in ber maiincr and in ber appearance, 
however, wbicb I can’t make out. Sbe is reserved about herself to tbe 
point of downrigbt secrecy; and there is a look in ber face — I can’t 
describe it—wbicb suggests to me tbat sbe bas sometbing on ber mind. 
Sbe is altogetber wbat you would call a walking mystery. Her errand at 
Limmeridge House, however, was simple enough. When sbe left Hamp- 
shire to nurse ber sister, Mi*s. Kempe, through her last illness, sbe had 
been obliged to bring ber daugbter witb ber, through having no one at 
home to take care of tbe little giri. Mrs. Kempe may die in a week’s 
time, or may Unger on for montbs 5 and Mrs Catberick’s object was to ask 
me to let ber daugbter, Ajone, have the benefit of attending my school; 
subject to tbe condition of ber being removed from it to go home again 
witb her mother, after Mrs. Kempe’s deatb. I consented at once; and 
when Laura and I went out for our walk, we took tbe Uttle giri (wbo is 
just eleven years old) to the school, that very day.* ” 

Once more. Miss Fairlie’s figure, bright and soft in its sno^vy muslir 
dress—her face prettily framed by tbe white folds of the bandkerchiel 
wbicb sbe bad tied under her chin—passed by us in tbe moonlight. Once 
more. Miss Halcombe waited tUl sbe was out of sigbt; and tben went on: 

“ ‘I have taken a violent fancy, Philip, to my new scholar, for a reason 
wbicb I mean to keep till the last for tbo sake of surprising you. Hei- 
mother baving told me as Uttle about tbe cbild as sbe told me of berself, I 
was left to discover (wbicb I did on tbe fiist day when we tried her at 
lessons) tbat tbe poor little tbing’s intellect is not developed as it ougbt to 
be at her age. Seeing tbis, I bad ber up to the bouse tbe next day, and 
privately arranged witb tbe doctor to como and watcb ber and question her, 
and teU me wbat be tbougbt. His opinion is tbat sbe wiU grow put of it. 
But be says ber careful bringing-up at school is a matter of great impoi^t- 
ance just now, because her unusual slowness in acquiring ideas impUes au 
QQUsual tenacity in keeping tbem, when tbey ar© once received into h^ 
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mind. Now, my love, you must not imagine, in your off-hand way, that I 
have been attacbing myself to an idiot. This poor little Anne Oatberick is 
a sweet^ affectionate, giateful giri; and says the quaintest, prettiest things 
(as you shall judge by an instance), in the most oddly sudden, surprised, 
half-frightened way. Although she is dressed yery neatly, her clothes 
show a sad want of taste in colour and pattem. So I arranged, yesterday, 
that some of our darling Laura’s old whito frocks and white hats should be 
altered for Anne Catherick; explaining to her that little giris of her com- 
plexion looked neater and better all in whito than in anything else. She 
hesitated and scemed puzzled for a minute; then flushed up, and appeared 
to understand. Her little hånd clasped mine suddenly. She kissed it, 
Philip ; and said (oh, so eamestly!), “ I will always wear white as long as 
I live. It will hclp me to remember you, ma’am, and to think that I am 
pleasing you still, when I go away and see you no more.” This is only one 
specimen of the quaint things she says so prettily. Poor little soul! She 
sliall have a stock of white frocks, made with good deep tucks, to let out 
for her as she grows- ^ ” 

Miss Halcombe paused, and looked at me across the piano. 

“ Did the forlom woman whom you met in the high road seem yoimg ?” 
she asked. “ Young enough to be two or three-and-twenty ?” 

** Yes, Miss Halcombe, as young as that.” 

** And she was strangely dressed, from head to foot, all in white ?” 

All in white.” 

While the answer was passing my lips. Miss Fairlie glided into view on 
the terrace, for the third time. Instead of proceeding on her walk, she 
stopped, with her back tumed towards us; and, leaning on the balustrade 
of, the terrace, looked down into the garden beyond. My eyes fixed upon 
JJio white gieam of her muslin gown and head-dress in the moonlight, and 
a sensation, for which I can find no name—a sensation that quickened my 
pulse, and raiscd a fiuttering at my heart—^began to steal over me. 

“ All in white ?” Miss Halcombe repeated. “ The most important sen- 
tences in the letter, Mr. Hartright, are those at the end, which I wiD. read 
to you immediately. But I can’t help dwelling a little upon the coinci- 
dence of the white costume of the woman you met, and the white frocks 
which produced that strange answer from my mother’s little scholar. Tho 
doctor may have been wrong when he discovered the child’s defects of 
intellect, and predicted that she would ‘ grow out of them.’ She may never 
have grown out of them; and the old grateful fancy about dressing in 
white, which was a serious feeling to the giri, may be a serious feeling to 
the woman still.” 

I said a few words in answer—I hardly know what. All my attentioa 
was concentratcd on the white gieam of Miss Faidie’s muslin dress. 
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Listen to the last scntences of the letter,” said Miss Halcombe. *^1 
think they will surprise you.” 

As she raised the letter to the light of the candle, Miss Fairlie tiimed 
from the balustrade, looked doubtfuUy up and down the terrace, advanced 
a step towards the glass doors, and thcn stopped, facing us. 

Mcanwhile, Miss Halcombe read me the last scntences to which sho had 
referred: 

“ ‘ And now, my love, seeing that I am at the end of my paper, now for 
tlie real reason, ^e surprising reason, for my fondness for little Anm 
Catherick. My dear Philip, although she is not half so pretty, she is, 
nevertheless, by one of those extraordinary caprices of accidental resem- 
blance which one sometimes sees, the living likeness, in her hair, her com- 
plexion, the colour of her eyes, and the shape of her face-* ” 

I started up from the ottoman, before Miss Halcombe could pronounce 
the next words. A thrill of the same feeling which ran through mo when 
the touch was laid upon my shoulder on the lonely high-road, cbilled me 
again. 

There stood Miss Fairlie, a white figure, alone in the moonlight; in her 
attitude, in the tum of her head, in her complexion, in the shape of her 
face, the living image, at that distance and imder those circumstances, of 
the woman in white! The doubt which had troubled my mind for hours 
and hours past, flashed into conviction in an instant. That ** something 
wanting ” was my OAvn recognition of the ominous likeness between the 
fugitive from the asylum and my pupil at Limmeridge House. 

“ You see it 1” said Miss Halcombe. She dropped the useless letter, and 
her eyes flashed as they met mine. “ You see it now, as my mother saw 
it eleven years since!” 

“ I see it—^more unwillingly than I can say. To associate that forlom, 
friendless, lost woman, even by an accidental likeness only, with Miss 
Fairlie, seems like casting a shadow on the future of the bright creature 
who stands looking at us now. Let me lose the impression again, as soon 
as possible. Call her in, out of the dreary moonlight—^pray call her in !” 

“ Mr. Hartright, you surprise me. Whatever women may be, I thought 
that men, in the nineteenth century, were above superstition,” 

“ Pray call her in!” 

“ Hush, hush! She is coming of her own accord. Say nothing in her 
presence. Let this discovery of the likeness be kept a secret between you 
and me. Come in, Laura; come in, and wake Mrs. Vesey with the pianot 
Mr. Hartright is petitioning for some more music, and he wants it, this 
time, of the lightest and liveliestkind.” 
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So ended my eventful first day at Limmeridge House. 

Miss Halcombe and I kept our secret. After the discovery of tlie lifco- 
ness no fresh liglit seemed des tined to break over tlie mystery of the woman 
in white. At the first safe opportunity Miss Halcombe cautiously led her 
half-sister to speak of their mother, of old times, and of Anne Gatherick. 
Miss Fairlie’s recollections of the little scholar at Limmeridge were, how- 
ever, only of the most vague and general kind. She remembered the likc- 
ness between herself and her mother’s favonrite pupil, as sometliing which 
had been supposed to exist in past times ; but she did not refer to the gift 
of the white dresses, or to the singular form of words in which the child had 
artlessly expressed her gratitude for them. She remembered that Anne 
had remained at Limmeridge for a few months only, and had then left it to 
go back to her home in Hampshire; but she could not say whether the 
mother and daughter had ever returned, or had ever been heard of after- 
wards. No further search, on Miss Halcombe’s part, through the few 
letters of Mrs. Fairlie’s writing which she had left unread, assisted in 
clearing up the uncertainties still left to perplex us. We had identified 
the unhappy woman whom I had met in the night-time, with Anne Cathe- 
rick—we had made some advance, at least, towards connecting the probably 
defective condition of the poor creature’s intellect with the peculiarity of 
her being dressed all in white, and with the continuance, in her maturer 
years, of her childish gratitude towards Mrs. Fairlie—and there, so far as 
we knew at that time, our discoveries had ended. 

Tlie days passed on, the weeks passed on ; and the track of the golden 
autumn wound its bright way visibly through the green summer of the 
trees. Peaceful, fast-flowing, happy time I my story glides by you now, 
as swiftly as you once glided by me. Of all the treasures of enjoyment 
that you poured so freely into my heart, how mueh is left me that has 
purpose and value enough to be written un this page ? Nothing but the 
saddest of all confessions that a man can make—the confession of his own 
folly. 

The secret which that confession discloses should be told with little 
effort, for it has indireetly escaped me already. The poor weak words 
which have failed to describe Miss Fairlie, have succeeded in betraying the 
sensations she awakened in me. It is so with us all. Our words are giants 
when they do us an injury, and dwarfs when they do us a service. 

I loved her. 

Ah! how well I know all the sadness and all the mockery that is con- 
tained in those three words. I can sigh over my mournful confession with 
the tenderest woman who reads it and pities me. I can laugh at it as 
bitterly as the hårdest man who tosses it from him in contempt. I loved 
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ber! Feel for me, or despise me, I confess it with tlie same immovabl« 
resolution to own the truth. 

Was there no excuse for me ? There was some excnse to be found, 
siiiely, in the oonditions under which my term of hired service was passed 
at Limmeridge House. 

My moming hours sncceeded each other calmly in the quiet and seclu« 
sion of my own room. I had just work enough to do, in mounting my 
employer’s drawings, to keep my hånds and eyes pleasurably employed, 
while my mind was left free to enjoy the dangerous luxury of its own 
nnbridled thoughts. A perilous solitude, for it lasted long enough to ener- 
vate, not long enough to fortify mc. A perilous solitude, for it wa« 
followed by aftemoons and evcnings spent, day after day and week after 
wcek, alone in the society of two women, one of whom possessed all the 
accomplishmcnts of grace, wit, and high-breeding, the other all the charms 
of beauty, gentleness, and simple trath, that can purify and subdue the 
heart of man. Not a day passed, in that dangerous intimacy of teacher 
and pupil, in which my hånd was not close to Miss Fairlie’s; my cheek, 
as we hent together over her sketch-hook, almost touching hers. The 
more attentively she watched every movement of my brush, the more 
closely I was hreathing the perfume of her hair, and the warm fragrance 
of her hreath, It was part of my service, to live in the very light of 
her eyes—at one time to be bending over her, so close to her bosom as to 
tremble at the thought of touching it; at another, to feel her bending over 
ine, bending so close to see what I was about, that her voice sank low when 
she spoke to me, and her ribbons brushed my cheek in the wind before she 
could draw them back. 

The evenings which followed the sketching excursions of the aftemoon, 
varied, rather than cliecked, these innocent, these inevitable familiarities. 
My natural fondness for the music which she played with such tender 
feeling, such delicate womanly taste, and her natural enjoyment of giving 
me back, by the practice of her art, the pleasure which I had offered to 
her by the practice of mine, only wove another tie which drew us doser 
and doser to one another. The accidents of conversation; the simple 
habits which regulated even such a little thing as the position of our places 
at table; the play of Miss Halcomhe’s ever-ready raillery, always directed 
against my anxiety, as teacher, while it sparkled over her enthusiasm as 
pupil; theharmless expression of poor Mrs. Vesey’s drowsy approval which 
connected Miss Fairlie and me as two model yoimg people who never dis- 
turbed her—every one of these trifles, and many more, combined to fold 
us together in the same domestic atmosphere, and to lead us both insensibly 
to the same hopeless end. 

I should have remembered my position, and have put myself secretly on 
my guard. I did so; but not till it was too late. All the discretion. 
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the experienoe, whicli had availed me with other women, and sccured me 
against other temptations, failed me with her. It had heen my profession, 
for years past, to be in this close contact with young giris of all ages, and 
of all orders of beauty. I had accepted the position as part of my calling 
in life; I had trained myself to leave all the sympathies natural to my 
age in my employer’s outer hall, as ooolly as I left my umbrella there before 
I went up-stairs. I had long since leamt to understand, oornposedly and 
as a matter of course, that my situation in life was considered a guarantee 
against any of my female pupils feeling more than the most ordinary 
Interest in me, and tliat I was admitted among beautiful and capti- 
vating women, much as a harmless dornes tic animal is admitted among 
them. This guardian experience I had gained early; this guardian 
experience had stemly and strietly guided me straight along my own 
poor narrow path, without once letting me stray aside, to the right hånd 
or, to the left. And now, I and my tmsty talisman were parted for 
the first time. Yes, my hardly-eamed self-control was as completely 
lost to me as if I had never possessed it; lost to me, as it is lost every 
day to other men, in other critical situations, where women are con- 
cerned. I know, now, that I should have questioned myself from the 
first. I should have asked why any room in the house was better than 
home to me when she entered it, and barren as a desert when she went out 
again—^why I always noticed and remembered the little changes in her 
dress that I had noticed and remembered in no other woman’s before—why 
1 saw her, heard her, and touched her (when we shook hånds at night >and 
moming) as I had never seen, heard, and touched any other wornan-in my 
life ? I should have looked into my own heart, and found this new growth 
springing up there, and plucked it out while it was young. Why was this 
casiest, simplest work of self-culture always too much for me? The expla- 
nation has been written already in the three words that were many enough, 
and plain enough, for my confession. I loved her. 

The days passed, the weeks passed; it was approaching the third month 
of my stay in Cumberland. The delicious monotony of life in our calm 
seclusion, flowed on with me like a smooth stream with a swimmer who 
glides down the current. All memory of the past, all thought of the future, 
all sense of the falseness and hopelessness of my own position, lay hushed 
within me into deceitful rest. Lulied by the Syren-song that my own 
heart sung to me, with eyes shut to all sight, and ears closed to all sound 
of danger, I drifted nearer and nearer to the fatal rocks. The waming that 
aroused me at last, and startled me into sudden, self-accusing consdousness 
of my own weakness, was the plainest, the truest, the kindest of all wam- 
ings, for it came silently from her, 

We had parted one night, as usual. No word had fallen from my lips, 
at ihat time or at any time before' it, that could betray me, or startle her 
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mto sudden fcQowledge of the truth. But, when we met again in the 
moming, a change had come over her—change that told me alL 

I shi^k then—shrink still—from invading the innermost sanctnary of 
her heart, and laying it open to others, as I have laid open my own. Let 
it be enough to say that the time when she first surprised my secret, was, 1 
finnly helieve, the time when she first surprised her own, and the time, 
also, when she changed towards me in the interval of one night. Her 
nature, too truthful to deceive others, was too noble to deceive itselC 
When the donht that I had hushed asleep, first laid its weary weight on 
her heart, the true face owned all, and said, in its own frank simple lan¬ 
guage —1 am sorry for him; I am sorry for myself. 

It said this, and more, which I could not then interpret. I nnderstood 
but too well the change in her manner, to greater kindness and quicker 
readiness in interpreting all my wishes, before others—to constraint and 
sadness, and nervous anxiety to ahsorb herself in the fiist occupation she 
could seize on, whenever we happened to he left together alone. I under¬ 
stood why the sweet sensitive lips smiled so rarely and so restrainedly now; 
and why the clear blue cyes looked at me, sometimes with the pity of an 
angel, sometimes with the innocent perplexity of a child. But the change 
meant more than this. There was a coldness in her hånd, there was an 
unnatural immobility in her face, there was in all her movements the mute 
expression of constant fear and clinging self-reproach, The sensations that 
I could trace to herself and to me, the unacknowledged sensations that we 
were feeling in common, were not these. There were certain elements of 
the change in her that were still secretly drawing us together, and others 
that weie, as secretly, beginnftg to drive us apart. 

In my doubt and perplexity, in my vague suspicion of something hiddei/ 
which I was left to find hy my own unaided efforts, I examined Miss Hal 
combe’s looks and manner for enlightenment. Living in such intimacy as 
ours, no serious alteration could take place in any one of us which did not 
gympathetically affect the others. The change in Miss Fairlie was reflected 
in her half-sister. Although not a word escaped Miss Halcomhe which 
hinted at an altered State of feeling towards myself, her penetrating eyea 
had contracted a new habit of always watching me. Sometimes, the look 
was like suppressed anger; sometimes, like suppressed dread; sometimes, 
like neither—^hke nothing, in short, which I could understand. A week 
elapsed, leaving us all three still in this position of secret constraint towards 
one another. My situation, aggravated hy the sense of my own miserable 
weakness and forgetfulness of myself, now too late awakened in me, was 
becoming intolerahle. I felt that I must cast off the oppression under 
which I was living, at once and for ever—yet how to act for the hest, or 
what to say first, was more than I could tell. 

From this position of helplessness and humiliation, I was rescued by Misa 
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llaloombe. Her lips told me the bitter, the necessaiy, the imexpocicd 
truth; her hearly kindneas sustained me under the shock of hearing it; 
her ænse and courage tamed to its right use an event which threatened the 
worst that oould happen, to me and to others, in Limmeridge House. 

X. 

It was on a Thursday in the week, and nearly at the end of the third 
month of my sojoum in Cumberland. 

In the moming, when I went down into the breakfast-room, at the usiial 
hour. Miss Haloombe, for the first time sinoe I had known her, was abseut 
from her customary place at the table. 

Miss Fairlie was out on the lawn. She bowed to me, but did not oome 
in. Not a word had dropped from my lips, or from hers, that could mi- 
settlc either of us—and yet tho same unacknowledged sense of embarrass- 
ment made us shrink alike from meeting one another alone. She waited on 
the lawn; and I waited in the break fast-room, till Mrs. Yesey or Miss 
Halcombe came in. How quickly I should have joined her: how readily 
we should have shaken hånds, and glided into oiir customary talk, only a 
fortnight ago 1 

In a few minutes, Mias Haloombe entered. She had a preoocupied look, 
and she made her apologies for being late, rather absently. 

^ I have been deteined,” she said, “ by a consultation with Mr. Fairlie or. 
a domestic matter which he wished to speak to me about.” 

Miss Fairlie came in from the gården; and the usual moming greeting 
passed between us. Her haud struck colder to mine than ever. She did 
not look at me; and she was ^ery pale. Ev(3n^ Mrs. Yesey noticed it, 
when she entered the room a moment after. 

“I suppose it is the change in the wind,” said the old lady. “The 
winter is ooming—ah, my love, the winter is coming soon P 

In her heart and in mine it had come already! 

Our moming meal—once so fuU of pleasant good-humoured discussion 
of the plans for the day—was short and silent. Miss Fairlie seemed to feel 
the oppression of the long pauses in the cOnversation ; and looked appeal- 
ingly to her sister to fill them up. Miss Halcombe, after once or twice 
hesitating and checking herself, in a most uneharacteristic manner, spoke 
at last. 

“ I have sten your unde this moming, Laura,” she said. “ He thinks 
the purpie room is the one that ought to be got ready; and he confirms 
what I told you. Monday is the day—^not Tuesday.” 

While these words were being spoken. Miss Fairlie looked down at the 
table beneath her. Her Ungers moved nervously among the cnimbs that 
were scattered on the cloth. ITie paleness on her cheeks spread to her lips, 
and the lips themselves trembled visibly. I was not the only |)erqon pre- 
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Knt who notiood this. Miss Halcombe saw it, too; and at onoo set ua tlu 
example of rising from table. 

Mra. Vesey and Miss Fairlie left the room together. The kind sorrowfuJ 
blue eyes looked at me, for a moment, with the preadent sadness of s 
Corning and a long farewell. I felt the answering pang in my own heart— 
the pang that told me 1 must lose her soon, and love her the more un* 
changeably for the loss. 

I tumed towards the garden, when the door had olosed on her. Mise 
Ilaloombe was standing with her hat in her hånd, and her shawl over her 
arm, by the large window that led out to the lawn, and was looking at me 
atten tively. 

" Have you any leisurc time to spare,*’ she asked, ** before you begin to 
Work in your own room 

“ Certainly, Miss Halcombe. I have always time at your service.” 

“I want to say a word to you in private, Mr. Hartright. Get your hat, 
and come out into the garden. We are not likely to be disturbed there at 
this hour in the moming.” 

As we stepped out on to the lav^, one of the under-gardeners—a mere 
lad—^passed us on his way to the house, with a letter in his hånd. Miss 
Halcombe stopped him. 

“ Is that letter for me ?” she asked. 

** Kay, miss; it’s just said to be for Miss Fairlie,” answered the lad, hold¬ 
ing out the letter as he spoke. 

Miss Halcombe took it from him, and looked at the address. 

“ A strange handwriting,” she said to heraelf. “ Who can Laura’s oor* 
respondent be P Where did you get this P” she continued, addressing the 
gardener. 

“ Well, miss,” said the lad, “ I just got it from a woman.” 

“ What woman P” 

“ A woman well stricken in ago,” 

“ Oh, an old woman. Any one you knew P” 

«I canna’ tak’ it on mysel’ to say that she was other than a stranger to 
me. 

** Which way did she go ?” 

“ That gate,” said the under-gardener, tuming with great deliberation 
towards the south, and embracing the whole of that part of England witt 
one comprehensive sweep of his arm. 

“ Curious,” said Miss Halcombe; “ I suppose it must be a begging- 
letter. There,” she added, handing the letter back to the lad, “ take it to 
the house, and give it to one of the servants. And now, Mr. Hartright, if 
you have no objection, let us walk this way.” 

Bhe led me across the lawn,along the same path by which I had followed 
her om the dny after my arrival at Limmeridge. At the little summer^ 
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bouse in which Laura Fairlie and I bad first seen each other, abe atoppod, 
and broke tbc ailenoe wbich abe bad steadily maintained wbiJe we wero 
walking togetber. 

“ Wbat I bave to aay to you, I can aay bere.” 

Witb tboae words, abe entered tbe aummer-bouac, took one of tba cbaira 

tbe little round table inside, and aigned to mo to take tbe otbcr. I sua- 
pccted wbat was coming wben abe apoko to me in tbo breakfast-room; 1 
felt certain of it now. 

“ Mr. Hartrigbt,” abe aaid, “ 1 am going to begin by making a frank 
avowal to you. I am going to saj*—^witbout pbraae-making, wbicb I 
detest; or paying compliments, wbicb I beartily despise—tbat I have 
come, in tbe courae of your residence witb us, to feel a atrong friendly 
rcgard for you. I was predisposed in your favour wben you first told me 
of your conduct towards tbat unbappy woman wbom you met under sucb 
remarkable circumatances. Your management of tbe affidr migbt not bave 
been prudent; but it sbowed tbe self-control, tbe delicacy, and tbe com- 
passion of a man wbo was naturally a gentleman. It made me expect 
good tbings from you; and you have not diaappointed my expectations.” 

She paused—^bnt beld up ber band at tbe same time, as a sign tbat abe 
awaited no answer from me before abe proceeded. Wben I entered tbe 
summer-bouse, no thought was in me of tbe woman in wbite. But, now, 
Mias Haloombe’s own words bad put tbe memory of my adventure back in 
mymind. It remained there througbout tbe interview—^remained, and 
not witbout a result. 

“ As your friend,” abe proceeded, “ I am going to tell you, at once, in 
my own plain, blunt, downrigbt language, that I bave discovered your 
secret—^witbout help, or hint, mind, from any one else. Mr. Hartright, 
you have thoughtlessly allowed yourself to form an attacbment—^a serious 
and devoted attacbment, I am afraid—^to my sister, Laura. I don’t put 
you to tbe pain of confessing it, in so many words, because I see and know 
that you are too honcst to deny it. I don’t even blame you—^I pity you 
for opening your beart to a bopeless afiection. You bave not attempied to 
take any underhånd advantage—^you have not spokon to my sister in 
secrct. You are guilty of weakness and want of attention to your own 
best interests, but of notbing worse. If you bad acted, in any single 
respect, less delicately and less modestly, I sbould bave told you to leave 
tbe bouse, witbout an instant's notice, or an instant’s consultation of acy- 
body. As it is, I blame tbe misfortune of your years and your position— 
don’t blame you. Shake bands—^I bave given you pain; 1 am going to 
give you more; but there is no belp for it-H9bake bands witb your fiiend, 
Marian Halcombe, first.” 

Tbe sudden kindness—tbe warm, bigh-minded, fearless sympatby wbich 
tnet me on sucb mercifully-equal terms^ wbicb appealed witb snob delioate 
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9XÅ generons abrnptaesa straight to my hoart, my honoor, and my courage, 
oveicame me in an instant. I tiied to look at her, when she took my 
band, but my eyes were dim. I tried to thank her, but my voice foiled 
me. 

** Listen to me,” she said, considerately avoiding all notice of my losB of 
self-control. ** Listen to me, and let ns get it over at once. It is a leal 
tme relief to me tbat 1 am not obliged, in what I have now to say, to enter 
into the qnestion—^the hard and cruel question as I think it—of social in- 
equalities. Oircumstances which will try you to the qnick, spare me the 
nDgiacious necessity of paining a man who has lived in friendly intimacy 
under the same roof with myself by any humiliating reference to matters 
of rank and station. You must leave Limmeridge House, Mr. Hartrigbt, 
before more barm is done. It is my duty to say that to you; and it 
would be equally my duty to say it, rmder precisely the same serious 
necessity, if you were the representative of the oldest and wealthiest family 
in England. You must leave us, not because you are a teacher of draw- 
inor——**■ 

o 

She waited a moment; tumed her face fuU on me; and, reaching acrosa 
the table, laid her hånd firmly on my arm. 

“ Not because you are a teacher of drawing,” she repeated, “but because 
Laura Fairlie is engaged to be married.” 

The last word went like a bullet to my heart. My arm lost all sensation 
of the band that grasped it. - I never moved and never spoke. The sharp 
antumn breeze that scattered the dead leaves at our feet, came as cold to 
me, on a sudden, as if my own mad hopes were dead leaves, too, whirled 
away by tbe wind like the rest. Hopes I Betrothed, or not betrothed, she 
was equally far from me, Would other men have remembered that in my 
place ? Not if they had loved her as I did. 

The pang passed ; and nothingbut the duli numbing pain of it remained. 
I felt Miss Halcombe’s hand again, tightening its hold on my arm—^1 
laised my head, and looked at her. Her large black eyes were rooted on 
me, watching the white change on my face, which 1 felt, and which she 
saw. 

“Crush itl” she said. “Here, where you first saw her, crush it! 
Don’t shrink under it bke a woman. Tear it out; trample it tmder foot 
hke a man 1” 

The suppressed vehemence with which she spoke; the strength which 
her will-~concentrated in the look she fixed on me, and in the hold on my 
arm that she had not yet relinquished—communicated to mine, steadied 
me. We both waited for a minute, in silence. At the end of that time, 1 
had justified her generous faith in my manhood $ I had, outwardly at least< 
leoovered my self-control. 

“ Are you yourself again 
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** Enough mjself. Miss Haloombe, to ask yonr pardon and hera. Enotigb 
myself, to be gnided by your advioe, and to prove my gratitnde in that 
way, if I can prove it in no other.” 

“ You have proved it already,” she answeied, “ by those words. Mr. 
Hartright, concealment is at an end betwecn us, 1 cannot affect to bide 
from you, what my sister has unoonsciously shown to me. You must leave 
us for her sake, as well as for your own. Your presenes here, your neces- 
sary intimacy with us, harmless as it has been, God knows, in all other 
respects, has unsteadied her and made her wretched. I, who love her 
better than my own life—I, who have leamt to believe in that pure, noble, 
innooent nature as I believe in my religion—^know but too well the secret 
misery of self-reproach that she has been Buffering, since the first shadow 
of a feeling disloyal to her marriage engagement entered her heart in spite 
of her. I don't say—^it would be useless to attempt to say it, after what 
has happened—that her engagement has ever had a strong hold on her 
affeetions. It is an engagement of honour, not of love—^her father sano- 
tioned it on his dcath-bed, two years sinoe—she herself neither welcomed 
it, nor shrank from it—she was content to make it. Till you came here, 
she was in the position of hundreds of other women, who marry men with- 
out being greatly attracted to them or greatly repelled by them, and who 
leam to love them (when they don’t leam to hate!) after marriage, instead 
of before. I hope more eamestly than words can say—^and you should 
have the self^sacrificing courage to hope too—that the new thoughts and 
leelings whioh have disturbed the old calmness and the old content, have 
not taken root too deeply to be ever removed. Your absence (if I had less 
belief in your honour, and your coui^e, and your sense, I should not trust 
to them as I am trusting now)—your absence will help my efforts; and 
time will help us all three. It is something to know that my first oonfi- 
dence in you was not all misplaced. It is something to know that you 
will not be Icss honest, less manly, less considerate towards the pupil whose 
relation to yourself you have had the misfortune to forget, than towards 
the stranger and the outeast whose appeal to you was not made in vain.” 

Again the chance reference to the woman in whitel Was there no 
possibility of speaking of Miss Fairlio and of me without raising the 
memory of Anne Gatherick, and setting her between us like a fatality that 
it was hopeless to avoid ? 

"Tell me what apology I can mako to Mr. Fairlie for breaking my 
engagement,” I said. ** Tell me when to go after that apology is acceptecL 
I promise implicit obedience to you and to your advice.” 

“ Time is, every way, of importance,” she answered. “ You heard me 
refer this moming to Monday next, and to the necessity of setting the 
puiple room in order. The visitor whom we except on Monday- ** 

1 could not Walt for her to be more explicit. Knowing what I kuew 
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nov, Æe memory of MisB F^lie’s look and manner at tbe breakfast-tablo 
told me tbat tbe expected visltor at Limmeridge Hotise was ber future 
lusband. I tried to force it back; but sometbing rose witbin me at tbat 
moment stronger tban my own will; and I interrupted Miss Halcombe. 

“Let me go to-day,” I said, bitterly. “ Tbe sooner tbe better.** 

^ No; not to-day,” sbe replied. ^ Tbe only reason you can assign to 
Mr. Fairlie for your departure, before tbe end of your engagement, must be 
that an unforeseen necessity compels you to ask bis permission to return at 
oDoe to London. You must wait till to-morrow to tell bim tbat^ at tbe 
time wben tbe post comes in, because bo will tben understand tbe suddcu 
cbange in your plans, by associating it with tbe arrival of a letter from 
Ix)ndon. It is miserable and sickening to desoend to deoeit, even of tbe 
most baimless kind—-but I know Mr. Fairlie, and if you onoe excite bis 
suspicions that you are trifling witb bim, be will refuse to release you« 
Speak to bim on Friday moming; occupy yourself afterwards (for tbe sake 
of your own interests with your employer), in leaving your unfinished work 
in as little confusion as possible; and quit tbis place on Saturday. It will 
be time enougb, tben, Mr. Hartrigbt, for you, and for all of us.” 

Before I oould assure her tbat sbe migbt depend on my acting in tbe 
sirictest accordance with ber wisbes, we were both startled by advancing 
footsteps in tbe sbrubbery. Some one was coming from tbe bouse to seek 
for us! I felt tbe biood rusb into my cbeeks, and tben leave tbem again. 
Oould tbe tbird person wbo was fast approacbing us, at such a time and 
under such circumstances, be Miss Fairlie ? 

It was a relief—so sadly, so bopelessly was my position towards her 
changed already—it was absolutely a relief to me, wben tbe peraon wbo 
had disturbed us appeared at tbe entranoe of tbe summer-bouse, and proved 
to be only Miss Fairlie’s maid. 

“Could I speak to you for a moment, miss?” said tbe giri, in ratber a 
durried, unsettled manner. 

Miss Halcombe descended tbe steps into tbe sbrubbery, and walked aside 
a few paces witb tbe maid. 

Left by myself, my mind reverted, witb a sense of forlom wretcbedness 
wbicb it is not in any words tbat I can find to describe, to my approacbing 
return to tbe solitude and tbe despair of my lonely London bome. Tbougbts 
of my kind old motber, and of my sister, wbo bad rejoiced witb ber so 
innocently over my prospects in Cmnberland—tbougbts wbose long banisb- 
ment from my beart it was now my sbame and my reproacb to realise for 
tbe first time—came back to me witb tbe loving moumfulness of old, 
neglected friends. My motber and my sister, wbat would tbey feel wben 
I retumed to them from my broken engagement, witb tbe confession of my 
miserable secret—tbey wbo bad parted from me so hopefully on tbat last 
happy nigbt in the Hampstead cottage 1 
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Anue CaUiorick again! Eveti tho memory of the farewell evening witb 
my mother and my sister could not return to me now, nnconnected witb 
tbat other memory of the moonlight walk back to London. What did it 
mean ? Were that woman and I to meet onco more ? It was possible, at 
the least. Did she know that I lived in London ? Yes; I had told her 
BO, either before or after that straoge question of her», when she had asked 
me so distrustfully if I knew many men of the rank of Baronet. Either 
before or after—^my mind was not calm enough, then, to remember which. 

A few minutes elapsed before Miss Halcombe dismissed the maid and 
came back to me. Bhe, too, looked flurried and unsetUed, now. 

“We have arranged all that is necessary, Mr. Hartright,'* she^^said. 
** We have unders tood each other, as friends should; and we may go back 
at once to the house. To tell you the truth, I am uneasy about Lauxa. 
She has sent to say she wants to see me direetly; and the maid reports 
that her mistress is apparently very mueh agitated by a letter that she has 
rtx)eived this moming—the same letter, no doubt, which I sent on to tho 
house before we came here.” 

We retraced our steps together hastily along the shrubbery patb. Al- 
though Miss Halcombe had ended all that she thought it necessary to say, 
on her side, I had not ended all that I wanted to say on mine. From the 
moment when 1 had disoovered that the ezpected visitor at Limmeridge 
was Miss Fairlie'S future husband, I had felt a bitter curiosity, a bnming 
envious eagemess, to know who he was. It was possible tbat a future 
opportunity of putting the question might not easily offer; so I risked 
asking it on our way back to the house. 

“ NqW' that you are kind enough to tell me we have underøtood each 
other, Miss Halcombe,” I said; “ now that you are sure of my gratitude for 
your forbearance and my obedience to your ^vi8hes, may I venture to ask 
who (I hesitated; I had foræd myself to think of him, but it was harder 
still to speak of him, as her promised husband)—who the gentleman 
mgaged tp Miss Fairlie, is ?” 

Her mind was evidently oceupied with the mesaage she had reoeived from 
her sister. She answered, in a hasty, absent way: 

“ A gentleman of large property, in Hampshire.” 

Hampshire I Anne Catherick’s native place. Again, and yet again, the 
woman in white, There tvas a fatality in it. 

“ And his name?” I said, as quietly and indifferently as I could. 

“ Sir Percival Giyde.” 

Sir —Sir Percival 1 Anne Gatherick’s question—^that snspicious question 
about the men of the rank of Baronet whom I might happen to know—^had 
nardly been dismissed from my mind by Miss Halcombe’s return to me in 
the summer-house, before it was recaUed again by her own answer. I 
stopped suddenly, and looked at her* 
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“Sir Perdval Giyde,” abe repeated, imagining that I bad not heard hor 
former leply. 

“Enighi^ or Baionet?” I asked, with an agitation tbat I oonld bide no 
ønger. 

Sbe panaed for a moment, and ihen answered, rather ooldly: 

“Baronet, of conrse.” 

XI. 

Not a word more was said, on either side, as we walked back to tbe home. 
Miss Halcombe bastened immediately to ber sister’s room; and I witbdrew 
to my stndio to set in order all of Mr. Fairlie’s drawings that I bad not yet 
monnted and restored before I resigned tbem to the care of otber bands« 
Thon^ts tbat 1 bad bitberto restrained, tbongbts that made my position 
harder than ever to endure, crowded on me now that I waa alone. 

Sbe was engaged tobe married; and ber future husband was Sir Perdval 
Giyde. A man of the rank of baronet, and the owner of property in 
Hampsbire. 

There were bnndreds of bårenets in England, and dozens of landowneia 
in Hampsbire. Judging by the ordinary rules of evidence, I bad not the 
diadow of a reason, tbns for connecting Sir Percival Giyde with tbe 
Bospicious words of inquiry that bad been spoken to me by the woman in 
wbite. And yet, I did oonnect him with them. Was it because he bad 
now become asaociated in my mind with Miss Fairlie; Miss Fairlie being, 
in ber tom, assodated with Anne Catherick, since the night when 1 had 
discovcred the ominous likene» between them? Had the events of the 
moming so unnerved me already that I was at the mercy of any delusion 
wbicb common chances and common coincidences might suggest to my 
imagination ? Impossible to sky. I could only feel that what had passed 
between Miss Halcombe and myself, on our way irom the summer-house, 
bad affected me very strangely. The foreboding of some undiscoverable 
danger lying hid from us aU in the darkness of the future, was streng on 
me. The doubt whether I was not linked already to a chain of events 
whicb even my approacbing departure from Cumberland would be power- 
less to snap asunder—^the doubt whether we any of us saw the end as the 
end would really be—gathered more and more darkly over my mind. 
Poignant as it was, the sense of suffering caused by the miserable end of 
my brief, presumptuous love, seemed to be blunted and deadened by the 
still stronger sense of something obscurely impending, something invisibly 
threatening, tbat Time was holding over our heads. 

I bad engaged with the drawings Httle more than half an hour, 
when there was a knock at the door. It opened, on my answering; and, 
to my surprise, Miss Halcombe entered the room. 

Her maimer was angry and agitated, She caught up a chair for heraelf^ 
before I could give ber one; and sat down in it, close at my side. 
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** Mr« Hartriglit/’ she said, ** I had hoped that all painfiil subjcctis of 
oonyersation wcro exhausted between ns, for to-day at least. But it ia not 
to be 80 . There is some underhånd villany at work to frighten my sistcr 
about her approaching marriage. You saw me send the gardener on. to 
the house, with a letter addressed, in a strange handwriting, to Miss 
Fairlie?” 

“ Oertainly.” 

“ The letter ia an anonymous letter—a vile attempt to injure Sir Percival 
Giyde in my sister’s estimation. It has so agitated and alarmed her that 
I have had the greatest possible difficulty in composing her spirits 
ciently to allow me to leave her room and come here. I know this is a 
family matter on whioh I ought not to consult you, and in which you esan 
feel no concem or interest—** 

beg your pardon. Miss Halcombe. I feel the strengest possible 
concem and interest in anything that affeets Miss Fairlie’s happiness or 
yours.” 

** I am glad to hear you say so. You are the only person in the house, 
or out of it, who can advise me. Mr. Fairlie, in his state of health and 
with his horror of difficulties and mysteries of ^1 kinds, is not to be thonght 
of. The clergyman is a good, weak man, who knows nothing out of the 
••outine of his duties; and our neighbours are just the sort of comfortable, 
jog-trot acquaintances whom one cannot disturb in times of trouble and 
danger. What I want to know is this: ought I, at once, to take such 
steps as I can to discover the writer of the letter ? or ought I to wait, and 
apply to Mr. Fairlie’s legal adviser to-morrow ? It is a question—perhaps 
a very important one—of gaining or losing a day. Tell me what you 
tbink, Mr. Hartright. If necessity had not already obliged me to take you 
ftito my confidence under very delicate circumstances, even my helpless 
situation would, perhaps, be no excuse for me. But, as things are, I cannot 
surely be wrong, after all that has passed between us, in forgetting that 
you are a friend of only three months’ standing.” 

She gave me the letter. It began abruptly, without any preliminaiy 
foim of address, as follows: 

“ Do you believe in dreams ? I hope, for your own sake, that you da 
See what Scripture says about dreams and their fulfilment (Genesis xl. 8., 
xli. 25; Daniel iv. 18-25); and take the warning 1 send you before it is 
too late. 

“Last night, I dreamed about you. Miss Fairlie. I dreamed that 1 
was standing inside the communion rails of a church : I on one side of the 
altar-table, and the clergyman, with his surplice and his prayer-book, on 
the other. 

“ After a time, there walked towaids us, down the aisle of the churo h, a 
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man and a woxnan, comlng to be married. You were the woman. You 
looked 80 pretty and innooent in yonr beautifal white silk dress, and your 
long white laoe yeil, that my heart felt for you and the tears camft into 
my eyes. 

“ They were tears of pity, young lady, that heaven blesses; and, 
instead of falling from my eyes like the every-day tears that we all of us 
sbed, they tiimed into two rays of light which slanted nearer and nearer 
to the man standing at the altar with you, till they touched his breast. 
Tbe two rays sprang in arches like two rainbows, between me and him. I 
looked along them; and I saw down into his inmost heart. 

“ The outside of the man you were marrying was fair enough to see. 
fle was neither tall, nor short—he was a littlo below the middle size. A 
light, active, high-spirited man—^about five-and-forty years old, to look at. 
He had a pale face, and was hald over the forehead, but had dark hair on 
the rest of his head. His beard was shaven on his chin, but was let to 
grow, of a fine rich brown, on his cheeks and his npper lip. His eyes 
were brown too, and very bright; his noise straight and handsome and 
delicate enough to have done for a woman’s. His hånds the same. He 
was troubled from time to time with a dry hacking cough ; and when hø 
put up his white right hånd to his mouth, he showed the red scar of an old 
wound across the back of it. Ehive I dreamt of the right man? You 
know hest, Miss Fairlie; and you can say if I was deceived or not. Eead, 
next, what I saw beneath the outside—entreat you, read, and profit. 

** 1 looked along the two rays of light; and I saw down into his inmost 
heart. It was black as night; and on it were written, in the red fiaming 
letters which are the handwriting of the fallen angel: * Without pity and 
without remorse. He has strewn with misery the paths of others, and he 
will live to strew with misery the path of this woman by his side.* I read 
that; and thcn the rays of light shifted and pointed over his shoulder; 
aud there, behind him, stood a fiend, laughing. And the rays of light 
shifted once more, and pointed over your shoulder; and there, behind you, 
stood an angel weeping. And the rays of light shiifted for the third time, 
and pointed straight between you and that man. They widened and 
widened, thrusting you both asunder, ono from the other. And the 
clergyman looked for the marriage-service in vain: it was gone out of the 
book, and he shut up the leaves, and put it from him in despair. And I 
woke with my eyes full of tears and my heart beating—for 1 believe in 
dreams. 

“ Believe, too. Miss Fairlie—I beg of you, for your own sake, believe as 
[ do. Joseph and Daniel, and others in Scripture, believed in dreams. 
[nquire into the past life of that man with the scar on his hånd, before 
fou say the words that make you his miserable wife. I don’t give you 
this waming on my account, but on yours, I have an interest in your we^^ 
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being that will live as long as I draw breaih. Tour mother's danghter baa 
a tonder place in my heart—for yonr mother was my fiist, my best^ my 
only friend.** 

There, the extraordinary letter ended, withotii signature of any sort. 

The handwriting offorded no prospect of a due. It was traced on rulcd 
lines, in the cramped, conventional, oopybook character, technically termed 
** small hånd.” It was feeble and faint, and defaoed by blots, but had 
otherwise nothing to distingnish it. 

** That is not an illiterate letter,” said Miss Haloombe, and, at the 
same time, it is surely too inooherent to be the letter of an* edncated person 
in the higher ranks of life. The reference to the bridal dress and veil, and 
other little expressions, seem to point to it as the production of some 
woman. What do you think, Mr. Hartright ?” 

** I think 60 too. It seems to me to be not only the letter of a woman, 
but of a woman whose mind must b o - — 

** Deranged suggested Miss Halcombe. ** It struck me in that light, 
too.” 

I did not answer. While I was speaking, my eyes rested on the last 
sentence of the letter t Your mother’s danghter has a tender place in my 
heart—for your mother was my first, my best, my only friend.” Thoso 
words and the doubt which had just escaped me as to the sanity of tbe 
writer of the letter, acting together on my mind, suggested an idea, which 
I was literally afraid to express openly, or even to encourage secretly. 1 
began to doubt whether my own faculties were not in danger of losing their 
balance. It seemed almost like a monomania to be tracing back eveiything 
strange that happened, everything unexpected that was said, always to the 
same bidden source and the same sinister inhuence. I resolved, this time, 
in defence of my own courage and my own sense, to come to no decision 
that plain faet did not warrant, and to tum my back resolutely on every¬ 
thing that tempted me in the shape of surmise. 

“ If we have any chance of tracing the person who has written this,” I 
said, retuming the letter to Miss Halcombe, there can be no harm in 
seizing our opportunity the moment it offers* I think we onght to speak 
to the gardener again about the elderly woman who gave him the letter, 
and then to continue our inquiries in the viUage. But first let me ask a 
question. You mentioned just now the alternative of Consulting Mr. 
Fairlie’s legal adviser to-morrow. Is there no possibility of commumcating 
«rith him earlier ? Why not to-day ?” 

“ I can only explain,” replied Miss Halcombe, “ by entering into cer- 
tain particulars, connected with my sister’s marriage engagement, which 
I did not think it necessary or desirable to mention to you this moming. 
One of Sir Fercival Glyde’s objects in ooming here, on Monday, is to fix 
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the period of his marrlage, which has hitherto heen left qiute misettled. 
He is anxious tbat the event should take plaoe before the end of the 
year.” 

“ Does Miss Fairlie know of that wish ?” I asked, eagerly* 

** She has no suspicion of it; and, after what has happened, I shall not 
take the responsibility npon myself of enlightening her. Sir Percival has 
only mentioned his views to Mr. Fairlie, who has told me himself that he 
is ready and anxiotis, as Laura’a guardian, to forward them. He has 
written to London, to the family solicitor, Mr. Gilmore. Mr. Gilmorø 
happens to he away in Glasgow on business; and he has replied by pro- 
posing to stop at Limmeridge House, on his way back to town. He will 
arrive to-morrow, and will stay with ns a few days, so as to allow Sir 
Percival time to plead his own cause. If he succeeds, Mr. Gilmore will then 
return to London, taking with him his instructions for my sistefs marriage- 
settlement. You understand now, Mr. Hartright, why I si)eak of waiting 
to take legal advice until to-morrow ? Mr. Gilmore is the old and tried 
friend of two generations of Fairlies; and we can trust him, as wo couU 
trust no one else.” 

The marriage-settlemcnt! The mere hearing of those two words stung 
me with a jealous despair that was poison to my higher and bettei 
instinets. 1 began to think—it is hard to confess this, but I must suppress 
nothing from beginning to end of the terrible story that I now stand com- 
mitted to reveal—began to think, with a hateful eagemess of hope, of 
the vague charges against Sir Percival Giyde which the anonymous letter 
contained. What if those wild accusations rested on a foundation of truth ? 
What if their truth CQuld be proved before the fatal words of consent were 
spoken, and the marriage-settlement was drawn ? I have tried to think, 
since, that the feeling which then animated me began and ended in pure 
devotion to Miss Fairlie’s interests. But I have never succeeded in de- 
ceiving myself into believing it: and I must not now attempt to deceive 
others. The feeling began and ended in rcckless, vindictive, hopeless 
hatred of the man who was to marry her. 

“ If wo are to find out anything,” I said, speaking under the new in- 
fluenco which was now directing me, “ we had better not let another 
minute slip by us unemployed. I can only suggest, onoe more, the pro- 
priety of questioning the gardener a second time, and of inquiring in the 
village immediately afterwards.” 

“ I think I may be of help to you in both cases,” said Miss Halcombe^ 
rising. “ Let us go, Mr. Hartright, at once, and do the hest we can 
together.” 

I had the door in my hånd to open it for her—^but I stopped, on a 
Budden, to ask an important question before we set forth. 

“ One of the paragraphs of the anonymous letter,” I said, “ contains 
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flome senteuoes of mixmte pcrsonal description. Sir Fercival Glyde’s name 
IB not mentioned, 1 know-<^Tit does that description at all resemble him ?*’ 

“ Aocurately ; even in stating his age to be forty-five —** 

Forty-fivo; and she was not yet twenty-one! Men of his age marricd 
wives of her age every day : and experienoe had shown those marriages to 
bo often the happiest ones. I knew that—^and yet even the mention of his 
age, when 1 contrasted it with hers, added to mj blind hatred and distrust 
of him. 

“ Accnrately,” Mias Halcombe oontinued, “ even to the scar on his right 
hånd, which is the scar of a wound that he reoeived years since when he 
was travelling in Italy. There can be no donbt that every peculiarity o. 
his personal appearanoe is thoroughly well known to the writer of the 
letter.” 

^ Even a coogh that he is troubled with is mentioned, if I remember 
right 

** Yes, and mentioned oorreetly. He treats it lightly himself, thongh it 
sometimes makes his friends anxious about him.” 

“ I suppose no whispers have ever been heard against his character 

** Mr. Hartwright 1 1 hope you are not unjust enough to let that in- 
famous letter influence you ?” 

I felt the biood rush into my cheeks, for I knew that it ?iad in« 
fluenced me. 

“ I hope not,” I answered, confusedly. “ Perhaps I had no right to ask 
the question.” 

” 1 am not sorry you asked it,” she said, for it enables me to do justioe 
to Sir Percival’s reputation. Not a whisper, Mr. Hartright, has ever 
reached me, or my family, against him. He has fought successfully two 
contested elections; and has come out of the ordeal unscathed. A man 
who can do that, in England, is a man whose character is established.” 

I opened the door for her in silence, and followed her out. She had not 
convinced me. If the reoording angel had como down from heaven to 
confirm her, and had opened his book to my mortal eyes, the recording 
angel would not have convinced me. 

We found the gardener at work as usual. No amount of questioning 
could extract a single answer of any impoi’tance from the lad’s impenetrable 
stupidity. The woman who had given him the letter was an elderly 
woman; she had not spoken a word to him; and she had gone away 
towards the south in a great hurry. That was all the gårdener oould 
tcll us. 

The villago lay southward of the bouse. So to the village we went 
ucxt 
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XII. 

OuB inquiries at Limmeridge were patiently pursued in all directions, and 
among all sorts and oonditions of people. But nothing came of tbem. 
Three of the YiUagers did certainly assure us that they had seen the 
woman; but as they were quite nnable to describe her, and quite in- 
capable of i^eeing about the exact direction in wbich she was prooeeding 
when they last saw her, these three hright exceptioos to the general nile of 
total ignorance afibrded no more real assistance to ns than the mass of their 
unhelpåil and unobservant neighbours. 

The course of our useless investigations brought us, in time, to the end 
of the Tillage at which the schools established by Mrs. Fairlie were situated. 
Aswe passed the side of the building appropriated to the use of the boys, I 
suggested the propriety of making a last inquiry of the schoolmaster, 
whom we might presume to be, in virtue of his office, the most intelligent 
man in the place. 

“ I am afraid the schoolmaster must have been occupied with his 
scholars,” said Miss Halcombe, just at the time when the woman passed 
through the TUlage, and retumed again. However we can but try.” 

We entered the playgroimd enclosure, and walked by the schoolroom 
window, to get round to the door, which was situated at the back of the 
building. I stopped for a moment at the window and looked in. 

The schoolmaster was sitting at his high desk, with his back to me, 
apparently haranguing the pupils, who were all gathered together in front 
of him, with one exception. The one exception was a sturdy white-headed 
boy, standing apart from all the rest on a stool in a comer—a forlom little 
Crusoe, isolated in his own desert island of solitary penal disgraoe. 

The door, when we got round to it, was ajar; and the schoolmaster’s 
Toioe Veached us plainly, as we both stopped for a minute under the porch. 

“ Now, boys,” said the voice, “ mind what I tell you. If I hear another 
word spoken alrøut ghosts in this school, it will be the worst for all of you. 
There are no such things as ghosts; and, therefore, any boy who believes 
in ghosts believes in what can’t possibly be; and a 1x>y who belongs to 
Limmeridge School, and believes in what can’t possibly be, sets up'his back 
against reason and discipline, and must be punished accordingly. You all 
see Jacob Postlethwaite standing up on the stool there in disgiaoe. He has 
been punished, not because he said he saw a ghost last night, but because 
he is too impudent and too obstinate to listen to reason; and because he 
persists in saying he saw the ghost after 1 have told him tkat no such thing 
can possibly be. If nothing else will do, I mean to cane the ghost out of 
Jacob Postlethwaite; and if the thing spreads among any of the rest of you, 
I mean to go a step farther, and cane the ghost out of the whole school.” 

“ We seem to have chosen an awkward moment for our visit,” said Mias 
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Halcombe, pushing opon tbe door, at the end of the schoolmaatci’s addicssi 
and leading the way in. 

Our appearanoe produced a atrong sensation among the boys. They 
appeared to think that we had arrived for the express purpose of seeing 
Jacob Postlethwaite caned. 

“ Go home all of you to dinner,” said tho schoolmaster, “except Jacob. 
Jacob must stop where he is; and the ghost may bring him his dinner, if 
the ghost pleases.” 

Jacob’s fortitude deserted him at the double disappearance of his school- 
fellows and his prospect of dinner. He took his hånds out of his pockets, 
looked hard at his knuckles, raised them with great dcliberation to his eyes, 
and, when they got there, ground them round and round slowly, acoom- 
panying the action by shortrspasms of snifQng, which followod each other 
at regular intervals—the nasal minute guns of juvenile distress. 

“ We came here to ask you a question, Mr. Dempster,** said Miss Hal- 
oombe, addressing the i^hoolmaster; ** and we little expected to find you 
oceupied in exorcising a ghost. What does it all mean ? What has really 
happened P* 

** That wicked boy has been fri^tening the whole school, Miss Halcombe, 
by declaring that he saw a ghost yesteiday evening,** answered the master. 
** And he still persists in his absurd story, in spite of all that I can say to 
him.” 

Most extraordinary,'’ said Miss Halcombe. I should not have thought 
it possible that any of the boys had imagination enou^ to see a ghost. 
This is a new accession indeed to the hard labour of forming the youthful 
mind at Limmeridge—^and 1 heartily wish you well through it, Mr. 
Dempster. In the mean time, let me explain why you see me here^ and 
what it is I want.” 

She then put the same question to the schoolmaster, which wehad asked 
already of almost every one else in the village. It was met by the same 
discouraging answer. Mr. Dempster had not set eyes on the stranger of 
whom we were in search. 

“We may as well return to the house, Mr. Hartright,” said Misa 
Halcombe; “ the information we want is evidently not to be found.” 

She had bowed to Mr. Dempster, and was about to leave the schoolroom, 
when the forlom position of Jacob Postlethwaite, piteously sniffing on the 
stool of penitence, attracted her attention as she passed him, and made her 
stop good-humouredly to speak a word to tho little prisener before she 
opened the doer. 

“ You foolish boy,” she said, “why don*t you beg Mr. Dempster’s pardon, 
and hold your tongue about the ghost 

“ Eh I—^but I saw t’ ghaist,” persisted Jacob Postlethwaite^ with a'stare of 
tenor ond a buist of tears. 
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**Stuff and nønsense! Yon saw notliing of the kind. GhoBt indccd f 
Whftt ghoBt- 

^1 beg yonr pardon, Miss Haloombe,” interposed the scboolmaster, a 
Kttle nneasily—“ Imt I think you had better not qnestion the boy. The 
olntmate folly of his stoiy is beyond all belief; and you might lead him 
iiito ignorantly- 

“Ignoiantly, what?* inqnired Miss Halcombe, sharply. 

‘‘Ignoxantly shocking yonr feelings,” sald Mr. Dempster, looking very 
iDuch discompofied. 

“ Upon my word, Mr. Dempster, yon jmy my feelings a great oompli- 
ment in thinkiDg them wcak enough to be shocked by such an uichin as 
cbat r’ She tamed with an air of satirical defionce to litde Jacob, and 
b^an to qnestion him directly. ** Come 1” she said; I mean to know all 
about this. You naughty boy, when did yon see the ghoetl** 

“ Yester^een, at the gloaming,’* leplied Jacob. 

**Oh 1 yon saw it yesterday evening, in the twilight? And what was it 
like?” 

** Arl in white—as a ghaist shonld be,” answered the ghost-seer, with a 
oonfidenoe beyond his years. 

“ And where was it?” 

“ Away yander, in t’ kirkyaid—^where a ghaist ought to be.” 

**As a ‘ghaist* should be—where a ‘ghaist* ought to be—why, yon 
litde fool, yon talk as if the manners and customs of ghosts had l^n 
familiar to yon Trom yonr in&ncy! Yon have got yonr story at your 
fingers’ ends, at any rate. I suppose I shall hear next that yon can act^ly 
tell me whose ghost it was ?” 

** Eh! but I just can,” replied Jacob, nodding his head with an air of 
^oomy trinmph. 

Mr. Dempster had already tried several times to speak, while Miss 
Halcombe was examining his pupil; and he now interposed lesoluteiy 
enough to make himself heard. 

“ Excuse me. Miss Halcombe,” he said, “ if I venture to say that you are 
only enoouraging the boy by asking hun these questions.** 

“Iwill merely ask ono more, Mr. Dempster, and then I shall be quite 
satisfied. Well,” she continued, tuming to the boy, “and whose ghosi 
was it ?” 

“ T’ ghaist of Mistress Fairlie,” answered Jacob in a whisper. 

The effect which this extraordinary reply produced on Miss Halcombe, 
fhlly jnstified the anxiety which the scboolmaster had shown to prevent 
ner from hearing it. Her face crimsoned with indignation—she tumcd 
upon litde Jacob with an angry soddennesa which terrified him into a 
fresh buist of teaiB—opened her lips to speak to him—>theu oontxoll^d her« 
lelf—and addressed the master instead of the boy. 
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** It is useless,” slie said, ^ to bold sucb a cbild as tbat responsible for 
wbat be says. 1 have little doubt that ihe idea bas been put into bis head 
by otbers. If tbere are people in tbis village, Mr. Dempster, wbo have 
forgotten tbe respect and gratitude due from every soul in it to my mother’s 
memory, 1 will find tbem out; and, if 1 have any influence with Mr. 
Fairlie, tbey shall suffer for it.” 

“I bope—^indeed, I am sure, Miss Haloombe—that you are mistaken,** 
said tbe scboolmaster. The matter begins and ends witb tbe boy’s own 
perversity and foUy. He saw, or tbought be saw, a woman in white, 
yesterday evening, as be was passing tbe cburcbyard ; and tbe figure, real 
or fancied, was standing by tbe marble cross, wbicb be and every one else 
in Limmeiidge knows to be tbe monument over Mrs. Fairlie’s grave. 
Tbese two circumstanoes are surely sufBclent to have suggested to tbe boy 
himself tbe answer wbicb bas so naturally sbocked you ?” 

Altbougb Miss Halcombe did not scem to be convinced, sbe evidently 
felt tbat tbe scboolmaster’s statement of tbe case was too sensible to be 
openly combated. Sbe merely repbed by tbanking bim for bis attention, 
and by promising to see bim again wben ber doubts were satisfied. Tbis 
said, sbe bowed, and led tbe way out of tbe scboolroom. 

Tbrougbout tbe wbole of this strange scene, I bad stood apart, listening 
attentively, and drawing my own conclusions. As soon as we were alone 
again. Miss Halcombe asked me if I bad formed any opinion on wbat I 
had beard. 

“A very strong opinion,” I answered; ** tbe bo/s story, as I believe, bas 
a foundation in faet. I confess 1 am anxious to see tbe monument over 
Mrs. Fairlie’s grave, and to examine tbe ground about it.” 

“ You sball see tbe gitive.” 

bbe paused after making tbat reply, and reflected a little as we walked 
on. ** Wbat bas bappened in tbe scboolroom,” sbe resumed, bas so com- 
pletely distracted my attention from tbe subject of tbe letter, tbat 1 feel a 
little bewildered wben I try to return to it. Must we give up all idea of 
making any further inquiries, and wait to place tbe tbing in Mr. Gihnore’s 
bands, to-morrow?” 

“ By no means. Miss Halcombe. Wbat bas bappened in tbe scbool¬ 
room encourages me to persevere in tbe investigation.” 

“ Wby does it encourage you ?” 

“ Because it strengtbens a suspicion I felt, wben you gave me tbe letter 
to read.” 

I suppose you bad your reasons, Mr. Hartright, for cpncealing that 
suspicion from me till tbis moment?” 

“ I was afraid to encourage it in myself. I tbought it was utterly pre- 
posterous—I distrusted it as tbe result of some perversity in my own 
imagination. But I can do so no longer. Not only tbe boy’s own answera 
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to yoar questiona, bat even a chance expreadon that dxapped from ih« 
flchoolmaater’s lips in explaming hia story, have foræd the idea back into 
my mind. Events may yet prove that idea to be a deluaion. Miss Haloombe; 
bnt the belief is strong in me, at this moment, tbat the fancied ghost in 
the chnrchyard, and the writer of the anonymuns letter, are one and tha 
same person.” 

Bhe stopped, tamed pale, and looked me eagerly in tha face. 

“ What person ?” 

**The schoolmaster nnconscioualy told yon. When he spoke of the 
fignre that tbe boy saw in the churchyai^ be called it *a woman in 
white.* ** 

'*Not Anne Gatherick!” 

“Yes, Anne Gatherick.” 

She put her band through my arm, and leaned on it heavily. 

don’t know why,” she said, in low tones, bnt there is sbmething in 

this snspicion of yours that seems to startle and unnerve me. 1 feel- 

She stopped, and tried to laugh it off. ** Mr. Hartright,” she went on, I 
wiU show you the grave, and then go back at once to the house. I had 
better not leave Laura too long alone. I bad better go back, and sit with 
her.** 

We were close to the churcbyard when she spoke. The church, adreary 
building of gray stone, was situated in a little valley, so as to be sheltered 
from the bleak winds biowing over the moorland all round it. The burial- 
ground advanoed, from the side of the church, a little way up the slop: of 
the bili. It was surrounded by a rough, low stone wall, and was Ijare 
and open to the sky, except at one extremity, wherc a brook trickled down 
the stony hili side, and a dump of dwarf trees threw their narrow shadows 
over the short, meagre grass. Just beyond the brook and the trees, and 
not far from one of the three stone stiles which afforded entranoe, at 
various points, to the churchyard, rose the white marble cross that dis- 
tinguished Mrs. Fairlie’s grave from the humbler monuments scattered 
about it. 

I need go no farther with you,” said Miss Haloombe, pointing to the 
grave. You will let me know if you find anything to confirm the idea 
you have just mentioned to me. Let iis meet again at the house.” 

She left me. 1 desoended at once to the churchyard, and crossed the 
stile which led directly to Mrs. Fairlie’s grave. 

The grass about it was too short, and the ground too hard, to show any 
marks of footsteps. Bisappointed thus far, 1 next looked attentdvely at the 
cross, and at the square block of marble below it, on which the inscription 
was cut. 

The natural whiteness of the cross was a little cloudod, here and there, 

I 7 weather-stains; and ratber more than one half of tbe square blo<^' 

F 
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beneath it, on tbe side wbich bore the insoription, was in the same oondi* 
tion. The other half, howeyer, attracted mj attention at once by its 
singular freedom from stain or impnrity of any kind. 1 looked doser, and 
saw that it had been cleaned—recently cleaned, in a downward direction 
from top to bottom. The boxmdary line between the part that had been 
cleaned and the part that had not, was traceable wherever the inscription 
left a blank Space of marble—^sharply traceable as a line that had been pro- 
dnced by artificial means. Who had began the cleansing of the marble, 
and who had left it nnfinished ? 

1 looked about me, wondering how the qnestion was to be solved. No 
sign of a habitation oould be discemed from the point at which 1 was 
standing: the burial-groand was left in the lonely possession of the dead. 
1 retnmed to the church, and walked round it till I came to the back of 
the building; then crossed the boundary wdl beyond, by another of the 
stone stiles; and fonnd myself at the head of a path leading down into a 
deserted stone quany. Against one rade of the quarry a little two room 
cottage was bnilt; and just ontside the door an old woman was engaged in 
washing. 

I walked up to her, and entered into conversation about the church and 
burial-ground. She was ready enough to talk; and almost the first words 
she said informed me that her husband filled the two offices of clerk and 
sexton« I said a few words next in praise of Mrs. Fairlie’s monument. 
The old woman shook her head, and told me I had not seen it at its best. 
It was her husband’s business to look after it; but he had been so ailing 
and weak, for months and months past, that he had hardly been able to 
crawl into church on Sundays to do his duty; and the monument had 
been neglected in consequence. He was getting a little better now; and, 
in a week or ten days* time, he hoped to be streng enough to set to work 
and clean it. 

This information—extracted from a long rambling answer, in the 
broadest Oumberland dialect—^told me all tbat I most wanted to know. I 
gave tbe poor woman a trifle, and retumed at once to Limmeridge House. 

The partial cleansing of the monument had evidently been accomplished 
by a strange hånd. Connecting what I had discovered, thus far, with what 
I had suspected after hearing the story of the ghost seen at twilight, I 
wanted nothing more to confirm my resolution to watch Mrs. Fairlie’s 
grave, in secret, that evening; retuming to it at sunset, and waiting within 
sight of it till the fnight fell. The work of cleansing the monument had 
been left unfinished; and tbe person by whom it had been began might 
return to complete it. 

On getting back to the house, 1 informed Miss Halcombe of what I 
intended to do. She looked surprised and uneasy, while I was explaining 
my purpose; but she made no positive objection to the execution of it. 
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She only sald, ** I hojte it may end welL” Just as sbe was leaviog n^e 
again, 1 stopped her to inquire, as calmly as I oould, after Miss Fairlie’s 
health. She was in better spirits; and Miss Halcombe hoped she mlghf 
be indnced to take a little walklng exercise while the aftemoon snn lasted. 

I retnined to my own room, to resume setting the drawings in order. It 
was necessary to do this, and doubly necessary to keep my mind employed 
on anything that would help to distræt my attention from myself, and 
from the hopeless fntnre that lay before me. From time to time, I paused 
in my work to look out of window and watch the sky as the sun sank 
nearer and nearer to the horizon. On one of those occasicms I saw a figurs 
on the broad gravel walk under my window. It was Miss Fairlie. 

I had not seen her since the morning; and I had hardly epoken to her 
then. Another day at Limmeridge was all that remained to me; and 
afier that day my eyes might never look on her again. This thought was 
enough to hold me at the window. I had sufficient consideration for her, 
to arrange the blind so that she might not see me if she looked up; but I 
had no strength to resist the temptation of letting my eyes, at least, follow 
her as far as they oould on her walk. 

She was dressed in a brown cloak, with a plain blæk silk gown under it» 
On her head was the same simple straw hat which she had wom on the 
morning when we first met. A veil was attaohed to it now, which hid her 
face from me. By her side, trotted a little Italian greyhound, the pet 
companion of aU her walks, smartly dressed in a scarlet cloth vn^pper, to 
heep the sharp air from his delicate skin. She did not seem to notice the 
dog. She walked straight forward, with her head drooping a little, and 
her arms folded in her doak. The dead leaves which had whirled in the 
wind before me, when 1 had heard of her marriage engagement in the 
morning, whirled in the wind before her, and rose and feil and scattered 
themselves at her feet, as she walked on in the pale waning sunlight. The 
dog shivered and trembled, and pressed against her dress impatiently for 
aotice and encouragement. But she never heeded him. She walked on, 
farther and farther away from me, with the dead leaves whirling about her 
on the path—^walked on, till my æhing eyes oould see her no more, and 1 
wasleft alone again with my own heavy heart. 

In another hour’s time, I had done my work, and the sunset was at hånd, 
I got my hat and coat in the hall, and slipped out of the house without 
meeting any one. 

The clouds werø wild in the western heaven, and the wind blew chili 
from the sea. Far as the shore was, the sound of the surf swept over the 
intervening moorland, and beat drearily in my ears, when I entered the 
churchyard. ' Not a living creature was in sight. The place looked 
lonelier than ever, as Ichose my position, and waited and watched, witb 
my eyes on the white cscoaa that rose over Mrs. FairlVs gravo« 
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The exposed sitoatioa of the churchyard had obliged me to be OMitiøn j in 
choosing the position that I was to occupy. 

The main entrauce to the church was on the side next to the burial- 
gronnd; and the door was screened by a porch w^ed in on either side. 
After some little hesitation, caused by natural reluctance to conceal myselC 
indispensable as that ooncealmcnt was to the object in view, I had resolvel 
on entering the porch. A loophole window was pierced in each of its side 
walls. Through one of these Windows I could see Mrs. Fairlie’s grave. 
The other looked towards the stone quarry in which the sexton’s cottage 
was built. Before me, fronting the porch entrance, was a patch of bare 
burial-ground, a line of low stone wall, and a strip of lonely brown hiil, 
with the sunset clouds sailing heavily over it before the strong, steady 
wind. No living creature was visible or audible—^no bird flew by me; no 
dog barked from the sexton’s cottc^e. The pauses in the duil beating of 
the surf were filled up by the dreary rustling of the dwarf trees near the 
grave, and the cold faint bubble of the brook over its stony bed. A dreary 
scene aud a dreary hour. My spirits sank fast as I counted out the 
minutes of the evening in my hiding-place under the church porch. 

It was not twilight yet—the light of the setting sun still liugered in the 
heavens, and little more than the first half-hour of my solitary watch had 
elapsed—when I heard footsteps, and a voice. The footsteps were approach- 
ing from the other side of the church; and the voice was a woman’s. 

** Don’t you fret, my dear, about the letter,” said the voice. “ I gave it 
to the lad quite safe, and the lad he took it from me without a word. He 
went his way and I went mine; and not a living soul followed me, after« 
wards—that TU warrant.” 

These words strung up my attention to a pitch of expectation that was 
almost painful. There was a pause of silence, but the footsteps still 
advanced. In another moment, two persons, both women, passed within 
my range of view from the porch window, Théy were walking straight 
towards the grave; and therefore they had their backs tumed towards zne. 

One of the women was dressed in a bonnet and shawl. The other wore 
a long travelling-cloak of a dark-blue colour, with the hood drawn over her 
head. A few inch^ of her gown were visible below the cloak. My heart 
beat fast as 1 noted the colour—it was white. 

After advancing about half-way between the church and the grave, thoy 
stopped ; and the woman in the cloak tumed her head towards her oom- 
panion. But her side &ce, which a bonnet might now have allowed me to 
see, was hidden by the heavy, projecting edge of the hood 

** Mind you keep that oomfortable warm cloak on,” said the same voice 
which 1 had already heard—^the voice of the woman in the shawl. ** Mrs. 
Todd is right about your looking too particular, yesterday, all in white. 
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m walk about a little, wliile you’re here; cbnrchyards being not at all in 
my way, whatever they may be in youre. Finish what yon want to do^ 
bcfore I oome back; and let ns be sure and get home again before night.** 

With those words, she turned abont, and retracing her steps, advanoed 
with her face towards me. It was the face of an elderly woman, brown, 
mgged, and healthy, with nothing dishonest or suspicious in the look of it. 
Glose to the chnrch, she stopped to pull her shawl doser round her. 

** Queer,” she said to herself, ^ always queer, with her whims and her 
ways, ever since I can remember her. Harmless, thongh—as hannleøs, 
poor soul, as a little child.” 

She sighed; looked about the burial-ground nervously; shook her head 
as if the dreary prospect by no means pleased her; and disappeared round 
the comer of the chnrch. 

I doubted for a moment whether I ought to foQow and speak to her, or 
not My intense anxiety to find myself face to face with het oompanion 
helped me to decide in the negative. I oould ensure seeing the woman in 
the shawl by waiting near the churchyard until she came back—although 
it seemed more than doubtful whether she could ^ve me the informatiQn 
of which I was in search. The person who had delivered the letter was of 
little consequence. The person who had written it was the one oentre of 
interest, and the one source of information; and that person I now felt 
convinced was before me in the churchyard. 

While these ideas were passing through my mind, I saw the woman in 
the cloak approach close to the grave, and stand looking at it for a little 
whil«. She then glanced all round her, and, taking a white linen cloth or 
haudkerchief from under her cloak, tumed aside towards the brook. The 
little stream ran into the churchyard under a tiny archway in the bottom 
of the Wall, and ran out again, after a winding oourse of a few dozen yards, 
under a similar opening. She dipped the cloth in the water, and retumed 
to the grave. I saw her kiss the white cross; then kneel down before the 
inscription, and apply her wet cloth to the cleansing of it. 

After considering how I could show myself with the least possible chance 
of frightenii^ her, 1 resolved to cross the wall before me, to skirt round it 
outside, and to enter the churchyard again by the stile near the grave, in 
order that she might see me as I approached. She was so absorbed over 
her employment ^at she did not hear me coming until I had stepped over 
the stile. Then, she looked up, startod to her feet with a &int cry, and 
stood iaeing me in speechless and motionless terror. 

“ Don’t be frightened,” I said. “ Surely, you remember me ?” 

I stopped while I spoke—then advanoed a few steps gently—^then stopped 
again—and so approached by little and little, till 1 was close to her. If 
there had been any doubt still left inmy mind, it must have been now set 
at rest. There, speaking affrightedly for itself—there was the same éeujp 
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oonfronting me over Mis. Fairlie’s grave, which had first looked ioto roi&o 
on the high-road by night. 

“ You remember me ?” I said. “ We met very late, and I helped you tc 
find the way to London. Surely you have not forgotten that ?” 

Her features relaxed, and she drew a heavy breath of relief. 1 saw the 
new life of recognition stirring slowly under the deathlike stillness which 
fear had set on her face. 

“ Don*t attempt to speak to me, just yet,” I went on. “ Take time to 
recover yourself-—take time to feel quite certain that 1 am a hiend.” 

“ You are very kind to me,” she murmured. “ As kind now, as you 
were thén.” 

She stopped, and I kept silence on my side. I was not granting time for 
Gomposure to her only, I was gaining time also for myself. Under the wan 
wild evening li^t, woman and I were met tc^ther again; a grave 
between us, the dead about us, the lonesome hiils closing us round on every 
side. The time, the place, the circumstances under which we now stood 
face to face in the evening stillness of that dreary valley; the life-long 
interests which might hang suspended on the next diance words thatpassed 
between ns; the sense that, for aught I knew to the contrary, the whole 
futnre of Laura Fairlie’s life might be determined, for gpod or for evil, by 
my winning or Josing the oonfidence of the forlom creature who stood 
trembling by her mother’s grave—all threatened to shake the steadiness 
and the 8elf-KK)ntrol on which every inch of the progress I might yet make 
now depended. 1 tried hard, as 1 felt this, to poesess myself of all my 
resouroes; I did my utmost to tom the few moments for refiection to the 
best account. 

** Are you calmer, now ?” I said, as soon as I thought it time to speak 
again. ‘*Can you talk to me, without feeling frightened, and without 
forgetting that I am a friend ?” 

** How did you oome here ?” she asked, without noticing what I had just 
said to her. 

«Don*t you remember my telling you, when we last met, that I was 
going to Cumberland ? I have been in Gumberland ever since; I have 
been staying all the time at Limmeridge House.*’ 

" At Limmeridge House 1 ” Her pale face brightened as she repeated the 
words; her wandering eyes fixed on me with a sudden interest. ** Ah, 
hoW happy you must have beenl” she smd, looking at me eagerly, 
without a shadow of its former distrust left in her expression. 

1 took advantage of her newly-aroused coniidence in me, to observe her 
face, with an attention and a curiosity which 1 had hitherto restiained 
myself from showing, for caution’s sake. I looked at her, with my mind 
fuU of that other lovelv face which had so ominously recalled her to 
my memory on the terrace by moonlight* 1 had seen Anne Cathefick*8 
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likfiueGB in Miss Fairlie. 1 now saw Miss Fairlie’s likeness in Anno Catlie- 
rick—flaw it all the more clearly because the points of dissimilarity bctween 
the two were presented to me as well as the points of resemblauce. In the 
general outline of the countenanoe and general proportion of the features; 
in the colonr of the hair and in the little nervons nncertainty about the 
lips; in the height and size of the fignre» and the carriage of the head and 
body, the likeness appeared even more startling than 1 had ever felt it to 
be yet. But there the resemblance ended, and the dissimilarity, in details, 
began. The delicate beanty of Miss Fairlie’s oomplexion, the transparent 
cleamess of her eyes, the smooth pnrity of her skin, the tender bioom of 
colonr on her lips, were all missing from the wom, weary £me that was 
now tumed towards mine. Although I hated myself even for thinking 
Buch a thing, still, wbile I looked at the woman before me, the idea would 
force itself into my mind that one sad change, in the future, was all that 
was wanting to make the likeness complete, which 1 now saw to be so 
imperfect in detail. If ever sorrow and snffering set tbeir profaning marks 
cm the youth and beauty of Miss Fairlie’s face, then, and then only, Anne 
Catherick and she would be the twin-sisters of chance resemblance, the 
living refiexions of one another. 

I shuddered at the thought. There was something horrible in the blind 
unreasoning distrust of the future which the mere passage of it through my 
mind seemed to imply. It was a welcome interruption to be roused by 
feeling Anne Gatherick’s hånd laid on my shoulder. The touch was as 
Btealthy and as sudden as that other touch, which had petrified me &om 
bead to foot on the night when we first met. 

** You are looking at me; and you are thinking of something,’* she said 
with her strange, breathless rapidity of ntterance. “ What is it ?” 

“ Nothing extraordinary,” I answered. “ I was only wondering howyou 
came here.” 

** I came with a friend who is veiy good to me. I have only been hero 
two days.” 

“ And you found your way to this place yesterday ?” 

How do you know that 

“I only guessed it.” 

She tumed fh>m me, and kneltdown before the inscription once moro. 

“ Where should I go, if not here ?” she said. “ The friend who was 
better than a mother to me, is the only friend I have to visit at Lim- 
meridge. Oh, it makes my heart ache to see a stain on her tomb! F. 
onght to be kept white as snow, for her sake. I was tempted to begin 
cleanii^ it yesterday; and I can’t help coming back to go on with it to-day 
Is there anything wrong in that? I hope not. Surely nothing canW 
(nung that I do for Mrs. Fairlie’s sake?” 

The old grateful sense of her benefactreas’s kindncss was evidently tb 



72 


TUE WOMAN 19 WniTE« 


ruliog idea still in the poor creatnre’s mind—the narrow mind wMdi had 
Kat too pkinly opened to no other lasting impression sinoe that first 
impression of her younger and happier days. I saw that my hest chance 
of winning her confidence lay in encouraging her to proceed with the art- 
less employment which she had come into the hnrial-ground to pursue. 
She resumed it at once, on my telling her she might do so; touching the 
hard marble as tenderly as if it had heen a sentient thing, and whispering 
the words of the mscription to herself, over and over again, as if the lost 
days of her girlhood had retumed and she was patiently leaming her lesson 
once more at Mrs. Fairlie’s knees. 

** Should you wonder very much,” I said, preparingthe wayascautionsly 
as I could for the questions that were to come, " if I owned that it is a 
satisfaction to me, as well as a surprise, to see you here ? 1 felt very 
nneasy about you after you left me in tlie cab.*’ 

She looked up quickly and suspiciously. 

“ Uneasy,” she repeated. “ Why 

strange thing happened, after we parted,'that night. Two men 
overtook me in a chaise. They did not see where I was standing; but 
they stopped near me, and spoke to a policeman, on the other side of the 
way 

She instantly suspended her employment. The hånd holding the damp 
cloth with which she had been cleaning the inscription, dropped to her 
side. The other hånd grasped the marblo cross at the head of the grave. 
Her face tumed towards me slowly, with the blank look of terror set rigidly 
on it once more. I went on at all hazards; it was too late now to draw 
back. 

^ The two men spoke to the policeman,” I said, ** and asked him if he bad 
seen you. He had not seen you; and then one of the men spoke again, and 
said you had escaped from his Asylum.” 

She sprang to her feet, as if my last words had set the pursuers on ber 
track. 

“ Stop I and hear the end,” I cried. ** Stop! and you shall know how 1 
befnended you. A word from me would have told the men which way 
you had gone—and I never spoke that word. I helped your escape— 
made it safe and certain. Think, try to think. Try to understand wbat 1 
tell you.” 

My manner seemed to influence her more than my words. She made 
an effort to grasp the new idea. Her bands shifted the damp cloth besi« 
tatingly from one to the other, ezactly as they had shifted the little 
travelling-bag on the night when I first saw her. Slowly the purpose of 
my words seemed to force its way through the confusion and agitation of 
her mind. Slowly, ner features relaxed, and her eyes looked at me 
with their expression gaining in curioeity what it was fast loaing in fear« 
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** Tou don’t think I oiight to be back in the Asyltim, do jonf ’ ah« 

said. 

**Certainly not. I am glad yon escaped from it; I am glad I helped 
you.** 

“ Yes, yes; you did belp mo indeed; you bclped me at the hard part,* 
she went on, a UtUe vacantly. ** It was easy to escape, or I should not 
got away. They never snspected me as they suspected the others. 
I was 80 qniet, and so obedient, and so easily frightened. The finding 
londcn was the hard part; and there you helped me. Did 1 thank you at 
the time? I thank you now, very kindly.** 

“Was the Asylum far from where you met me? Come! idiow that 
you helieve me to he your friend, and tell me where it was.** 

She mentioned the place—a private Asylum, as its situation informed 
nie ;.a private Asylum not very far from the spot where I had seen her— 
and theu, with evident suspicion of the use to which I might put her 
answer, anxiously repeated her former inquiry: “ Tou don’t tbink I ought 
to he taken back, do you ?’* 

“ Once again, I am glad you escaped; I am glad yon prospered well, 
afler you lefb me,” I answered. ^ Fou said you had a friend in London to 
go to. Did you find the friend ?” 

** Yes. It was very late; but there was a girl up at needlework in the 
house, and she helped me to rouse Mrs. Clements. Mrs. Clements is my 
friend. A good^ kind woman, but not Hke Mrs. Fairlie. Ah, no, nobody 
ia like Mrs. FairUe !*’ 

" Is Mrs. Clencients an old firiend of yours ? Have you known her a 
long time ?** 

“ Yes ; she was a neighbour of ours once, at home, in Hampshire; and 
liked me, and took care of me when 1 was a little girl. Years ago, when 
die went away from us, she wrote down in my prayer-book for me, where 
she was going to live in London, and she said, ‘ If you are ever in trouble, 
Anne, come to me. 1 have no husband alive to say me nay, and no 
shildren to look after; and I will take care of you.’ Kind words, were 
they not? I suppose I remember them because they were kind. It’s 
little enough I remember besides—^little enou^, little enough 1” 

“ Had you no father or mother to take care of you ?” 

“Father? I never saw him; I never heard mother speak of him. 
Father ? Ah, dear 1 he is dead I suppose.” 

“And your mother?” 

“ 1 don’t get on well with her. We are a trouble and a fear to each 
other.** 

A trouble and a fear to each other! At those words, the suspicion 
CTOssed my mind, for the first time, that her mother might be the person 
who had placed her under restraint. 
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** Don’t ask me about mother,” ehe went on. ** l’d rather talk of Mrs. 
elements. Mrs. Clements is like you, she doesn’t think that I onght to be 
back in the Asylum; and she is as glad as you are that I escaped from 
it. She cried over my misfortune, and said it must be kept secret from 
everybody.” 

Her misfortune.” In what sense was she nsing that word? In a 
sense which might explain her motive in wiiting the anonymous letter ? 
In a sense which might show it to be the too common and too castomary 
motive tbat has led many a woman to interpose anonymous hindrances to 
the marriage of the man who has ruined her ? I resolved to attempt tlie 
clearing up of this doubt, before more words passed between us on either 
side. 

“ What misfortune ?” I asked. 

“The misfortune of my being shut up,” she answered, witb every 
appearance of feeling surprised at my question. ** What other misfortune 
could there be ?” 

I determined to persist, as delicately and forbearingly as possible. It 
was of very great importance that I should be absolutely sure of every step 
in the investigation which I now gained in advance. 

**There is another misfortune,” I said, ‘‘to which a woman may be 
liable, and by which she may suder life-long sorrow and shame.” 

“ What is it?” she asked, eagerly. 

“ The misfortune of believing too innocently in her own virtue, and in 
the faith and honour of the man she loves,” I answered. 

She looked up at me, with the artless bewilderment of a child. ■ Not the 
slightest confusion or change of oolour; not the faintest trace of any secret 
oonsciousness of shame struggling to the surface, appeared in her face— 
that face which betrayed every other emotion with such transparent clear- 
ness. No words that ever were epoken could have assured me, as her look 
and manner now assured me, that the motive which I had assigned for her 
writing the letter and sending it to Miss Fairlie was plainly and distinetly 
the wrong one. That doubt, at any rate, was now set at rest; but the 
very removal of it opened a new prospect of uncertainty. The letter, as I 
knew from positive testimony, pointed at Sir Percival Giyde, though it did 
not name him. She must have had some strong motive, originating in 
some deep sense of injury, for secretly denouncing him to Miss Fairlie, in 
snob terms as she had employed—and that motive was unquesiionably not 
to be traced to the loss of her innocence and her character. Whatever 
wrong he might have inflicted on her was not of that nature. Of what 
nature could it be ? 

“Idon’t understand you,” she said, after evidently trying hard, and 
trying in vain to discover the meaning of the words I had last said to her. 

“ Never mind,” I answered. “ Let us go on with what we were talking 
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abont. Tell me Low long you stayed widi Mrs, ClømeDts in London, and 
bow you came here.” 

“How loDg ?*’ sherepeated. I stayed with Mrs. Clements till we both 
came to this place, two days ago.’* 

‘‘ You aro living in the village, then ?” I said. “ It is strange I should 
Dot have heard of you, though you have only been hero two days.” 

‘‘No, no; not in the village. Three miles away at a farm. Do you 
know the farm ? They call it Todd’s Comer.” 

I remembered the plaoe perfectly; we had often passed by it in our drives. 
It was one of the oldest farms in the neighbourhood, situated in a solitary* 
.sheltered spot, inland at the junction of two hilis. 

“ They are relations of Mrs. Clements at Todd’s Comer,” she went on, 
“ and they had often asked her to go and see them. She said she would 
go, and take me with her, for the quiet and the fresh air. It was very 
kind, was it not ? I would have gone anywhere to be quiet, and safe, and 
out of the way. But when I heard that Todd’s Comer was near Limmo- 
ridge—oh! I was so happy I would have walked all the way barefoot to 
get there, and see the schools and the village and Limmeridge House again. 
They are very good people at Todd’s Comer. I hope I shall stay there a 
long time. There is only one thing I don’t like about them, and don’t like 
about Mrs. Clements-” 

“Whatisit?” 

“ They will tease me about dressing all in white—^they eay it looks so 
porticular. How do they know ? Mrs. Fairlie knew best. Mrs. Fairlie 
would never have made me wear this ugly blue cloak 1 Ah 1 she vraus fond 
of white in her lifetime; and here is white stone about her grave—and I 
am making it whiter for her sake. She often wore white herself; and she 
always dressed her little daughter in white. Is Miss Fairlie well and 
happy ? Does she wear white now, as she used when she was a giri ?” 

Her voioe sank when she put the questions about Miss Fairlie ; and she 
tumed her head farther and 'farther away from me. I thought 1 detected, 
in the alteration of her manner, an uneasy consciousness of the risk she 
had run in sending the anonymous letter; and I instantly determined so to 
frame my answer as to surprise her into owning it 

“ Miss Fairlie is not very well or very happy this moming,” I said. 

She murmured a few words; but they were spoken so confusedly, and 
in such a low tone, that I could not even guess at what they meant. 

“Did you ask me why Miss Fairlie was neither well nor happy this 
moming ?” 1 continued. 

“ No,” she said, quickly and eagerly—“ oh, no, I never asked that” 

“ I wtH tell you without your asking,” I went on. “ Miss Fairlie has 
received your letter.” 

had been down on her knees for some little lime past, caiefnlly 
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removing ihe last weatlier-stains left about the inscription while we wera 
speaking together. The first sentence of the words I had just addressed to 
her made her pause in her occupation, and tum slowly without rising 
from her knees, so as to face me. The second sentence literally petrified 
her. The cloth she had been holding dropped from her hånds; her lips 
feil apart; all the little colour that there was naturally in her face left it 
in an instant. 

“ How do you know ?” she said, faintly. “ Who showed it to you ?” 
Tlie biood Tushed back into her face—^mshed overwhelmingly, as the sense 
Tushed upon her mind that her own words had betrayed her. She struck 
her hånds together in despair. “ I never wrote it,” she gasped, affrightedly; 
** I know nothing about it 1” 

“ Yes,” I said, “ you wrote it> and you know about it. It was wrong to 
send such a letter; it was wrong to frighten Miss Fairlie. If you had any« 
thing to say that it was right and necessary for her to hear, you should 
havé gone yourself to Limmeridge House; you should have spoken to the 
young lady with your own lips.*' 

She crouched down over the flat stone of the grave, till her face was 
hidden on it; and made no reply. 

** Miss Fairlie will be as good and kind to you as her mother was, if you 
mean well,** I went on. “ Miss Fairlie will keep your secret, and not let 
you come to any harm. Will you see her to-morrow at the farm ? Will 
you meet her in the garden at Limmeridge House ?** 

** Oh, if I could die, and be hidden and at rest with t^ou /’* Her lips 
murmured the words close on the grave>stone; murmured them in tones of 
passionate endearment, to the dead remains beneath. You know how 1 
love your child, for your sake 1 Oh, Mrs. Fairlie! Mrs. Fairlie! tell me 
how to save her. Be my darling and my mother once more^ and tell me 
what to do for the hest.** 

I heard her lips kissing the stone; I saw her hånds beating on it 
passionatoly. The sound and the sight deeply affected me. I stooped 
down, and took the poor nelpless hånds tenderiy in mine, and tried to 
soothe her. 

It was useless. She snatched her bands from me, and never moved her 
face from the stone. Seeing the urgent necessity of quieting her at any 
hazard and by any means, I appealed to the only anxiety that she appeared 
to feel, in connexion with me and with my opinion of her—^the anxiety to 
convince me of her fitness to be mistress of her own actions. 

“ Come, come,’* I said, gently. “ Try to compose yourself, or you will 
make me alter my opinion of you. Don't let me think that the person 
who put you in the Asylum, might have had some excuse-*’ 

The next words died away on my lips. The instant 1 risked that chance 
reference to the person who had put her in the Asylum, she sprang up on 
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ber knees. A most extraordinArj and sfartling cbange pasaed over her. 
Uer face, at all ordioary tiinca so tonohing tu look at, in its nenrous sensi- 
tiveness, weakness, aud nnoertainty, became snddenly darkened by an 
expresslon of maniacally intense hatred and fear, which commnnicated a 
wild, imnatnral force to every feature. Her eyes dilated in the dhn even- 
ing light, like the eyes of a wild animaL She caught up the cloth that 
had fallen at her side, as if it had been a livixig creature that she oould 
kill, and crushed it in both her hånds with such conyulsive strength that 
the few drops of moisture left in it trickled down on the stone beneath her. 

‘‘Talk of something else,” she said, whispering through her teeth. ** 1 
^11 loee myself if you talk of that.” 

Every yestige of the gentier thoughts which had filled her mind hardly 
a minute sinoe seemed to be swept from it now. It was eyident that the 
impression lefl by Mrs. Fairlie’s kindness was not, as 1 had supx-osed, the 
only strong impression on her memory. With the grateful remembrance 
of her school-days at Limmeridge, there existed the vindictiye remem¬ 
brance of the wrong inflicted on her by her confinement in the Asylum. 
Who had done that wrong ? Could it really be her mother ? 

It was hard to giye up pursuing the inquiry to that final point; but 1 
foræd myself to abandon all idea of continuing it. Seeing her as I saw 
her now, it would have been crucl to think of anything but the neoessity 
and the humanity of restoring her composure. 

will talk of nothing to distress you,” I said, soothingly. 

“ You want something,” she answered, sharply and suspiciously. ** Don*t 
look at me like that. Speak to me; tell me what you want.” 

** 1 only want you to quiet youiself, and, when you are calmer, to think 
oyer what 1 haye said.” 

Said ?” She paused; twisted the cloth in her hånds, backwards and 
forwards; and whispered to herself, ** What is it he said ?” She tumed 
again towards me, and shook her head impatiently. **Why don*t you 
help me?’* she asked, with angry suddenness. 

“ Yes, yes,” I said; “ I will help you; and you will soon remember. 1 
asked you to see Miss Fairlie to-morrow, and to tell her the truth about 
the letter.” 

“ Ah! Miss Fairlie—^Fairlie—Fairlie- ** 

The mere utterance of the loyed, familiar name seemed to quiet her. 
Her face softened and grew like itself again. 

“You need have no fear of Miss Fairlie,” I continued; “and no fear of 
gotting into trouble through the letter. She knows so much about it 
already, that you will have no difiBculty in telling her all. There can be 
litde necessity for concealment where there is hardly anything left to con- 
ceaL You mention no names in the letter; but Miss Fairlie knows th«it 
the person you write of is Sir Percival Giyde—” 
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The instant I prononnced that name she started to her feet; and a 
■cream burst from her that rang through the chnrchyard and made my 
heart leap in me with the terror of it. The dark deformity of the expres« 
nou which had just left her face, lower^ on it once more, with doubled 
and trebled intensity. The shriek at the name, the reiterated look ot 
hatred and fear that instantly followed, told all. Not even a last doubt 
now remained. Her mother was gniltless of imprisoning her in the Asy- 
lum. A man had shut her up—and that man was Sir Percival Giyde. 

The scream had reached other ears than mine. On one side, I heard the 
door of the sexton’s oottage open; on the other, I heard the voice of her 
eompanion, the.woman in the shawl, the woman whom she had spoken of 
as Mrs. Clements. 

** I*m Corning 1 I*m coming 1*’ cried the voioe, from behind the dump of 
dwarf trees. 

In a moment more, Mrs. Clements hnrried into view. 

** Who are you ?** she cried, fadng me resolutely, as she set her foot on 
the stile. How dåre you frighten a poor helpless woman like thatP’ 

She was at Anne Catherick’s side, and had put one arm around her, 
before I could answer. ** What is it, my dear T’ she said. What has he 
done to you?” 

“Noihing,” the poor creature answered. /‘Nothing. Vm only 
frightened.” 

Mrs. Clements tumed on me with a fearless indignation, for whidi I 
respected her. 

“ I should be heartily ashamed of myself if I deserved tbat angry look," 
I said. ** But I do not deserve it. I have unfortunately startled her, 
^thout intending it. This is not the first time she has seen me. Ask 
her yourself, and she will tell you that I am inoapable of willingly harm- 
ing W or any woman.” 

I spoke distinctly, so that Anne Catherick might hear and understand 
me : and I saw that the words and their meaning had reached her. 

“ Yes, yes,” she said; “he was good to me once; he helped m o «- ' * 
She whispered the rest into her friend’s ear. 

“ Strange, indeed!” said Mrs. Clements, with a look of perplexity. “ It 
makes all the difference, though. Tm sorry 1 spoke so rough to you, sir; 
but you must own that appearances looked suspicious to a stranger. It’s 
more my fault than yours, for humouring her whims, and letting her be 
alone in such a place as this. Come, my dear—come home now.” 

I thought the good woman looked a Uttle uneasy at the prospect of the 
walk back, and I offered to go with thcm until they were both mtbin 
■ight of home. Mrs. Clements thanked me civilly, and declined. She 
said they were sure to meet øome of the farm-labourers, as soon as they 
got to the moor. 
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"Tiy to forgive me,” I said, wben Anne Catherick took ker fiiend’B anu 
to go awaj. Innocent as I kad been of any intention to terrify and agitata 
her, my keart smote me as I looked at the poor, pale, frigktened face. 

“ I will try,” ske answered. “ But you know too much; Fm aihtid 
you’ll always frighten me now.” 

Mrs. elements glanoed at me, and skook ker kcad pityingly. 

“Good nigkt, sir,** ske said. “You oouldn’t kelp it, I know; but I 
wish it was me you had frigktened, and not ker.” 

They moved away a few steps. I thougkt tkey kad left me; but Anne 
Boddenly stopped, and separated kerself from ker friend. 

“ Wait a little,’* ske said. “ I must say good-by.** 

Ske retumed to the grave, rested botk bands tenderly on the marble 
cross, and kissed it. 

“Pm better now,” ske sighed, looking up at me qnietly. “I forgive 
you.” 

Ske joined ker companion again, and they left the burial-gronnd. I saw 
tkem stop near the churck, and speak to the sexton’s wife, wko kad come 
from the oottage, and kad waited, watching us from a distance. Then 
tkey went on again up the path tkat led to the moor. I looked after Amne 
Catkerick as she disappeare^ till all trace of her kad faded in the twillet 
^looked as anxiously and soirowfuUy as if tkat was the last 1 was to see 
iu this weary world of the woman in wkite. 


XIV. 

Half an hour later, I was badk at.the house^ imd was infonning Miss Qal* 
combe of all that had happened. 

Ske listened to me from beginning to end« with a steady, silent attention, 
wkick, in a woman of her temperament and disposition, was the strengest 
proof that could be offered of the serious inanner in which my narrative 
s^ected her. 

“Mymind misgives me,” was all ske said wken I kad done. “My 
misgives me sadly about the future.*’ 

The future may depend,” I suggested, “ on the use we make of the 
present. It is not improbable that Anne Catherick may speak more 
readily and unreservedly to a woman than she has sj)oken to me. If Miss 
Pairlie-■” 

“ Kot to be thoughtof for a moment,” interposed Miss Haloombe,in ker 
most decided manner. 

“Let me suggest, then,” I continued, “that you should see Anne 
Catkerick yourself, and do all you can to win ker confidence. For my own 
P^rt, I shiink from the idea of alarming the poor creature a second time, 
aa I have most unkappily alarmed her ahready. Bo you see any objection 
k) acoompanying me to the farm-kouse to-morrow?” 
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** None whateyer. 1 will go anywhere and do anything to serve Lanra'i 
interests. What did you say tlie place was called ?** 

“ You must know it well. It is called Todd’s Comer.” 

“ Certøinly. Todd’s Comer is one of Mr. Fairlie’s farms. Our^dairy- 
maid here is the farmei^s seoond daughter. She goes backwaids and for¬ 
wards constantly, between this house and her father’s farm; and she may 
have heard or seen something which it may he useful to us to know. 
Shall I ascertain, at onoe, if the giri is down stairs 

She rang the 'tell, and sent the scrvant with his message. He retumed, 
and announoed that the dairy-maid was then at the farm. She had not 
heen there for the last three days; and the housekeeper had given her 
leave to go home, for an hour or two, that evening. 

** I can speak to her to-morrow,” said Miss Haloombe, when the servant 
had left the room again. ** In the mean time, let me thoroughly under¬ 
stand the object to be gained by my interview with Anne Catherick. Is 
there no doubt in your mind that the person who oonfined her in the 
Asylnm was Sir Percival Giyde ?” 

** There is not the shadow of a doubt. The only mystery that remains, 
is the mystery of his mottve, Looking to the great difference between his 
station in life and hers, which seems to preclude all idea of the most distant 
relationship between them, it is of the last importance—even assuming 
that she really required to be placed under restraint—^to know why he 
should have been the person to assume the seiious responsibility of shut- 
ting her up- ** 

** In & private Ajsylum, I think you said 

** Yes, in a private Asylum, where a sum of money which no poor person 
oould affoid to give, must have been paid for her maintenance as a 
patient.” 

** I see where the doubt lies, Mr. Hartright; and I promise you that it 
shall be set at rest, whether Anne Catherick assists us to-morrow or not. 
Sir Percival Giyde shall not be long in this house without satisfying Mr. 
Gilmore, and satisfying me. My sister’s future is my dearest care in life; 
and 1 have influence enough over her to give me some power, where her 
marriage is concemed, in the disposal of it.” 

We parted for the night. 

After breakfast, the next moming, an obstacle, which the events of the 
evening before had put out of my memory, interposed to prevent our pro- 
ceeding immediately to the farm. This was my last day at Limmeridge 
House ; and it was necessary, as soon as the post came in, to follow Miss 
Haloombe’s advice, and to a^ Mr. Fairlie’s permission to shorten my en¬ 
gagement by a montn, in emudderation of an unforeseen necessity for my 
return to Londen. 
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Fortunately for the probability of this exouse, so far as appearanoes were 
concemed, tlie post brou^t me two letters from London friende, tbat 
moming. 1 took them away at onoe to my own room; and sent the serr- 
vit with a message to Mr. Fairlie, requesting to know when I oould see 
sim on a matter of business. 

I awaited the man’s return, free from the slightest feeling of anxiety 
about the manner in which his master might reoeive my application. 
With Mr. Fairlie’s leave or without it, I must go. The oonsciousness of 
having now taken the first step on the dreary joumey which was henoe- 
forth tO'separate my life from Miss Fairlie’s seemed to have blnnted my 
senåbility to every consideration connected with myself. I had done with 
my poor man’s touchy pride; I had done with all my little artist vanities 
No insolence of Mr. Fairlie’s, if he chose to be insolent, could wound me 
now. 

The servant retumed with a message for which I was not unprepared. 
Mr. Fairlie r^etted that the state of his health, on that particular mom- 
ing, was suGh aa to preclude all hope of his having the pleasure of receiving 
me. He begged, therefore, that 1 would accept his apologies, and kindly 
oommunicate what I had to say, in the form of a letter. Similar messages 
to this had reached me, at various intervals, during my three months* 
residcnce in the house. Throughout the whole of that period, Mr. Fairlie 
had bcen rejoiced to “ possess ** me, but had never bfeen well enough to see 
me for a second time. The servant took every fresh batch of drawings 
that I mounted and restored, back to his master, with my “ respectsand 
returned empty-handed with Mr. Fairlie’s “ kind compliments,” “ hest 
thanks,” and sincere regiets ” that the state of his health still obliged 
him to remain a solitary prisoner in his own room. A more satisfactory 
arrangement to both sides could not possibly have been adopted. It 
would be hard to say which of us, under the circumstances, felt the most 
grateful sense of obligation to Mr. Fairlie’s accommodating nerves. 

I sat down at once to write the letter, expressing myself in it as civilly, 
as clearly, and as briefly as possible. Mr. Fairlie did not hurry his reply. 
Nearly an hour elapsed before the answer was placed in my hånds. It 
was written with beautiful regularity and neatness of character, in violet- 
ooloured ink, on note>paper as smooth as ivory and almost as thick as card- 
board; and it addressed me in these terms:— 

“ Mr. Fairlie’s compliments to Mr. Hartright. Mr. Fairlie is more sur- 
plised and disappointed than he can say (in the present state of his health) 
by Mr. Hartright’s application. Mr. Fairlie is not å man of business, but 
he has consulted his steward, who is, and that person confirms Mr. Fairlie’s 
opinion that Mr. Hartright’s request to be allowed to break his engagement 
cannot be justified by any necessity whatever, excepting perhaps a case 

a 
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life aud death. If the bighly-appreciatlye féeling towårds Art and its pro¬ 
fessora, which it is the consolation and happiness of Mr. Fairlie’s Buffering 
exisience to oultivate, conld be easily shaken, Mr. Hartrigbt's present pro- 
oeeding would have shaken it. It has not done so—except in the instance 
of Mr. Hartright himself. 

“ Having stated his opinion—^so far, that is to say, as acute nervous 
Buffering will allow him to state anything—Mr. Fairlie has nothing to add 
but the expression of his decision, in reference to the highly irregular appli- 
eation that has been made to him. Perfect repose of body and ^nd being 
to the last degree important in his case, Mr. Fairlie will not suffer Mr. 
Hartright to disturb that repose by remaining in the house under circum- 
stances of an essentially irritating nature to both sides. Aocordingly, Mr, 
Fairlie waives his right bf refusal, purely with a view to the preservation 
of his own tranquillity—and informs Mr. Hartright that he may go.”- 

• I • 

I folded the letter up, and put it away with my other papers. The time 
had been when I should have resented it as an insult: I acoepted it, now, 
as a written release from my en^gement. It was off my mind, it was 
almost out of my memory, when I went down stairø to the breakfast-room, 
and informed Miss Halcombe that I was ready to wålk with her to the 
farm. 

** Has Mr. Fairlie given you a satisfactory answér she asked, as we 
left the house. 

“ He has allowed me to go, Miss Halcombe.** 

She looked up at me quickly; and then, for the first time since I had 
known her, took my arm of her own accord. No words could have 
expressed so delicately that she understood how the perihission to leavo 
niy employment had been granted, and that she gave me her sympathy, 
not as my superior, hut as my friend. I had not felt the man*s insolent 
letter; but I felt deeply tbe woman’s atoning kindness. 

On our way to the farm we arranged that Miss Halcombe was to enter 
the house alone, and that I was to wait outside, within call. We adopted 
this mode of proceeding from an apprehénsion that my presence, after what 
had happened in the churchyard the evening before, might have the éffect 
of renewing Anne Catherick’s nervous dread, and of rendering her ad* 
ditionally distrustful of the advances of a lady who was a stranger to her. 
Miss Halcombe left me, with the intention of speaking, in the first 
instance, to the farmer*s wife (of whose friendly readiness to help her in 
any way she was well assnred), while I waited for her in the near neigh- 
bourhood of the house. 

I had fully expected to he left alone, for some time. To my surprise, 
however, little more than five minutes had elapsed, before Miss Halcombe 
(etumed. 
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•* Does Anne Catherick refuse to see yon ?” I asked in aslonisluneiitt 

"Anne Catherick is gone,” replied Miss Haloombe. 

“ Gene !** • 

" Gone, with Mrs. Clements. They both left the farm at eight o cU*ch 
this moming,** 

I could say nothing —1 conld only feel that our last chance of discovory 
had gone with them. 

" All that Mrs. Todd knows abont her guests, I know,” Miss Halcomlw 
went on; " and it leaves ifie, as it leaves her, in the dark. They both 
came back safe, last night, after they left you, and they passed tho first 
part of the evening with Mr. Todd’s famdy, as iisual. Just before supper- 
time, however, Anne Catherick startled them all by being suddenly s'^ized 
with faintness. She had had a similar attack, of a less alarming kind, on 
the day she arrived at the farm ; and Mrs. Todd had connected it, oii that 
oceasion, with something she was reading åt the time in our local news- 
paper, which lay on the farm table, and which she had taken up Wil f a* 
minnte or two before." 

" Does Mrs. Todd know what particular passage in the newspaper afTactcd 
her in that way ?” I inquired. 

“ No,” replied Miss Halcombe. " She had looked it over, and had soen 
nothing in it to agitate any one. I asked leave, however, to look it over 
in my him; and at the very first p^e I opened, I found that tho editor 
had enriched his small stock of news by drawing upon our family affai'rs, 
and had published my sister’s marriage engagement, among his olher 
aimouncements, obpied from the London papers, of Marriages in High Life. 
I concluded at once that this was the paragraph which had so stiangely 
affected Anne Catherick; and I thoiight I saw in it, also, the origin of the 
letter which she sent to our house the next day.^ 

“ There can he no doubt in either case. But what did you hear alwut 
her secohd attack of faintness yesterday evening 

"Nothing. The cause of it is a complete mystery. There was no 
tfcranger in the room. The only visitor was our dairymaid, who, as I told 
you, is pne of Mr. Todd’s daiighters; and the only conversation was the 
usual gossip about local affairs. They heard her cry out, and saw lier 
hun deadly pale, without the slightest apparent reason. ‘Mrs. Tcxld and 
Mrs. Clements took her up-stairs ; and Mrs. Clements remained witli her.. 
They were heard talking together until long after the usual bedtime; imd, 
early this morning, Mrs. Clements took Mrs. Todd aside, and amazed her 
heyond all power of expresslon, by saying that they mnst go. The only 
cxpl&nation Mrs. Todd could extract from her guest was, that sometliing. 
had happened, which was not the fault of any one at the fann-house, but 
which was serious enough tp make Anne Catherick resolve to loave 
Limmeridgc immediately. It was quit© useless to press Mrs. Clements 
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be more explicit. She only Bhook her head, and said that, for Aune^a 
sake, she must beg and pray that no one woiild question her. All slie 
oould repeat, with eveiy appearance of being seriously agitated herself, was 
that Anne must go, that she must go with her, and that the destination tr 
which they might both betake themselves must be kept a secret from 
everybody. I spare you the recital of Mrs. Todd’s hospitable remon- 
strances and refusals. It ended in her driving them both to the nearest 
station, more than three hours since. She tried hard, on the way, to get 
them to speak more plainly; but without sHCcess, And she set them 
down outside the station-door, so hurt and offended by the unceremonious 
abruptness of their departure and their unfriendly reluctance to place the 
least confidence in her, that she drove away in anger, without so much as 
stopping to bid them good-by. That is exactly what has taken plaoe. 
Search your own memory, Mr. Hartright, and tell me if anything happencd 
in the burial-ground yesterday evening which can at all account for the 
extraordinary departure of those two women this moming.” 

** I should like to account first, Miss Halcombe, for the sudden change 
in Anne Gatherick which alarmed them at the farm-house, hours after she 
and I had parted, and when time enough had elapsed to quiet any viblent 
agitation that I might have been unfortunate enough to cause. Did you 
inquire particularly about the gossip which was going on in the room when 
she tumed faint ?” 

“ Yes. But Mrs. Todd’s household affairs seem to have divided her 
attention, that evening, with the talk in the farm-house parlour. She 
oould only tell me that it was * just the news’—^meaning, I suppose, ihat 
they all talked as usual about each other.” 

“ The dairymaid’s memory may be better than her mother’s,” I said. 
** It may be as well for you to speak to the giri. Miss Halcombe, as sooi 
as we get back.” 

My suggestion was acted on the moment we retumed to the house. 
Miss Halcombe led me round to the servant’s offices, and we found the 
giri in the dairy, with her sleeves tucked up to her shoulders, cleaning a 
large milk-pan, and singing blithely over her work. 

“ I have brought this gentleman to see your dairy, Hannah,” said 
Miss Halcombe. “ It is one of the sights of the house, and it always doea 
you credit.” 

The giri blushed and curtseyed, and said, shyly, that she hoped she 
always did her best to keep things neat and clean. 

“ We have just come from your father’s,” Miss Halcombe continued. 
** You were there yesterday evening, I hear; and you found visitors at the 
house ?'* 

“ Yes, miss.” 

One of them was taken faint and ill, I am told ? I suppoae nothin" 
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was said or done to frighten her ? You were not talking of any thing very 
terrible were you ?” 

“ Oh, no, miss !*’ said the giri, laughing. ** We were only talking of 
the news.” 

Your sisters told you the news at Todd’s Comer, I suppose ?*’ 

“ Yes, miss.” 

And you told them the news at Limmeridge House 

Yes, miss. And l’m quite sure nothing was said to frighten the poor 
thing, for I was talking when she was taken ill. It gave me quite a tum, 
miss, to see it, never having been taken f&int myself.” 

> Before any more questions could he put to her, she was caUed awsy to 
Tcceive a basket of eggs at the dairy door. As she left us, 1 whispered to 
Miss Halcombe: 

** Aak her if she happened to mention, last night, that visitora were 
expected at Limmeridge House.*’ 

Miss Halcombe showed me, by a look, that she understood, and put the 
question as soon as the dairymaid retumed to us. 

Oh, yes, miss; I mentioned that,” said the giri simply. The com- 
pany coming, and the accident to the brindled.cow, was all the news I had 
to take to the farm.” 

** Did you mention names ? Did you tell them that Sir Percival Giyde 
was expected on Monday ?*’ 

“ Yes, miss—told them Sir Percival Qlyde was ooming. I hope there 
was no harm in it; I hope I didn’t do wrong.” 

“ Oh no, no harm. Gome, Mr. Hartright; Hannah will begin to think 
us in the way, if we interrupt her any longer over her work.” 

We stopped and looked at one another, the moment we were alone agaim 

“ Is there any doubt in your mind, now, Miss Halcombe ?” 

“ Sir Percival Giyde shall remove that doubt, Mr. Hartright—or, Laura 
Fairlie shall never be his wife.** 


XV. 

As we walked round to the front of the house, a fly from the railway 
approached us along the drive. Miss Halcombe waited on the door steps 
until the fly drew up; and then advanced to shake hånds with an old 
gentleman, who got out briskly the moment the steps were let down. 
Mr, Gilmore had arrived. 

I looked at him, when we were introduced to caeh other, with an interest 
and a curiosity which I could hardly conceal. Th'iS old man was to remain 
at Limmeridge House after I had left it; he was to hear Sir Percival 
Glyde*s explanation, and was to give Miss Halcombe the assistance of his 
experience in forming her judgment; he was to wait until the question o‘ 
the marriage was set at rest; and his hånd, if that question were decid 
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il' the affirmative, waa to draw the settlement wiiich bound Miss Fairlie 
il tevocably to her engagement. Even then, when I knew. nothing by oom-. 
liartBoii.with trhat 1 kndvr nov, 1 looked at the 'family lAwypr with an 
interest which I had never felt before in the presence of any man^bieathifig 
who was a total stranger tø xne.. 

In external appearance, Mr. Gilmore was the exact oppoaite. of the 
conventional idea of an liLd lAV«:yer. ‘ Uia oompleilion Was florid; lua white 
hair wia.woifn xather long. .tillid kept caxiefully bnished^ hia blaøk coat, 
waistcoat, and trousers, fitted him with perfect neatness; hia white cravat 
was carefully tied; and his lavender-coloured kid gbves xnight have 
adomed the hånds of a fashionable clergyman, without fear and without 
reproach. His manners wera.pleasantly marked by the formal graoe and 
reflnement of the old school of politeness, quickened by the invigorating 
sharpness and readiuess of a man whose business in life obliges him aiways 
to keep his faculties in good working orden A sanguine constiiution and 
fair piDspects to begin with; a long snbsequent carecr of oreditable and 
oomfortable prosperity; a. cheerful, diligent, widøly-respected old age—^ 
such were 'the genéial impressions I derived from my introduction’ to 
Mr. Gilmore; and it is but fair to him to add, that the knomrledge 1 gaumd 
by later and betler experience only tended to confirm them. 

I left the old gentleman and Mss Halcémbe to enter thø honse together, 
and to talk of family matters undisturbed by the restraint of a stranger^a 
presence. They cicQsaed the hall dn iheir way to the drawing-nx>m; and 
I descended the steps again,' to wander aoout the garden alone. > 

My houns were numbered at limmeridge House; my departure the next 
moming was irrevocably settled; my share in the ihvesti^tion'which the 
anonymous letter had rendered necessary; was at an end. No harm oould 
be done to any one but myself, if I let my heart loose again, for the little 
time that was left me, from the oold cruelty of restraint which neoes^ty 
had forced me to inflict upon it, and took tny farewell of the scenes which 
were associated with the brief dream-time of my happiness and my love. 

I tumed instinctively to the walk beneath my study-window, where I 
had Seen her the evening before with her little dog; and foUowed the path 
which her dear féet had trodden so often, till 1 came to the wioket gate 
ihat led into her rose garden« The winter bareness spread drearily over it, 
now. The flowera that she had iaught me to distin^ish by their names, 
the flowers that I had taught her to paint from, were gone; and the tiny 
white patha that led between the beds, were damp and green already. 1 
went on to the avenue of trees, where we had breathed together the warm 
fragrance of August evenings; where we had admired together the myriad 
oombinations of shade and sunlight that dappled liie ground at our feet. 
The leaves feli about me from the groaning branches, and the earthy decay 
in the atmosphere chilied me to tbe bones. A little farther on, and I was 
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out of tho groundB, and Ibllowing the låne ihat wonnd gently npwatd to 
the nearest hilis. The old felkd tree by the wayside, on which we had sat 
to rest^ was sodden witb rain; and the tuft of feras and grasses which ] 
had drawn for her, nestling under the rough atone wali in front of us, had 
tomed to a pool of water, atagnating round an island of draggled weeds. I 
g^ed the smninit of the hili; and looked at the view which we had ao 
oden admired in the haj^ier time. It was cold and barren—^it waa no 
longer the view that I remembered. The aunshine of her presenoe waa iar 
from me; the charm of her yoice no longer murmured in my ear. She 
had talked to me, on the spot from which I now looked down, of her 
father, who was her last surviving parent; had told me how fond of each 
other they had been, and how sadly she missed him still, when ahe entered 
oertain rooms in the house, and when she took up forgotten ooeupations 
and amusements with which he had been assodated. Was tbe view that I 
had seen, wbile Hstening to thoøe words, the view that 1 aaw now, standing 
on the hill-top by myself ? I tumed, and lefl it; I wound my way back 
again, over the moor, and round the sandhilla, down to the beach. There 
was the whlte n^e of the surf, and the multitudinous glory of the leaping 
waves—^bat where was the place on whioh she had onoe drawn idle fignres 
with her pomsol in the' sand; the place where we had aat together, while 
she talked to me about myself and my home, while she asked me a 
woman’s minutely observant questions about my mother and my aister, and 
innooently wondered whedier I should ever leave my lonely chambers and 
have a v^e and a house of my own ? Wind and wave bad long sinoe 
smoothed out the trace of her which she had left in those marks on the sand. 
I looked over the wide monotony of the sea-side prospect, and the place in 
which we two had idled away the sunny hours, was as lost to me as if I 
had nevér known it, as strange to me as if I stood already on a foråign shore. 

The empty ailence of the beach struck cold to my heart. I retumed to 
the hønse and the garden, where tracea were left-to speak of her at eveiy 
tum. 

On the West terrace walk, I met Mr. Gilmore. He was evidently in 
seardi of me^ for he quickened hia pace when we caught sightof each other. 
The State of my apirits little fitted me for tbe society of a stranger. But 
the meeting was inevitable; and I resigned myself to make the hest of it. 

You are the very* person I wanted to see,** said the old gentleman. “ I 
had two words to say to you, my dear sir; and, if you have no objection, I 
will avail myself of the present opportunity. To put it plainly, Miss 
Halcombe and I have been talking over family affairs—affairs which are 
the cause of my heing here—and, in the course of our conversation, she 
was naturally led to tell me of this unpleasant matter connected with tho 
anonymous letter, and of the share which you have most creditably ap'^ 
properly taken in proæedinga so far. That share^ I quite imderatr 
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^veB you an intercst which you might not otnerwise havo felt, in knowing 
that the future management of the investigation, which you have begun, 
will be placcd in safe hånds. My dear sir, make yourself quite easy ou 
that point—^it will be placed in my hånds.” 

Tou are, in every way, Mr. Gilmore, much fitter to advise ond to act 
in the matter than I am. Is it an indiscretion, on my part^ to ask if you 
have decided yet on a course of proceeding ?** 

** So far as it is possible to decide, Mr. Hartright, I have decided. I 
mean to send a copy of the letter, accompanied by a statement of the cir- 
cumstances, to Sir Fercival Glyde^s solidtor in London, with whom 1 have 
some acquaintance. The letter itself, 1 shall keep here, to show to Sir 
Fercival as soon as he arrives. The tracing of the two women, 1 have 
already provided for, by sending one of Mr. Fairlie’s servante—a con- 
fidential person—to the station to make inquiries: the man has his money 
and his directions, and he will follow tbe women in the event of his finding 
any due. This is all that can be done until Sir Fercival comes on 
Monday. I have no doubt myself that every explanation which can be 
expected from a gentleman and a man of honour, he will readily give. Sir 
Fercival stands very high, sir—an eminent position, a reputation above 
suspicion—I feel quite easy about results; quite easy, I am rejoioed to 
assure you. Things of this sort happen constantly in my experience« 
Anonymous letters—unfortunate woman—sad State of society. I don*t 
deny that there are peculiar complications in this case; but the case itself 
is, most unhappily, common—common.” 

1 am afrai^ i/Lr. Gilmore, 1 have the misfortune to differ fn>m you in 
the view I take of the case.*’ 

** Just 80 , my dear sir—just so. I am an old man; and 1 take the 
practical view. You are a young man; and you take the romantic view. 
Let us not dispute about our views. I live, professionally, in an atmo- 
sphere of disputation, Mr. Hartright; and 1 am only too glad to escape 
from it, as 1 am escaping here. We will wait for events—yes, yes, yes; 
we will wait for events. Charming place, this. Good shooting ? Fro- 
bably not—^none of Mr. Fairlie’s land is preserved, 1 think. Charming 
place, though; and delightful people. You draw and paint, 1 hear, Mr. 
Hartright ? Enviable accomplishment. What style ?** 

We dropped into general conversation—or, rather, Mr. Gilmore talked, 
and I listened. My attention was far from him, and fix)m the topics on 
which he discoursed so fluently. The solitary walk of the last two hours 
had wrought its effect on me—it had set the idea in my mind of hastening 
my departure from Limmeridge House. Why should I prolong the hard 
trial of saying farewell by one unnecessary minute ? What further service 
was required of me by any one ? There was no useful purpose to be served 
by my stay in Cumbcrland; there no restrieUon of time i^ the per* 
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ffiissiim to leave wbich my employør had granted to me. Why not end it,* 
thcre and then ? 

I detennined to end it. There were aome honra of daylight still left>- 
there was no reason why my jonrney back to London should not begin on 
that aftemoon. I made the first civil excuse that occuried to me Ibi 
leaving Mr. Gilmore; and retomed at onoe to the honse. 

On my way np to my own room, 1 met Miss Halcombe on the stairs. 
Sbe saw, by the hnrry of my movements and the change in my manner, 
that 1 had some new purpose in view; and aaked what had happened. 

I told her the reasons whidi induced me to think of hastening my 
departure, exactly as I have told them here. 

**No, no,” she said, eamestly and kindly, ** leave us like a friend; break 
bread with us once more. Stay here and dine; stay here and help us to 
spend our last evening with you as happily, as like our first evenings, as 
we can. It is my invitation; Mrs. Vese/s invitation-r——” she hesitated 
a little, and tben added, Laura’s invitation as well.” 

1 promised to remain. God knows I had no wish to leave even the 
shadow of a sdrrowful impression with any one of them. 

My own room was the hest place for me till the dinner beil rang. I 
waited there till it was time to go down stairs. 

I had not spoken to Miss Fairlie— 1 had not even secn her—^all that 
day. The drat meeting with her, when 1 entered the drawing-room, was a 
hard trial to her self-oontrol and to mine. She, too, had done her hest to 
make our last evening renew the golden bygone time—^the time that could 
never oome again. She had put on the dress which I used to admire more 
than any other that she possessed—a dark blue silk, trimmed quaintly and 
prettily with old-fashioned lace; she came forward to meet me with her 
former readiness; she gave me her hånd with the frank, innocent good will 
of happier days. The cold fingers that trembled round mine; the pale 
cheeks with a bright red spot buming in the midst of them; the faint 
smile that struggled to live on her lips and died away from them while I 
looked at it, told me at what sacrifice of herself her outward composure was 
maintained. My heart could take her no doser to me, or 1 should have 
loved her then as I had never loved her yet. 

Mr. Gilmore was a great assistance to us. He was in high good humom, 
and he led the conversation with unfiagging spirit. Miss Halcombe 
seoonded him resolutely; and I did all I could to follow her example. 
The kind blue eyes whose slightest changes of expression I had learnt to 
inteipret so well, looked at me appealingly when we first i^t down to table. 
Help my sister—the sweet anxious face seemed to say^help my sister and 
you wili hdp røc. 

yfe got through the dinner, to all outward appearance at least, happily 
enough. Whon the ladies> had. risen irom fable, and Mr. Gilmoie and 1 
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W6re left abtie in the dining-room, a new interest pTes^ted itsølf to 
occopy oar attention, and to give me an opportunity of quieting myself by 
a few minntea of needfiil and welcoxne ailence. Tbe fiervant wbo had been 
desxjatched to trace Anne Catherick and Mrs. Cbments, retumed with. hia 
report, and was ahown into the dining^room immediately. 

“ Well,” said Mr. Gilmore, “ what have yoa foiMid out ?” 

** I have found out, air,” anøwered the man, that.both the women took 
tickets, at our station here, for Carlisle.” 

You went to Carlisle, of oourse, when you heard that ?” 

^ I did, sir; but I am sorry to say I oould find no farther trace of them.” 

“ You inquired at the ndlway ?” 

“ Yes, sir ” 

^ And at the different imiis?’* 

“Yesjsir.** 

** And you loft the statement I wiote for yon, at the police station?^’ 

“Idid, sir” 

“Well, my friend, you have done all yon could^ and I have done all 1 
could; and there .the matter must rest tid fi^her notice. We have 
played our tramp cards, iMr. Hartright,” contiQued the old gentleman, 
when the servant had withdrawn« “ For the present, at least, the Women 
have out-manæuvred us; and our only resouroe, now, is to wait till jSir 
Perdval Glyde comes here on Mcsiday next. Won^t you fill yout glass 
again? Good bottle of port, that—sound, suhatantial, oM wine. I have 
got better in my own cøllar, thongh.” 

We retumed to the. drawing^room^the room in which the happiest 
evenings of my liie had been passed; the room which, after this last night, 
I was never to see again. Its aspect was altøred sinoe the days had 
shortened and thewéather had grown oold. The glass doors on the tørraos 
side were closed, and hidden by thidL curtains. Instead of the saft 
twilight obscurity, in which wé used to sit, the bright radiant glow ol 
lampUght now dazzled my eyea. All was changed—in-dooia and out^ all 
was changed. • 

Miss Haloombe and Mr. Gilmore sat down together at tiie card*tahle; 
Mrs. Yesey took her customary chair. .There was no reatcaint on the 
disposalof their evening; and 1 felt ^e restmint on the disposal of. mine 
all the more painfully from observing it. 1 saw Miss Fairlie lingenng 
near the mudc stand. The time had been when:I might have joined. her 
there. I waited irresolutely<—I knew neither where to go nor what to do 
next. She cast one quiok glance at me, took a piece of music suddenly 
from the st^d, and came towards me of her own accord. 

“ Shall I play some of those little melodies of Mozart’s, which yon nsed 
to like so muoh ?” she asked, opening the* music nervously, and looking 
down at it whiie she spoke. 
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B^ore 1 oonld jfehank her, sixe lutttened to the piano. The chair near it, 
whieh I had.always been aoetiatomed to'ooeupy« stood empty. 8he struck 
a few chorda—then glanoed loimd at mø^-Mhen iooked back again at her 
musiq. 

“ WQn’t you t^e yonr old place?** she said, speakingyeryabrtiptly, and 
in very.low tones." . 

“ I may it on the last night,** I answéréd. . 

She did not .reply; she kept her attention rlveted on the musio^mnsie 
which she knew by memory, which she had played over and over again, in 
former times, without the book. 1 only knew that she had heard me, I 
only knew she was aware of my being elose to her, by seoing the red 
spot on the cheek that was nearest to me, fade out, and the face grow pale 
all over. 

I am very sorry you are going,’* she said, her voice almost sinking to a 
whisper; her eyes looking more and more intentiy at the mnsic; her fin« 
gers flying over the keys of the piano with a strange feverish energy which 
1 had never noticed in her before. 

shall remember thoee kind words, Miss fVurlie, long after to-morrow 
has Gome and gone.* 

The paleness grew whiter on her face, and she tumed it farther away 
horn me. 

“ Don’t speak of to-morrow,*’ she said.. “ Let the music i^eak to ns of 
to«night, in a happier language than ours.” 

Her lips trembled-^ faint sigh fluttered from them, which idie trled 
vainly to suppress. . Her fingers wavered on the piano; she struck a false 
note; confused herself in trying to set it right; and dropped her bands angrily 
on her lap. Miss HalcomW and Mr. Gilmore looked up in astonishment 
from the card-table at which they were playing. Even Mrs. Vesey, dozing 
in her chair, woke at the audden cessation of the music^ and inquired what 
had happened. 

“ You play at whist, Mr. Hartright?” asked Miss Halcombe, with her 
eyes directed significantly at the place I oceupied. ; t 

I knew what she meant; I knew she'was right; and I rose at once to 
go to the card-table« As I left the piano, Miss Fairlie tumed a page of the 
mnsic, and touched the keys again with a snrer band. 

“ I vriU play it,” she said, striking the notes almost passionately. “ I 
foiU play it on the last night.” 

“Come, Mrs. Vesey,” said Miss Halcombe; “Mr. Gilmore and I are 
tired of dcarté—^me and he Mr. Hartright’s partner at whist.” 

The old lawyer smUed satirically. His had heen the winning hånd; and 
ho bad just tumed up a king. He evidently attribnted Miss Halcombe'ø 
abmpt change in the card-table arrangements to a lady’s inability to play 
the loeing game. 
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The reet of the evening passed withoat a 'vvord or a look from her. Sho 
kept her place at the piano; and I kept mine at the card-table. She 
played unintermittingly—^played as if the music was her only refuge from 
herself. Sometimes, her fingers touched the notes with a lingering fond- 
ness, a soft, plaintive, dying tendemess, unutterahly beautiful and moum- 
ful to hear—sometimes, they faltered and failed her, or hurried over the 
instrument mechanically, as if their task was a burden to tbem. But still, 
change and waver as they might in the expression they imparted to the 
music, their resolution to play never faltered. She only rose from the 
piano when we all rose to say good night. 

Mrs. Yesey was the nearest' to the door, and the first to shake bands 
with me. 

“ I shall not see you again, Mr. Hartright,” said the old lady. “ I ara 
Cruly sorry you are going away. Ton have been very kind and attentive ; 
and an old woman, like me, feels kindness and attention. 1 wish you 
happy, sir—I wish you a kind good-by.** 

Mr. Gilmore came next. 

** 1 hope we shall have a future opportunity of bettering our acquaint- 
ance, Mr. Hartright. Tou quite understand about that little matter of 
business being safe in my bands ? Yes, yes, of oourse. Bless me, bow 
cold it is! Don’t let me keep you at the door. Bon voyage, my dear sir 
—^bon vogage, as the Frencb say.” 

Miss Halcombe followed. 

** Bhilf-past seven to-morrow morning,” she said; tben added, in a 
whisper, “ I have heard and seen more than you think. Your conduct to- 
night has made me your friend for li fe.” 

Miss Fairlie came last. I oould not trust myself to look at her, when I 
took her hånd, and when I thought of the next morning. 

** My departure must be a very early one,” I said. “ I shall be gone. 
Miss Fairbe, before you-” 

“ No, no,” she interposed, hastily; not before I am out of my room. I 
shall be down to breakfast with Marian. I am not so ungrateful, not so 
Ibigetful of the past three months—* 

Her voice failed her; her hånd closed gently roui^ mine—then dropped 
it suddenly. Before I could say, “ Good night>” she was gone. 

The end comes fast to meet me—comes inevitably, as the light of tbe 
last moming came at Limmeiidge House. 

It was barely half-past seven when I went down stairs—^but I found 
them both at the breakfast-table waiting for me. In the chili air, in the 
dim light, in the gloomy morning silence of the house, we three sat down 
together, and tried to eat, tried to talk. The struggle to preserve appear« 
ances was hopeless and useless; and I rose to end it. 
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Ås I held ont my hånd, as Miss Halcombe, who was nearest to mc, look 
it, Miss Fairlie tamed away suddenly, and hurried from the room. 

“ Better so,’* said Miss Haloombe, when the door had closed —** betler 
w, for you and for her.” 

I waited a moment before I could speak—it was hard to lose her, with* 
out a parting word, or a parting look. I controlled myself; I tried to take 
leare of Miss Halcombe in fitting terms; but all the farewell words I 
wonld fain have spoken, dwindled to one sentence. 

“Have I deserved tbat you should write to me?” was all I could say. 

“ You have nobly deserved everything that I can do for you, as long as 
we both live. Wlmtever the end is, you shall know it.'’ 

** And if I can ever be of help again, at any future time, long after the 
memory of my pi*esumption and my foUy is forgotten-** 

I could add no more. My voice faltered, my eyes moistened, in spite of 
me. 

She caught me by both hånds—she pressed them with the strong, steady 
grasp of a man—^her dark eyes glittered—^her brown complexion fiushed 
deep—the force and energy of her face glowed and grew beautiful with tha 
pure inner light of her generosity and her pity. 

“ I will trust you—^if ever the time comes, I will trust you as my friend 
and her friend; as my brother and ?ier brother.” She stopped; drew me 
nearer to her—the fearless, noble creature—^touched my forehead, sister- 
like, with her lips; and called me by my Christian name, “ God bless 
you, Walter!” she said. ** Wait here alone, and compose yourself—I had 
better not stay for both our sakes; I had better see you go finm the bal- 
oony upstairs.” 

She left the room. I turaed away towards the window, where nothing 
laced me but the lonely autumn landscape—tumed away to master my- 
self, before I, too, left the room in my tura, and left it for ever, 

A minute passed—^it could fi^rdly have been more—when I heard the 
door open again softly; and thé rustling of a woman’s dress on the carpet, 
moved towards me. My heart beat violently as I turaed round. Miss 
Fairlie was approaching me from the farther end of the room. 

She stopped and hesitated, when our eyes met, and when she saw that 
we were alone. Then, ^ith that courage which women lose so oftcn in the 
small emergency, and so seldom in the great, she came on nearer to me, 
strangely pale and strangely quiet, drawing one hånd after her along the 
table by which she walked, and holding something at her side, in the 
other, which was hidden by the folds of her dress. 

“ I only went into the drawing-room,” she said, “ to look for this. It 
may remind you of yonr visit here, and of the friends you leave ■ behind 
you. You told me I had improved very much when I did it—and I 
tliought you might like— - ” 
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She tamed her head away, arid offered me a little sketch drawn thw^h- 
out by her own pencil, of the sninmer-houso in which we had first met. 
The paper trembled in her hånd as she held it out to me—^trembled in 
mine, as I took it from her. 

I waa afraid to say what I only answered: “ It shall never leave 

me; all my life long it shall be the treasure that I prize most. I am very 
grateful fw it—very grateful to you, for not letting me go away without 
bidding you good-by.” 

“ Oh 1*^ she said, innocently, “ how could I let you go, after we have 
passed so many happy days together !'* 

“ Those days may never return. Miss FairMe—^my way of life and yours 
are very far apart. But if a time should come, when the devotion of my 
whole heart and soul and strei^h will give you a moment’s happiness, oi 
spare you a moment’a sorrow^ will you try to remember the poor drawing- 
master ^ho has taught you ? Miss Halcombe has promised to trust me— 
will you promise, too?” 

The farewell sadness in thé kind blue eyes shone dimly through her 
gatherii^ tears. , 

“ I promise it,** she said, in broken tones. “ Oh, don’t look at me like 
that I I promise it with åll my heart** 

1 ventured a little nearer to her, and held 6ut my hånd. 

“You have many friends who love you,' Miss Fairlie. Your happy 
future is the dear object of many hopes. May I say, at parting, that it is 
the dear object of my hopes too ?** 

The tears flowed fast down her cheeks. She rested one trembling hånd 
on the table to steady herself, while she gave me the other. I took it in 
mine—I held it fast. My head drooped over it, my téars feil on it, my 
lips pressed it—^not in love; oh, not in love, at that last moment, but in 
the agony and the self-abandonment of despair. 

“ For God*s sake, leave me !** she said faintly. 

The confession of her heart’s secret burst from her in those pleading 
words. . I had no right to hear them, no right to answer them: they were 
the words that banished me, in the name of her sacred weakness, from the 
room. It was all over. I dropped her hånd; I said no more. The blind- 
ing tears shut her out from my eyes, and I dashed them away to look at 
her for the last time. One look as she sank into a chair, as her arms feil 
on the table, as her fair head dropped on them wearily. One farewell 
look; and the door had closed upon her-*-the great gulf of separation had 
opencd between us—the image of Laura Fairlie was a memory of the pasC 
already. 

Tht End cf Bartrighfs Élarraiitfe, 
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Tke 8hty eontintied hy Vincent GilhobKi Chaneery Lcme^ Sdieitor. 

L 

1 WBiTE these lines at the reqnest of xny iiiend, Mr. Walter Hartright. 
ITiey aie intended to convey a dcscription of oertain events which serionsly 
afifected Miss Fairlie’s interests, and which took place after the period of 
Mr. Hartright’s departnre from Limmeridge House. 

There is no need for me to say whether my own opinion does or does not 
sanction the disclosure of the remarkable iamily story, of which my narra- 
tive forms an impor^t component part. Mr. Hartright has taken tbat 
responsibility on himself; and drcumstances yet to be related will show 
that he has amply ^med the right to do bo, if he chooses to ezercise it. 
The plan he. has adbc^ted for presenting the story to others, in the most 
tnithful and most vivid maniær, requires that it shoiild be told, at each 
successive stage ih the march of events, by the persons who were directly 
oonoemed in those events at the time of their oocurrence. My appearance 
here, as narrator, is the necessary conseqnence of this arrangement. 1 was 
present duiing the sojonm of Sir Fercival Giyde in Cnmberland, and was 
personally ooncemed in one important resnlt of his short residenco under 
Mr. Fairlie’s rooL It is my duty, therefore, to add these new links to the 
Chain of events, and to take up the chain itself at the point where, for the 
present only, Mr. Hartright has droj^d it 

I arrived at Limmeridge House, on Friday the second of November. 

My object was to remain at Mr. Fairlie’s until the arrival of Sir Fercival 
Giyde. If that event led to the appointment of any given day for Sir Fer- 
cival’s union with Miss Fairlie, I was to take the necessary instructions 
back with me to London, and to occupy myseH in drawing the lady’s 
marriage-settlement. 

On the Friday I was not favoured by Mr. Fairlie. with an interview. 
He had been, or had fancied himself to be, an invalid for years past; and 
he was not well enough to receive me. Miss Halcombe was the first mem- 
her of the family whom I saw. She met me at the house door ; and intro- 
dnced me to Mr. Hartright, who had been staying at Limmeridge for soms 
time past. 

I did not see Miss Fairlie until later in the day, at. dinner time. She 
was not looking well, and I was^ sorry to observe it. She is a sweet 
lovable giri, as amiable and attentive to every.pne about her as her exceL 
lent mother used to be—though, personally speakii^, she takes after her 
father. Mrs. Fairlie had dark eyes and hair; and her elder daughter. Miss 
Halco mbe, strongly reminds .me of hor. Miss Fairlie played to us in tha 
evening—not so weU as usual, I thought. We had a rubber at whist; a 



THE WOMAN IJI WHITE. 


B6 

mere profanation, so far as play was conoemed, of that noble game. 1 bad 
boen favoiirably impressed by Mr. Hartrigbt, on onr first introduction to 
one another; but I soon discovered that he was not free from the social 
failings incidental to his age. There are three tliings that none of the 
young men of the present generation can do. They can*t sit over their 
wine; they can’t play at whist; and they can't pay a lady a compliment. 
Mr. Hartright was no exception to the general rule. Otherwise, even in 
those early days and on that short acquaintance, he struck me as being a 
modest and gentlemanlike young man. 

So the Friday passed. I say nothing about the more serious matters 
which engaged my attention on that day—the anonymous letter to Miss 
Fairlie; the measures I thought it right to adopt when the matter was 
mcntidned to me; and the couviction I entertained that every possible 
cxplanation of the circumstances would be readily afforded by Sir Percival 
Giyde, having all been fully noticed, as 1 understand, in the narrative 
which precedes this. 

On the Saturday, Mr. Hartright had left before I got down to breakfast. 
Miss Fairlie kept her room all day; and Miss Halcombe apprøred to me 
to be out of spirits. The house was not what it used to be in the time of 
Mr. and Mrs. Philip Fairlie. I took a walk by myself in the forenoon : 
and looked about at some of the places which I first saw when I was 
staying at Limmeridge to transact family business, more than thirty yeaia 
since. They were not what they used to be either. 

At two o’clock Mr. Fairlie sent to say he was well enough to see me. 
He had not altered, at apy rate, since I first knew him. His talk was to 
the same purpose as usual—all about himself and his ailments, hiswonder- 
ful coins, and hirf^matchless Rembrandt etchings. The moment I tried tc 
speak of the business that had brought me to his house, he shut his eyea 
and said I “upset” him. I persisted in upsetting him by retuming again 
and again to the subject. All I could ascertain was that he looked on bis 
nicce’s marriage as a settled thing, that her father had sanetioned it, that 
he sanetioned it himself, that it was a desirable marriage, and that he 
should be personally rejoiced when the worry of it was over. As to the 
settlements, if I would consult his niece, and afterwai*ds dive as deeply as 
T pleased into my own knowledge of the family afiairs, and get everything 
ready, and limit his share in the business, as guardian, to saying, Yes, at 
tho right moment—^why of course he would iheet my views, and everybody 
clse*s views, with infinite pleasiue. In the mean time, there I saw him, a 
iiclpless sufferer, confined to his room. Did I think he looked as if he 
wanted teasing ? No. Then why tcase him ? 

I might, perhaps, have been a little astonished at this extraordinary 
absence of all self-assertion on Mr. Fairlie’s part, in the character of guardian, 
if iny knowledge of the family afGairs had not been sufiScient to remind me 
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that he was a single man, and that he had nothing more than a life-interest 
in the Limmeridge property. As matters stood, therefore, 1 was neither 
suiprised nor disappointed at the result of the interview. Mr. Fairlie had 
simply jnstified my expectations—^and there was an end of it. 

Sunday was a duil day, out of doors and in. A letter arrived for mo 
from Sir Percival Glyde’s solicitor, acknowledging the receipt of my copy 
of the anonymous letter, and my accompanying statement of the case. 
Mis^ Fairlie joined ns in the aftemoon, looking pale and depressed, and 
altogether unlike herself. I had some talk with her, and ventured on a 
delicate allusion to Sir Percival. She listened, and said nothing. All 
other subjects she pnrsued willingly; but this subject she allowed to drop. 
I hegan to doubt whether she might not he repenting of her engagement— 
just as young ladies often do, when repentance comes too late. 

On Monday Sir Percival Giyde arrived. 

1 found him to he a most prepossessing man, so far as manners and 
appearance were concemed. He looked rather older than I had expected ; 
his head being hald over the forehead, and his face somewhat marked and 
wom. But his movements were as active and his spirits as high as a 
yonng man’s. His meeting with Miss Haloombe was delightfully hearty 
and unaffected; and his reception of me, upon my being presented to him, 
was so easy and pleasant that we got on together like old friends. Miss 
Fairlie was not with us when he arrived, but she entered the room about 
ten minutes afterwards. Sir Percival rose and paid his compliments with 
perfect grace. His evident concem on seeing the cbange for the worse in 
the young lady’s looks was expressed with a mixture of tendemess and 
^espect, with an unassuming delicacy of tone, voice, and manner, which 
did equal credit to his good breeding and his good sense. 1 was rather 
surprised, under these circumstances, to see that Miss Fairlie continued to 
be oonstrained and uneasy in his presence, and that she took the first 
opportunity of leaving the room again. Sir Percival neither noticed the 
restraint in her reception of him, nor her sudden withdrawal from our 
society. He had not obtruded his attentions on her while she was present, 
and he did not embarrass Miss Halcombc by any allusion to her departure 
when she was gone. His tact and taste were never at fault on this or on 
any other oocasion while I was in his company at Limmeridge House. 

As soon as Miss Fairlie had left the room, he spared us all embarrass- 
ment on the subject of the anonymous letter, by adverting to it of his own 
accord. He had stopped in London on his way from Hampshire; had 
seen his solicitor; had read the documents forwarded by me; and had 
travelled on to Cnmberland, anxious to satisfy our minds by the speediest 
and the fuUest explanation that words could convey. On hearing him 
exptess himself to this efifect, I ofifered him the original letter which I had 
kept fol his inspection. He thanked me, and declined to look at it; sayijog 
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tliat he had seen the copy, and that he was qnite willing to leave th« 
original in our hånds. 

The statement itself, on which he immediately entered, was as simple 
and satisfactory as I had all along anticipated it would he. 

Mrs. Gatheriok, he informed us, had, in past years, laid him under some 
obligations for faithful services rendered to his family connexions and to 
himself. She had been doubly unfortunate in being married to a husband 
who had deserted her, and in having an only child whose mental faculties 
had been in a disturbed condition from a very early age. Although her 
marriage had removed her to a part of Hampshire far distant from the 
neighbourhood in which Sir Percival*s property was situated, he had taken 
care not to lose sight of her; his friendl}' feeling towards the poor woman, 
in consideration of her past services, having been greatly strengthened by 
his admiration of the patience and courage with which she supported her 
calamitles. In course of time, the symptoms of mental affliction in her 
unhappy daughter inerea^ed to such a serious extent, as to make it a matter 
of necessity to place her under proper medical care. Mrs. Oatherick herself 
recognised this necessity; but she also felt the prejudice common to persons 
occupying her respectable station, against allowing her child to be admitted, 
as a pauper, into a public Asylum. Sir Percival had respected this pre- 
judice, as he respected honest independence of feeling in any rank of life; 
and had resolved to mark his grateful sense of Mrs. Catherick’s early 
attachment to the interests of himself and his family, by defraying the 
expense of her daughter’s maintenance in a trustworthy private Asylum. 
To her mothers regret, and to his own regret, the unfortunate creature had 
discovered the share which circumstances had induced him to take in 
placing her imder restraint, and had conceived the most intense hatred 
and distrust of him in consequence. To that hatred and distrust—^which 
had expressed itself in various ways in the Asylum—^the anonymous letter, 
written after her escape, was plainly attributable. Jf Miss Halcombe’s or 
Mr. Gilniore’s recollection of the doeument did not confirm that view, or if 
they wished for any additional particulars about the Asylum (the address 
of which he mentioned, as well as the names and addresses of the two 
doctors on whose certificates the patient was admitted), he was ready to 
answer any question and to clear up any uncertainty. He had done his 
duty to the unhappy young woman, by instructing his solicitor to spare no 
expense in tracing her, and in restoring her once more-to medical care; and 
he was now only anxious to do his duty towards Miss Fairlie and towards 
her family, in the same plain, straightforward way. 

I was the first to speak in answer to this appeal. My own course was 
plain to me. It is the great beauty of the Law that it can dispute any 
human statement, made under any circumstances, and reduced to any foiiQ 
y I had felt professionally called npon to set up a case against Sir Feroiv^ 



THB WOHAH IN WHITE. 


99 


Glyde^ on tbe sire^h of bis own ^fanatlon, I conld bave done so beyond 
all doubt. But my daty did not be in tbis direction: my function was of 
the purely judidal kind. I was to weigh tbe explanation we bad juat 
heaid; to aUow all due force to tbe bigb reputation of tbe gentleman wbo 
offeied it; and to dedde bonestly wbetber tbe probabilities, on Sir PerciTara 
own showing, were plainly witb bim, or plainly against bim. My own 
oonyiction was tbat tbey were plainly witb bim; and I aooordin^y de- 
claied ihat bis explanation was, to my mind, unquestionably a satisfactory 
one. 

Miss Hdoombe, after looldng at me very eamestly, said a few words, on 
her side, to tbe same effect—witb a certain besitation of manner, bowever, 
whicb tbe drcumstances did not seem to me to warrant. 1 am unable to 
say, positively, wbetber Sir Percival noticed tbis or not. My opinion is 
that bedid; seeing tbat be pointedly resumed the subject^ altbou£^ be 
might, now, witb all propriety, bave allowed it to drop. 

** If my plain statement of facts bad only been addressed to Mr. Gilmore,” 
he said, " I sbould consider any furtber reference to this unhappy matter 
as unnecessary. I may fairly expect Mr. Gilmore, as a gentleman, to 
believe me on my word; and wben be bas done me tbat justioe, all 
discussion of the subject between us bas come to an end. But my position 
witb a lady is not tbe same. 1 owe to ber, wbat I would conoede to no 
man alive—a procf of tbe trutb of my assertion. You cannot ask for that 
proof^ Miss Halcombe; and it is therefore my duty to you, and still more 
to Miss Fairlie, to offer it. May 1 beg that you will write at onoe to tbe 
mother of this unfortunate woman—^to Mrs. Gatberick—^to ask for ber 
testimony in support of the exfdanation whicb I have just offered to 
you.” 

1 saw Miss Halcombe cbange ccdour, and look a little uneasy. Sir 
Percivars su^estion, politely as it was expressed, appeaied to ber, as it 
appeared to me, to point, very delicately, at tbe besitation whicb ber 
manner bad betrayed a moment or two sinoe. 

bope. Sir Percival, you don’t do rne tbe injustice to suppose that I 
distrust you,” she said, quickly. 

Certainly not, Miss Halcombe. I make my proposal purely as im act 
of attention to you, Will you excuse my obstinacy if 1 still venture to 
presB \iT* 

He walked to tbe writing-table, as be spoke; diew a cbair to it; and 
opened the paper case. 

“ Let me beg you to write tbe note,” be said, “ as o favour to roe, It 
need not occupy you more than a few minutes. You bave only to ask 
Mrs. Gatberick two questions. First, if ber daugbter was placed in tbe 
Asylum witb ber knowledge and approval. Secondly, if tbe share I took 
in tbe matter was such as to merit the expression of ber gratilude towards 
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myseif ? Mr. Gilmore*s mind is at ease on this tinpleasant subject; and 
your mind is at ease—^pray set my mind at ease also, by wiiting the 
note,** 

“ You oblige me to grant your reqnest, Sir Percival, wben I wonld much 
ratber refiise it.*’ With tbose words Miss Halcombe rose brom her place, 
and went to tbe writing-table. Sir Percival thanked ber, banded her a 
pen, and then walked away towards tbe fireplace. Miss Fairlie’s little 
Italian greyhound was lying on tbe rug. He held out bis band, and called 
to tbe dog good-humouredly. 

“ Come, Nina," be said; “ we remember eacb otber, don*t we ?" 

The little beast, cowardly and cross-grained as pet-dogs usually are, 
looked up at bim sbarply, sbrank away from bis outstretched band, whined, 
sbivered, and bid itself under a sofa. It was scarcely possible tbat be 
could have been put out by sucb a trifle as a dog*s reception of bim—^but 1 
observed, nevertbeless, tbat be walked away towards tbe window very 
suddenly. Perbaps bis temper is irritable at times ? If so, I oan sym- 
patbise witb bim. My temper is irritable at times, too. 

Miss Halcombe was not long in writiDg tbe note. Wben it was done, 
sbe rose from tbe writing-table, and banded tbe open sbeet of paper to Sir 
Percival. He bowed; took it from her; folded it up immediately, without 
looking at tbe contents ; sealed it; wrote tbe address; and banded it back 
to ber in silence. I never saw anytbing more graoefuUy and more beoom« 
ingly done, in my life. 

‘‘You insist on my posting tbis letter, Sir Percival?” said Miss 
Halcombe, 

“ I beg you will post it,” he answered, “ And now that it is written 
and sealed up, allow me to ask one or two last questions about tbe unbappy 
woman to wbom it refers. I have read tbe communication wbicb Mr. 
Gihnore kindly addressed to my solicitor, describing tbe ciicumstances 
under wbicb the writer of the anonymous letter was identified. But there 
are certain points to wbicb tbat statement dbes not refer. Did Anne 
Gatberick see Miss Fairlie ?” 

“ Certainly not,” replied Miss Halcombe. 

“ Did sbe see you ?” 

“No.” 

“ Sbe saw nobody from the bouse, tben, except a certain Mr. Hartri^t, 
wbo aocidentally met with ber in tbe cburcbyard bere ?” 

“ Nobody else.” 

“ Mr. Hartrigbt was employed at Limmeridge as a drawing-master, 1 
believe ? Is he a member of one of tbe Water-Colour Sooieties ?” 

“ 1 believe he is,” answered Miss Halcombe. 

He paused for a moment, as if be w^ tbinking over the last answer, and 
then added; 
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“ Did yon find out wnere Anne Catherick was living, when she wbi in 
cJiis nei^laonrliood T* 

“ Yes. At a farm on the moor, callcd Todd’s Comer.” 

“It is a duly we aU owe to tlie poor creature herself to trace her,” con- 
tinued Sir Percivid. “ She may have said something at Todd’s Gomer 
vrhich may help us to find her. 1 will go there, and make inquiries on Ihe 
chance. In the mean time, as I cannot prcvail on myself to discuss thi« 
painfhl subject with Miss Fairlie, may I beg. Miss Halcombe, that you will 
kindly nndertake to give her the neoessary explanation,deferring it of oourse 
nntil you have received the reply to that note.” 

Miss Halcombe promised to comply with his request He thanked her 
—nodded pleasantly—^and left us, to go and establish hlmself in his own 
room. As he opened the door, the cross-grained greyhound poked out her 
Sharp muzzle from under the sofa, and barked and snapped at him. 

'^Agood moming’s work. Miss Halcombe,” 1 said, as soon as we were 
alone. ‘‘ Here is an anxious day well ended already.” 

*‘Ye8,” she answered; ^'no doubt. 1 am very glad your mind is 
satisfied.” 

** My mind I Surely, with that note in your hånd, your mind is at 
ease too?” 

“ Oh, yes—^how can it be otherwise ? I know the thing could not be,” 
she went on, speaking more to herself than to me; but I almost wii^ 
Walter Hartright had stayed here long enough to be present at the expla- 
nation, and to hear the proposal to me to write this note.” 

I was a little surprised—perhaps a litUe piqued, also, by these last 
words. 

** Events, it is true, connected Mr. Hartright very remarkably with the 
afiair of the letter,” 1 said; ** and I readily admit that he conducted him- 
self, all things considered, with great delicacy and discretion. But 1 am 
qnite at a leas to understand what useful influence his presence could have 
exercised in relation to the effect of Sir Percivars statement on your mind 
or mine.” 

“ It was only a fancy,” she said, absently. “ There is no need to discuss 
it, Mr. Gilmore. Your experience ought to be, and is, the hest guide 1 can 
desire.” 

I did not altogether like her thrusting the whole responsibility, in this 
marked manner, on my shoulders. If Mr. Fairlie had done it, I should not 
have been surprised. But resolute, clear-minded Miss Halcombe, was the 
very last person in the world whom I should have expected to find shrink- 
ing from the expression of an opinion of her own. 

“ If any doubts still trouble you,” I said, “ why not mention them to 
me at once ? Tell me plaiuly, have you any reason to distrust Sir Percival 
Giyde?” 
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“ None whatever.** 

« Do you see anything improbable, or contradictory, in his explanation T 
^ How can I say I do, after the proof he has offered me o^ the truth of 
it? Can there be bøtter testimony in his favour, Mr. Gihnore, than the 
testimony of the woman’s mother ?” 

“ None better. If the answer to yonr note of inquiry proves to be satis- 
factory, I, for one, oannot see what more any friend of Sir FercivaVs can 
possibly expeot from him 

** Then we will post the note,” she said, rising to leave the room, ** and 
dismiss all farther reference to the snbject, uutil the answer arrives. Don^ 
attach any weight to my hesitation. I can give no better reason for it 
than that I have been over-anxions about Laura lately; and anxiety, Mr. 
Gilmore, unsettles the strengest of us.** 

She left me abriiptly; her naturally firm voice faltering as she spoke 
hose last words. A sensitive, vehement, passionate nature~a woman of 
ten thousand in these trivial, superficial times. 1 had known her from her 
earliest years; I had seen her tested, as she grew up^ in more than one 
trying family crisis, and my long experience made me attach an importance 
to her hesitation under the circumstances here detailed, which 1 should 
certainly not have felt in the case of another woman. I could see no cause 
for ony uneasiness or any doubt; but she had made me a little uneasy, and a 
littledoubtfnl, nevertheless. In my youth, 1 should have chafedand fretted 
imder the irritation of my own unreasonable State of mind. In my agc^ I 
knew better; and went out philosophically to walk it off. 

n. 

Wb all met again at dinner-time. 

Sir Percival was in such boisterous high spirits that I hardly recognized 
him as the same man whose quiet tact, refinement, and good sense had 
impressed me so strongly at the interview of the moming. The only trace 
of ids former self that I could detect, reappeared, every now and then, in his 
mauner towards Miss Fairlie. A look or a word from her, suspended his 
ioudest laugh, checked his gayest flow of talk, and rendered him all atten¬ 
tion to her, and to no one else at table, in an instant. Although he never 
openly tried to draw her into the conversation, he never lost the slightest 
chance she gave him of letting her drift into it by accident, and of saying 
the words to her, under those favourable circumstances, which a man with 
less tact and delicacy would have pointedly addressed to her the moment 
they occurred to him. Bather to my surprise, Miss Fairlie appeared to be 
sensible of his attenlions, without being moved by them. She was a little 
canfused from time to time, when he looked at her, or' spoke to her ; but 
she never warmed towards him. Bank, fortune, good breeding, good 
oks, the respect of a gentleman, and the devotion of a lover, wera all 
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ttiunbly placed at lier feet, and, so fiu* as appearances went, were all offered 
ia yain. 

On the next day, tbe Tviesday, Sir Percival went in the moming (taking 
one of tbe servants with him as a guide) to Todd’s Comer. His inquiries, 
as I afterwards beard, led to no results. On his return, he had an inter¬ 
view with Mr. I7airlie; and in the aftemoon he and Miss Haloombe rode 
out togetber. Notbing else happened worthy of record. The evening 
\)assed as usual. Tb^ was no change in Sir Percival, and no changø in 
Miss Furlie. 

The Wednesday’s post brought with it an event—the reply from Mrs. 
Cathericik. 1 took a copy of the document, which 1 have piesenred, and 
which 1 may as well present in this place. It ran as follows 

Madam, —beg to acknowledge the leæipt of yonr letter, inqniring 
whether my danghter, Anne, was placed under medical superintendenoe 
with my knowledge and approval, and whether the share taken in the 
matter by Sir Percival Giyde was such as to merit the expression of my 
gratitnde towards that gentleman. Be pleased to accept my answer in the 
affirmative to both tbose questioDB, and believe me to remain, your obedient 
Bervant, 

Jaiob Anke Gathebiok.’* 

Short, Sharp, and to the point: in fmm, rather a business'like letter 
for a woman to write; in substance, as plain a confirmation as could be 
denred of Sir Percival Glyde’s statement. This was my opinion, and with 
certain minor reservations. Miss Halcombe’s opinion also. Sir Percival, 
when the letter was shown to him, did not appear to be struck by thb sharp, 
short tone bf it. He told us that Mrs. OaÆerick was a woman of few 
words, a clear-headed, straightforward, unimaginative person, who wrote 
briefiy and plainly, just as she spoke. 

The next duty to be accomplished, now that the answer had been 
reoeived, was to acquaint Miss Fairlie with Sir Percival’s explanation. 
Miss Halcombe had undertaken to do this, and had left the room to go to 
her Bister, when she suddenly retumed again, and sat down by the easy- 
chair in which I was reading the newspaper. Sir Percival had gone out a 
minute before, to look at the stables, and no one was in the room but our¬ 
selves. 

** I Buppose we have really and truly done all we con she said, tuming 
and twisting Mrs. Catherick’s letter in her hånd. 

“ K we are friends of Sir Peroival’s, who know him and truet him, we 
have done all, and'more .than all, that is neoessary,” 1 onswered, a little 
annoyed by this return of her hesitation. “-But if we aie enexuies who 
«is|)cct him—” 
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“ That alternative is not even to be thought she interposed. ** Wa 
are Sir Percivars friends; and, if generosity and forbearance can add to our 
regard for him, we ought to be Sir Percival’s admirers as well. You know 
that^he saw Mr. Fairlie yesterdayi and that he afterwards went out with 
me?” 

“ Yes. I saw you riding away together.” 

<< We began the ride by talking about Anne Catherick, and about the 
singolar manner in which Mr. Hartright met with her. But we soou dropped 
that subject; and Sir Percival spoke next, in the most unselfish terms, of 
his engagement with Laura. He said he had observed that she was out of 
spirits, and he vrås willing, if not Informed to the contrary, to attribute to 
that cause the alteration in her manner towards him during his present 
visit. If, however, there was any more serious reason fDr the change, be 
WJuld entreat that no constraint mi^t be placed on her inelinations either 
by Mr. Fairlie or by me. All he asked, in that case, was that she would 
lecall to mind, for the last time, what the cireumstanoes were under which 
the engagement between them was made, and what his oonduct had been 
from the beginning of the courtship to the present time. If, after due 
reflection on those two subjects, she seriously desired that he should with- 
draw his pretensions to the honour of becoming her husband—and if she 
would tell him so plainly, with her own lips—he would sacrifice himself 
by leaving her perfeetly firee to withdraw from the engagement.** 

** No man could say more than that. Miss Halcombe. As to my ezperi« 
ence, few men in his situation would have said as mueh.” 

She paused after I had spoken those words, and looked at me with a 
fingular expression of perplexity and distress. 

*‘I accuse nobody and I suspect nothing,” she broke out, abruptly. 

** But I cannot and will not accept the responsibility of persuading lÅura 
to this marriage.*’ 

‘‘ That is exaetly the oourse which Sir Percival Giyde has himself re- 
quested you to take,” I replied, in astonishment. ** He has begged you 
not to force her inelinations.” 

** And he indireetly obliges me to force them, if I give her his message.” 

“ How can that possibly be ?” 

“ Gonsult your own knowledge of Laura, Mr. Gilmore. If I tell her to 
reflect on the cireumstanoes of her engagement, I at once appeal to two of 
the strengest feelings in her nature—to her love for her fatheris memory, 
and to her strict regard for truth. You know that she never broke a pro- 
mise in her life; you know that she entered on this engagement at the 
beginning of her father’s fatal Ulness, and that he spoke hopefully and 
happily of her marriage to Sir Percival Giyde on his death-bed.” 

I own that I was a little shocked at this view of the case. 

Surely,” I said, you don’t mean to infer that when Sir Percival spoke 
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to yon yesterday, ae øpecalated on snch a result as you have just men- 
tioned?” 

Her frank, fearless føce answered for her before die spokc. 

Do you think I would remain an instant In the oomiiany of any mas 
whom I suspected of sucn oaseness as that P” she asked, angrily. 

1 liked to feel her hearty indignation flash out on me in that way. We 
see so much malice and so little indignation in my profession. 

“ In that case,” I said, excuse me if I tell you, in our legal phrasc, 
that you are travelling out of the record. Whatever the oonsequences may 
be. Sir Percival has a right to expect that your sister should carefully con- 
sider her engagement from every reasonable point of view before she claims 
her release from it. If that unlucky letter has prejudiced her against him, 
go at once, and tell her that he has cleared himself in your eyes and in 
mine. What objection can she urge i^ainst him after that ? What excuse 
can she possibly have for changing her mind aljout a man whom she had 
virtually accept for her husband more than two years ago ?*’ 

‘‘In the eyes of law and reason, Mr. Gilmore, no excuse, I dåre say. If 
she still hesitates, and if I still hesitate, you must attribute our strange 
conduct, if you like, to caprice in both cases, and we must bear the impu- 
tation as well as we can.” 

With those words; she suddenly rose, and left me. When a sensible 
woman has a serious question put to her, and evades it by a flippant 
atiswer, it is a sure sign, in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, that she 
has sometbing to conceai. I retumed to the perusal of the newspaper, 
strongly suspecting that Miss Eialcombe and Miss Fairlie had a secret 
between them which they weie keeping from Sir Perdval and keeping 
from me. I thought this hard on both of ns—especially on Sir Percival. 

My doubts—or, to speak more correctly, my convictions—^were con- 
firmed by Miss HalcomWs language and manner, when I saw her again 
laier in ^e day. She was suspiciously brief and reserved in telling me the 
result of her interview with her sister. Miss Fairlie, it appeared, had 
listened quietly while the aflair of the letter was placed before her in the 
right point of view ; but when Miss Halcombe next proceeded to say that 
the object of Sir Percival’s visit at Limmeridge was to prevail on her to let 
a day be fixed for the marriage, she checked ali further refeience to the 
Bubject by begging for time. If Sir Percival would consent to spare her for 
the present, she would undertake to give him his flnal answer, before the 
end of the year. She pleaded for this delay with such anxiety and cita¬ 
tion, that Miss Halcombe had promised to use her influence, if necessary, 
to obtain it; and there, at Miss Fairlie’s éamest entreaty, all further dis- 
CQssion of the mcurriage question had ended. 

The purely temporary arrangement thus proposed might have been con- 
venient enough to the young lady ; but it proved somewhat embanassiiij? 
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to tho writer of these lines. That mornin^s post had bronght a letter from 
my partner, which obliged me to return to town the next day, by the after- 
noon train. It was extremely probable that 1 should find no seoond oppor- 
tunity of piesenting myself at Limmeridge House during the remainder of 
’the ycar. In that case, supposing Miss Fairlie idtimately decided on hold¬ 
ing to her engagement, my necessary personal communication with her, 
before I drew her settlement, would become something like a downright 
impossibility; and we should be obliged to oommit to writing questions 
whioh ought always to be disoussed on both sides by word of mouth. I 
øaid nothing about this difiBculty, until Sir Percival had been oonsulted on 
the subjeot of the desired delay. He waa too gallant a gentleman not to 
grant the request immediately. When Miss Halcombe informed me of this, 

1 told her that I must absolutely speak to her sister, before I left Lim¬ 
meridge ; and it was, therefore, arranged that I should see Miss Fairlie in 
her own sitting-room, the next morning. She did not come down to diimer, 
or join us in the evening. Indisposition was the excuse; and I thought Sir 
PerciTal looked, aa well he might, a little annoyed when he heard of it. 

The next moruing, os soon aa breakfiut waa over, I went up to Misa 
Fairlie*« aitting-room. The poor giri looked so pale and sad, and came 
forward to welcome me so readily and prettily, that the resolution to Ico- . 
ture her on her caprice and indedsion, which I had been forming all the 
way up-stairs, £uled me on the spot. I led her back to the ohair from 
which she had riaen, and plaoed myself opposite to her. Her cross-grained 
pet greyhound was in the room, and I Mly expected a barking and anap- 
ping reception. Strange to say, the whimsical little brute fialaified my 
expectatbns by jumping into my lap, and poking its sharp muzzle fami- 
liarly into my himd the moment I aat down. 

" You used often to sit on my knee when you were a child, my dear,** 1 
aaid, ** and now your little dog seems determined to suoceed you in the 
Vacant throne. Is that pretly drawing your doing ?” 

I pointed to a little album, which lay on the table by Eer side, and which 
she had evidently been looking over when I came in. The page that lay 
open had a small water-oolour landscape very neatly mounted on it. This 
was the drawing which had suggested my question: an idle question 
enough—but how could I begin to talk of business to her the moment I 
opened my lips ? 

** No,** she said, looking away from the drawing rather ooufusedly; ** it 
IB not my doing.’* 

Her fingers had a restless habit, whioh I remembered in her aa a child, 
of always playing with the first thing that came to hånd, wheneyer any one 
was talking to her. On this occasion they wandered to the Mbum, and 
toyed absently about the margin of the little water-colour drawing. The 
expreasion of melancholy deepened on her iace. She did not look at the 
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drawing^ or look at me. Her eyes moved ttneasily from objoct to object in 
the room; betrayiog plainly tbat sbe suspected what my pnrpose was id 
ooming to speak to her. Seeing that, 1 thooght it best to get to the pur- 
pose with as little delay as possible. 

‘^One of the errands, my dear, which brings me here is to bid you goodx 
by,” I began. ** 1 must get back to London to-day : and, before 1 leave, 

I want to have a word with you on the subject of your own affairs.” 

am very sorry you are going, Mr. Gilmore,” she said, looking at me 
kindly. ** It is like the happy old times to have you here.” 

*4 hope I may be able to come back» and recall those pleasant memories 
ODoe more,”! continued; ^‘but as there is some uncertainty about the 
fature, 1 must take my opportunity when I can get it, and speak to you 
now. 1 am your old lawyer and your old hriend; and 1 may remind you, 

I am sure, without offenoe, of the possibility of your marrying Bir Perdval 
Giyde.” 

She took her hånd off the little album as suddenly as if it had tumed 
hot and bumt her. Her fingers twined together nervously in her lap; her 
eyes looked down again at the floor; and anexpression of oonstraint settled 
OD her face which looked almost like an expression of pain. 

‘‘ Is it absolutely neoessary to speak of my marriage engagement?” she 
asked, in low tones. 

” It is neoessary to refer to it,” I answered; “ but not to dwell on it. 
Let us merely say that you may marry, or that you may not marry. In 
the first case, I must be prepared, beforehand, to draw your settlement; 
and I ought not to do that without, as a matter of poUteness, first oonsult- 
iag you. This may be my only chance of hearing what your wishes are. 
Let us, therefibre, suppose the case of your marrying, and let me inform 
you, m as few words as possible, what your position is now, and what you 
may make it, if you piease, in the future.” 

I explained to her the object of a marriage-settlement; and then told her 
exactly what her prospects were—in the first place, on her ooming of age, 
and, in the second place, on the decease of her unde—^marking the dis- 
tinction between the property in which she had a life interest only, and the 
property which was left at her own Control. She listened attentively, with 
the constrained expression still on her føce, and her hånds still nervously 
clasped tc^ether in her lap. 

“ And now,” I said, in conclusion, ” tell me if you can think of any 
condition which, in the case we have supposed, you would wish me to make 
for you—subject, of oourse, to your guar(han’3 approval, as you are not yet 
of age.” 

She moved uneasily in her chair—then looked in my fiioe, en a sudden, 
vøry eamestly. 

“ If it does happen,” she began, faintly; “ if I am- 
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“If you are mamed/* I added, helping her om. 

'* Don*t let him part me from Marian/* she cried, with a sndden ont- 
bVeak of energy. ** Oh, Mr. Gilmore, pray make it law that Marian is to 
live with me 1** 

Under otner circumstanoes I might perhaps have been amused at this 
essentially feminine interpretation of my question, and of the long explana- 
lion which had preceded it. But her looks and tones, when she spoke, 
were of a kind to make me more than serious—^they distressed me. Her 
trords, few as they were, betrayed a desperate clinging to the past which 
boded ill for the futore. 

** Your having Marian Halcombe to live with you, can easily be settled 
by private arrangement,** I said. ** You hardly understood my question, I 
think. It referred to your own property—^to the disposal of your money. 
Supposing you were to make a will, when you come of age, who would you 
like the money to go to ?** 

** Marian has been mother and sister both to me,** said the good, affec- 
tionate giri, her pretty blue eyes glistening while she spoke. **May I 
leave it to Marian, Mr. Gilmore?** 

** Certainly, my love,** I answered. But remember what a large sum it 
is. Would you Uke it all to go to Miss Halcombe?** 

She hesitated; her colour came and went; and her hånd stole back again 
to the little album. 

** Not all of it,** she said. ** There is some one else, besides Marian-^*' 

She stopped; her colour heightened; and the fingers of the hånd that 
rested upon the album beat gently on the margin of the drawing, as if her 
memory had set them going mechanically with the remembrance of a 
favourite tune. 

**You mean some other member of the family besides Miss Halcombe?** 
I suggested, seeing her at a loss to proceed. 

The heightening colour spread to her forehead and her ncck, and the 
nervous fingers suddenly clasped themselves fast round the edge of the 
book. 

There is some one else,** she said, not noticing my last words, though 
she had evidently heard them; ** there is some one else who might like a 
little keepsake, if—^if 1 might leave it. There would be no harm, if 1 
should die first-^** 

She paused again. The colour that had spread over her cheeks suddenly, 
os suddenly left them. The hånd on the album resigned its hold, trcmbled 
a little, and moved the book away from her. She looked at me for an 
instant—then tumed her head aside in the chair. Her handkerchief feL 
to the floor as she changed her position, and she hurriedly hid her face fmm 
me in her hånds. 

Sad 1 To remember her, as I did, the liveliest, happiest child that evei 
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langhed the day throngh; and to Ree her now, in the flower of her age and 
her beauty, so broken and so brought down as this 1 

In the Stress that she caused me, I forgot the years that had passed, 
and the change thcy had made in onr position towards one another. 1 
moved my chair close to her, and picked np her handkerchief from the 
carpet, and drew her hånds from her face gently, “ Don’t ciy, my love,” 
I said, and dried the tears that were gathering in her eyes, with my own 
hånd, as if she had bæn the little Laura Fairlie of ten long years ago. 

It waa the best way I could have taken to compose her. She laid her 
head on my ahonlder, and smiled faintly through her tears. 

“I am very sorry for forgetting mysel^** she said, artlessly. “1 have 
not been well—1 have felt sadly weak and nervous lately; and 1 often cry 
without reason when I am alone. I am better now; I can answer you as 
I ou^t, Mr. Gilmore, I can indecd.” 

“ No, no, my dear,” I replied; “ we will consider the subject as done with, 
for the present. Tou have said enough to sanction my taking the best 
possible care of your interests; and we can settie details at another oppor> 
tnnity. Let us have done with business, now, and talk of something else.” 

I led her at once into speaking on other topics. In ten minutes* time, 
she was in better spirits; and I rose to take my leave. 

“ Come here again,” she said eamestly. “ I will try to be worthier of 
your kind feeling fpr me and for my interests if you will only come again.” 

Still clinging to the past—that past wHch I represented to her, in my 
way, as Miss Halcombe did in hers! It troubled me sorely to see her look- 
ing back, at the beginning of her career, just as I look back at the end of 
mine. 

“ If I do come again, I hope I shall find you better,” I said—“ better 
and happier. God bless you, my dear!” 

She only answered by putting up her cheek to me to be kissed. Even 
lawyers have hearts ; and mine ached a little as I took leave of her. 

*nie whole interview between us had hardly lasted more than half an 
hour—she had not breathed a word, in my presence, to explainthemystery 
of her evident distress and dismay at the prospect of her marriage—and 
yet ahe had contrived to win me over to her side of the question, I neither 
knew how nor why. I had entered the room, feeling that Sir Percival 
Giyde bad fair reason to complain of the manner in which she was treating 
him. I left it, secretly hoping that matters might end in her taking him 
at his word and claiming her release. A man of my age and experiencc 
ought to have known better than to vacillate in this unreasonable manner. 
I can make no excuse for myself; I can only tell the truth, and say—so 
it was. 

The hour for my departure was now drawing near. I sent to Mr. Fairlie 
to say that I would wait on him to'take leave if he liked, but that he must 



110 


THE WOMAN IN IfHITE. 


excuse my being rather in a hurry. He sent a message back, written io 
pencil on a slip paper: Kind love and best wishes, dear Gilmorø 
Hurry of any Mnd is inexpressibly injurious to me. Pray take cara of 
yourself. Good-by.** 

Jnstbefore I left, I saw Miss Halcombe, for a moment, alone. 

** Have you said all you wanted to Laura P* she asked. 

** Yes,** 1 replied. She is very weak and nervous—I am glad she 
you to take care of her.” 

Miss Halcombe’s sharp eyes studied my face attentively. 

**You are altering your opinion about Laura,” she said. *^Yoa are 
readier to make allowances for her than you were yesterday.” 

No sensible man ever engages, unprepared, in a fencing match of worda 
with a woman. 1 ouly answered: 

** Let me know what happens. 1 will do nothing till I hear from you.** 

She still looked hard in my face. “ I Tvish it was all over, well 
over, Mr. Gilmore—end so do you.” With those words she left me. 

Sir Percival most politely insisted on seeing me to ihe carriage door. 

** Jf you are ever in my neighbourhood,** he said, pray don*t forget thai 
1 am sincerely anxious to improve our acquaintance. The tried and trusted 
old friend of this fanuly will be always a welcome visitor in any houae of 
mine.” 

A really irresistible man—courteous, considerate, delightfully free from 
pride—a gentleman, every inch of him. As I drove away to the station, 1 
felt as if I could cheerfolly do anything to promote the interests of Sir 
Percival Giyde—anything in the world, esLcept drawing the marriage- 
settlement of his wife. 

t ' I 

IIL 

A WEEK passed, after my return to London, without the xeceipt of any 
communication from Miss Halcombe. 

' On the eighth day, a letter in her handwriting was placed among the 
Other letters on my table. 

It announced that Sir Percival Giyde had been definitely aocepted, and 
that the marriage was to take place, as he had originally dedred, befora 
the end of the year. In all probability the ceremony would be performed 
during the last fortnight in December. Miss Fairlie’s twenty-first 
birthday was late in March. She would, therefore, by tins arrangement, 
f:jeoome Sir Percival’s wife about three months before ^e was of age. 

I ought not to have been surprised, I ought not to have been sorry; but 
r was surprised and sorry, neverthcless. Some little disappointment, 
caused by the unsatisfactory shortness of Miss Halcombe’s letter, mingled 
it&elf with these feelings, and contribnt^ its share towards upeetting my 
térenily for the day. In six lines my oorrespcndent announced the pro« 
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posed marrii^; in three more, she tqjd ine tbat Sir Perdval had left 
Cumberland to retnm to his honse in Hampshire; and in two ooncluding 
sentenoes ahe informed me, first, that Laura was aadly in Tvant of changa 
and cheerfol society ; secondly, that ahe had resolved to try the effect o^ 
some such change forthwith, by taking her sister away with her on a visit 
to ærtain old friends in Yorkshire. There the letter ended, without a 
word to explain what the circumstances were which had decided Miss 
Fairlie to accept Sir Fercival Giyde in ene short week from the time when 
I had last seen her. 

At a later peiiod, the canse of this sudden determination was fully 
explained to me. It is not my business to relate it imperfeetly, on hearsay 
evidence. The circumstances came within the personal experience of Miss 
Halcombe; and, when her nariative succeeds mine, she will describe them 
in every particular, exaetly ^ they happened. In the mean time, tlie 
plain duty for me to perform—hefore I, in my tum, lay down my pen and 
withdraw from the story—^is to relate the one remaining event connected 
with Miss Fairlie’s proposed marriage in which I was concemed, namely, 
the drawing of the settlement. 

It is impossible to refer intelli^bly to this doeument, without fint 
entering into certain particulars, in relation to the hride’s pecuniary affain. 
I will try to make my explanation briefiy and plainly, and to keep it free 
from professional* ohseurities and technicalities. The matter is of the 
utmost importance. I wam all renders of these lines that Miss Fairlie’s 
inheritance is a very serious part of Miss Fairlie’s story; and that Mr. 
Gilmore’s experience, in this particular, must be their experience also, if 
they wish to understand the narratives which are yet to come. 

Miss Fairlie’s expectations, then, were of a twofold kind; comprinng 
her possible inheritance of real property, or land, when her unde died, 
and her ahsolute inheritance of personal property, or money, when she 
came of age. 

Let ns take the land first. 

In the time of Miss Fairlie’s patemal grandfather (whom we will call 
Mr. Fairlie, the elder) the entailed succession to the Limmeridge estate 
atood thns: 

Mr. Fairlie, the elder, died and left three sons, Philip, Frederick, and 
Arthur. As eldest son, Philip succeeded to the estate. If he died without 
leaving a son, the property went to the second brother, Frederick. And if 
Frederick died also without leaving a son, the property went to the third 
brother, Arthur. 

As events tumed out, Mr. Philip Fairlie died leaving an only daughter, 
the Laura of this story; and the estate, in consequence, went, in Course ol 
law, to the second brother, Frederick, a single man. The third brother, 
Arthur, had died many years beforo the deoease of Philip, leaving a ir 
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and a daughter, The son, at the age of eightéen, was drowned at Oxford. 
IIU death left Laura, the daughter of Mr. Philip Fairlie, presumptive 
heiiess to the estate; with every chance of succeeding to it, in the ordinary 
GouTse of nature, on her uncle iS^erick*B death, if the said Frederick died 
without leaving male isaue. 

Except in the event, then, of Mr. Frederick Fairlie’s marrying and 
leaving an heir (the two very last things in the world that he was likely 
to do), his niece, Laura, would have the property on his death; possesaing, 
it must be remembered, nothing more than a life-interest in it. If she 
died single, or died childless, the estate would revert to her oonsin 
the daughter of Mr. Arthur Fairlie. If she married, with a 
proper settlement—or, in other words, with the settlement I meant to 
make for her—the inoome from the estate (a good three thousand a year) 
would, during her lifetime, be at her own disposal. If she died before her 
husband, he would naturally expect to be left in the enjoyment of the 
income, for his lifetime. If sho had a son, that son would be the heir, to 
the exclusion of her cousin Magdalen. Thus, Sir Percival*B prospects in 
marrying Miss Fairlie (so far as his wife’s expectations from real property 
were concemed) promised him these two advantages, on Mr. Frederick 
Fairlie’s death: First, the use of three thousand a year (by his wife’s prø- 
mission, while she lived, and, in his own right, on her death, if he survived 
her); and, secondly, the inheritanoe of Limmeridge for his son, if he had 
one. 

So much for the landed property, and for the disposal of the inoome from 
it, on the occasion of Miss Fairlie’s marriage. Thus &r, no difficulty or 
difference of opinion on the lady’s settlement was at all likely to arise 
between Sir Percival’s lawyer and myself, 

The personal estate, or, in other words, the money to which Miss Fairlie 
would become entitled on reaching the age of twenty-one years, is the next 
point to consider. 

Tilis part of her inheritanoe was, in itself, a comfortable little fortune. 
It was derived under her father’s will, and it amounted to the sum of 
twenty thousand pounds. Besides this, she had a life-interest in ten 
thousand pounds more; which latter amount was to go, on her decease, to 
her aunt Eleanor, her father’s only sister. It will greatly assist in setting 
the family affairs before the reader in the clearest possible light, if I stop 
here for a moment, to explain why the aunt had been kept waiting for her 
logacy until the death of the niece. 

Mr. Philip Fairlie had lived on excellent terms with his sister Eleanor, 
as long as she remained a single woman. But when her marriage took 
place, Bomewhat late in life, and when that marriage United her to an 
Italian gentleman, named Fosoo—or, rather, to an Italian nobleman, seeing 
that he rejoiced in the title of Count—^Mr. Fairlie disapproved of her 
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coudnct 80 strongly tbat Le oeased to Lold any oommunication wath heri 
and eren went the length of striking her name out of his will. The other 
membeis of the family all thought this serious manifestation of resentmen 
at his sister’s marriage more or less unreasonable. Count Fosco, though 
not a rich man, was not a penniless adventurer either. He had a small, but 
sufficient income of hia own; he had Hved many years in England; and 
he held an excellent position in society. These recommendations, however, 
availed nothing with Mr. Fairlie. In many of his opinions he was an 
Englishman of the old school; and he hated a foreigner, simply and solely 
because he was a foreigner. The utmost that he could be prevailed on to 
do, in after years, mainly at Miss Fairlie's intercession, was to restore his 
sister’s name to its former place in his will, but to keep her waiting for her 
legacy by giving the income of tho money to his daughter for life, and the 
money itself, if her aunt died betbre her, to her cousin Magdalen. Con- 
sidering the relative ages of the two ladies, the aimt’s chance, in the ordinary 
oourse of nature, of receiving the ten thousand poimds, was thus rendered 
doubtful in the extreme; and Madame Fosco resented her brother’s treat- 
ment of her as imjustly as usual in such cases, by refusing to see her 
niece, and declining to believe that Miss Fairlie’s intercession had ever 
been exerted to restore her name to Mr. Fairlie^s i/vdll. 

Such was the history of the ten thousand pounds. Mere again no 
difficulty could arise with Sir PercivaFs legal adviser. The income would 
be at the wife’s disposal, and the principal would go to her aimt, or her 
cousin, on her death. 

All preliminary explanations being now cleared out of the way, 1 come, 
at last, to thé real knot of the case—to the twenty thousand pounds. 

This sum was absolutely Miss Fairlie’s own, on her completing her 
twenty-hrst year; and the whole future disposition of it depended, in the 
fiist instance, on the conditions 1 could obtain for her in her marriage- 
Bettlement. The other clauses contained in that document were of a 
formal kind, and need not be recited here. But the clause relating to the 
money is too important to be passed over. A few lines will be sufficient to 
give the necessary abstract of it. 

My stipulation in r^ard to the twenty thousand pounds, was simply 
this: The whole amount was to be settled so as to give the income to the 
lady for her life; afterwards to Sir Percival for his life ; and the principal 
to the children of the marriage. In default of issue, the principal was to 
be disposed of as the lady might by her will direct, for which purpose I 
reserved to her the right of making a will. The effect of these conditions 
may be thus summed up. If Lady Giyde died without leaving children, 
her half-sister Miss Halcombe, and any other relatives or friénds whom 
she might be anxious to benefit, would, on her husband’s death, divide 
unong them such shares of her money as she desired them to have. If, oa 

c 
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the other hånd, she died, leaving cliildren, then their interest, Datnrally and 
DieoesBarily, superseded all other interests whateoever. This was the danse: 
and no one who reads it, can fail, I think, to agree with me that it meted 
out eqnal justice to all parties. 

We shdl see how my proposals were met on the husband’s side. 

At the time when Miss Halcombe’s letter reached me, I was even more 
busily occupied than usual. But I contrived to make leisnre for the 
settlement. I had drawn it, and had sent it for approval to Sir Perdvara 
aolidtor, in less than a week from the time when Miss Halcombe had * 
informed me of the proposed marriage. 

After a lapse of two days, the docnment was retumed to me, with 
notes and remarks of the baronet*s lawyer. His objections, in grøieral, 
proved to be of the most trifling and technical kind, until he came to the 
danse relating to the twenty thonsand ponnds. Against this, there were 
donble lines drawn in red ink, and the following note was appended to them: 

** Not admissible. The primctpal to go to Sir Fercival Glyde^ in the 
event of his snrviving Lady Giyde, and there being no issne.” 

That is to say, not one fiurthing of the twenty thonsand ponnds was to 
go to Miss Halcombe, or to any other relative or friend of Lady Glyde's. 
The whole snm, if she left no children, was to slip into the pockets of her 
husband. 

The answer I wrote to this andacions proposal was as short and sharp 
as 1 conld make it. ** My dear sir. Miss Fairlie’s settlement. 1 main- 
tain the danse to which you object, exactly as it stands. Yours tmly.” 
The rejoinder came back in a quarter of an honr. “ My dear sir. Miss 
Fairlids settlement. I maintain the red ink to which yon object, exactly 
as it stands. Yonrs truly.” In the detestable slang of the day, we were 
now both at a dead-lock,” and nothing was left for it but to refer to onr 
clients on either side. 

As matters stood, my Client—Miss Fairlie not having yet oompleted her 
twenty-flråt year—was her guardian, Mr. Frederick Fairlie. I wrote by 
that day’s post and put the case before him exactly as it stood; not only 
nrging every argument I conld think of to indnce him to Tnaintain the 
danse as 1 had drawn it, but stating to him plainly the meroenazy motive 
which was at the bottom of the opposition to my settlement of the twenty 
thonsand ponnds. The knowledge of Sir Peroivars affairs which I hn/^ 
necessarily gained when the provisions of the deed on his side were snb« 
mitted in due conrse to my examination, had but too plainly informed me 
that the debts on his estate were enormons, and that his income, thongh 
nominally a large one^ was, virtnally, for a man in his position, next to 
nothing. The want of ready money was the practical necessity of Sir 
Perdval’s existenoe; and his lawyer's note on the danse in the settlement 
was nothing bat the flnnkly selfish expresdon of it» 



THE WOMAN IN WHITE. 


116 

Mr, Pairlie’s answNr reached me by return of jiost, and proved to be 
vandering and irrelevant in the extreme. Tumed into plnin English, it 
practically expressed itself to this efifeet: “Would dcar Gilmore be so 
very obliging as not to worry hia friend and client abont such a trifle as a 
remote contingency ? Was it likely that a young woman of twenty-one 
would die before a man of forty-five, and die without children ? On the 
ofcher hånd, in such a miserable world as this^ was it jwssible to over- 
estimate the valne of peace and quietness? If those two heavenly 
biessings were ofifered in exchange for such an earthly trifle as a remote 
cbance of twenty thousand pounds, was it not a fair bargain? Surely, 
yes. Then why not make it ?” 

I threw the letter away in disgust. Just as it had fluttered to the 
groimd, there was a knock at my door; and Sir Percival’s solicitor, 
Mr. Merriman, was shown in. There are many varieties of sharp proc- 
titioners in this world, but, I think, the hårdest of all to deal with are the 
men who overreach you under the disguise of inveterate good humour. 
A fat, well-fed, smiling, friendly man of business is of all parties to a bar¬ 
gain the most hopeless to deal with. Mr. Merriman was one of this class. 

“ And how is good Mr. Gilmore ?” he began, all in a glow with the 
warmth of his own amiability. ** Glad to see you, sir, in such excellent 
Health, I was passing your door; and I thought 1 would look in, iu case 
you might have something to say to me. Do—now pray do let ns settie 
this little difference of ours by word of mouth, if wø can I Have you 
heard from your client yet 
“ Yes. Have you heard from yours ?” 

“ My dear, good sir! I wish I had heard from him to any purpose— 
wish, with siU my heart, the responsibility was off my shoulders ; but he is 
obstinate,—or, let me rather say, resolute—and hø won’t take it off. 
* Merriman, 1 leave details to you. Do what you think right for my 
interests; and consider me as having personally withdrawn from the 
business imtil it is all over.’ Those were Sir Percivars words a fortuight 
ago; and all I can get hiimto do now is to repeat them. I am not a hard 
raan, Mr. Gilmore, as you know. Personally and privately, I do assure you, 
I shonld like to sponge out that note of mine at this very moment. But 
if Sir Percival won’t go into the matter, if Sir Percival will hlindly leave 
all his interests in my sole care, what course can 1 possibly take except the 
oourse of asserting them ? My hånds are bound—don’t you see, my dear 
sir ?—^my hånds are hound.” 

“ You niMTifadn your note on the clause, then, to the letter ?” I said. 

“ Yes—deuce take it I I have no other alternative.” He walked to the 
fireplace, and warmed himself, humming the fag end of a tune in a rich 
oonvivial bass voice. “ What does your isnde say ?” he went on; “ now 
piay tell me—what does your side say f* 
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I was asha med to tell him. I attempted to gain time—^nay, I did wone. 
My legal instinets got the better of me; and I even tried to bargain. 

“ Twenty thousand pounds is rather a large sum to be given up by the 
lady’s friends at two days’ notice,” I said. 

“ Very true,” replied Mr. Merriman, looking down thoughtfully at his 
boots, “ Properly put, sir—most properly put!” 

“ A compromise, recognizing the interests of the lady’s family as well as 
’ho interests of the husband might not, perhaps, have frightened my client 
ejuito so mueh.” I went on. “ Come 1 come ! this contingency resolves 
itself in to a matter of bargaining after all. What is the least you will 
take?” 

“ The least we will take,” said Mr. Merriman, “ is nineteen-thousand- 
nine-hundred-and-ninety-nine-pounds-nineteen-shillings - and-eleven -pence- 
tliree-farthings. Ha! ha! ha! Excuse me, Mr. Gilmore. 1 must have 
my little joke.** 

“ Little enough I** I remarked. “ The joke is just worth the odd 
farthing it was made for.** 

Mr. Merriman was delighted. He laughed over my retort till the room 
rang again. * I was not half so good-humoured, on my side; I came back to 
business, and closed the interview. 

“ This is Friday,** I said. “ Give us till Tuesday next for our final 
answer.** 

** By all means,** replied Mr. Merriman. ** Longer, my dear sir, if you 
like.** He took up his hat to go; and then addressed me again. By 
the way,** he said, ** your clients in Cumberland have not heard anything 
more of the woman who wrote the anonymous letter, have they ?** 

“ Nothing more,** I answered. “ Have you ft)und no trace of her ?** 

“ Not yet,** said my legal friend. “ But we don*t despair. Sir Percival 
Las his suspicions that Somebody is keeping her in hiding; and we are 
having that Somebody watched.** 

“ You mean the old womau who was with her in Cumberland,** I said. 

“ Quite another party, sir,” answered Mr. Merriman. “ We don*t 
nappen to have laid hånds on the old woman yet. Our Somebody is a man. “ 
We have got him close under our eye here in London : and we strongly 
suspcct he had something to do with helping her in the first instance to 
escape from the Asylum. Sir Percival wanted to question him, at once ; 
but I said, ‘ No. Questioning him will only put him on his guard: 
watch him, and wait.* We shall see what happens. A dangerous woman 
to be at large, Mr. Gilmore; nobody knows what she may do next. I 
wish you good morning, sir. On Tuesday next I shall hope for the 
pleasure of hearing from you,** He smiled amiably and went out. 

My mind had been rather absent during the latter part of tlie conver- 
sation with my legal friend. I was se anxions about the matter of the 
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settlemenfc, thafc I had llfctle attention to give to any other subjcct; and, 
the moment I was left alone again, I began to thiuk over what my next 
proceeding ought to be. 

Iq the case of any other client, I should have acted on my instructions, 
however personally distasteful to me, and have given up the point abont 
the twenty thousand pounds on the spot. But I could not act with this 
business-like indifference towards Miss Fairlie. I had an honest feeling of 
affection and admiration for her; 1 remembered gratefully that her father 
had been the kindest patron and friend to me that ever man had ; I had 
felt towards her, while I was drawing the settlement, as I might have felt, 
if I had not been an old bachelor, towards a daughter of my own; and 1 
was determined to spare no personal sacrifice in her service and where her 
interests were concemed. Writing a second time to Mr. Fairlie was not 
to be thought of; it would only be giving him a second opportunity of 
slipping through my fingers. Seeing him and personally remonstrating 
with him, might possibly be of more use. The next day was Saturday. 
I determined to take a return ticket, and jolt my old bones down to 
Comberland, on the chance of persuading him to adopt the just, the in- 
dependent, and the honourable course. It was a poor chance enough, no 
doubt; but, when I had tried it, my conscience would be at ease. I 
should then have done all that a man in my position could do to serve the 
interests of my old friend’s only child. 

The weather on Saturday was beautiful, a west wind and a bright sun. 
Having felt latterly a return of that fulness and oppression of the head, 
against which my doctor warned me so seriously more than two years 
since, I resolved to take the opportunity of getting a little extra exercise, 
by sending my bag on before me, and walking to the terminus in Euston- 
square. As I came out into Holbom, a gentleman walking by rapidly, 
stopped and spoke to me. It was Mr. Walter Hartright. 

If he had not been the first to greet me, I should certainly have passed 
him. He was so changed that I hardly knew him again. His face looked 
pale and haggard—^his manner was hurried and uncertain—and his dress, 
. which I remembered as neat and gentlemanlike when I saw him at 
Limmeridge, was so slovenly now, that I should really have been ashamed 
of the appearance of it on one of my own clerks. 

“ Have you been long back from Cumberland ?'* he asked. “ I heard 
from Miss Halcombe lately. I am aware that Sir Percival Glyde’s ex- 
planation has been considered satisfactoiy. Will the marriage take place 
Boon ? Do you happen to know, Mr. Gilmore ?” 

He spoke so fast, and crowded his questions together so strangely and 
confusedly that I could hardly follow him. However accidentally intimato 
he might have been with the family at Limmeridge, I could not see that 
he bad any right to expegt information on their private affairs; and ^ 
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determined to drop him, as easily as might be, on the subject of Miss 
Fairlie’s marriage. 

“ Time will show, Mr. Hartrigbt,” I said—“ time will sbow. I dåre 
say if we look out for the marriage in the papers we shall not be far 
wrong. Excuse my noticing it—but I am sorry to see you not looking so 
well as you w’ere when we last met.** 

A momentary nervous contraction quivered about his lips and eyes, and 
made me half reproach myself for having answered him in such a sig- 
nificantly guarded manner. 

^ I had no right to ask about her marriage,” he said, bitterly. “ I must 
wait to see it in the newspapers like other people. Tes,” he went on, 
before I oould make any apologies, ** I have not been well lately. I am 
going to auother country, to try a change of scene and occupation. Miss 
Haloombe bas kindly assisted me with her influence, and my testimonials 
have been found satisfactory. It is a long distance off—but I don’t care 
where I go, what the elimate is, or how long 1 am away.” He looked about 
him, while he said this, at the throng of strangers passing us by on either 
side, in a strange, suspicious manner, as if he thought that some of tihem 
might be watching us. 

I wish you well through it, and safe back again,” I said; and Ihen 
added, so as not to keep him altogether at arm’s length on the subject of 
the Fairlies, “ I am going down to Limmeridge to-day on business. 
Miss Halcombe and Miss Fairlie are away just now, on a visit to some 
hriends in Yorkshire.” 

His eyes brightened, and he seemed about to say something in answer; 
but the same momentary nervous spasm crossed his face again. He took 
my hånd, pressed it hard, and disappeared among the crowd, without 
saying another word. Though he was little more than a stranger to me, 
1 waited for a moment, looking after him almost with a feeling of regret. 
I had gained, in my profession, sufficient experience of young men, to know 
what the outward signs and tokens were of their beginning to go wrong; 
and, when I resumed my walk to the railway, I am sorry to say I felt 
more than doubtful about Mr. Hartright^ future. 

IV. 

Leaving by an early train, I got to Limmeridge in time for dinner. The 
house was oppressively empty and duU. I had expected that good 
Mrs. Vesey would have been company for me in the absence of the young 
ladies; but she was condned to her room by a cold. The servants were so 
surprised at seeing me that they hurried and bustlcd absurdly, and made 
all sorts of annoying mistakos. Even the butler, who was old enough to 
have known better, brought me a bottle of port that was chilled. The 
reports of Mr. Fairlie's health were just as nsual; and when I sent up a 
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massage to announoe my arnyal, I vnm told that he wøuld be deli^ted to 
«ee me the next moming, but that the sudden ne?r8 of my appearaooe bad 
prostrated him with palpitations for the rest of the evening. The wind 
howled dismally all ni^t, and strange cracking and groaning noiaes 
soonded here, there, and eyeiywhere in the empty house. I slqit as 
wietchfidly as possible; and got up, in a mighty bad humour, to breakfiwt 
by myself the next momiug. 

At ten o’clock I was oonducted to Mr. Fa!rlie*s apartments. He was in 
bis nsiial room, his usual chair, and his usual aggravating state of mind 
and body. When 1 wsat in, his valet was standing befoie him, holding 
up for inspection a heavy volume of etchings, as lang and as broad as my 
Office writing-desk. The miserable fomgner grinned in the most algect 
manner, and looked reådy to drop whh &tigue, while kis master com- 
posedlytumed over tbe etchings, and brought their bidden beauties to 
light with the help of a magnifying glass. 

You very best of good old friende,** said Mr. Fairlie, leaning back 
lazily before he could look at me, are you quite well ? How nioe of you 
to Gome hcre and see me in my solitude. Dear Gilmore T 

I had expected that the valet would be dismissed when I appeared; but 
nothing of the sort happened. There he stood, in front of his masteres 
chair, trembling imder the wei^t of the etchings; and there Mr. Fairlie 
sat, sermiely twirling the magnifying glass between his white fingers and 
thumbs. 

“ I have come to speak to you on a very important matter,” I said; 
** and you will therefore excuse me, if I suggest that we had better be 
alone.” 

The unfortunate valet looked at me gratefnlly. Mr. Fairlie faintly 
repeated my hust three words, ** better be alone,” with every appearance of 
the utmost possible astonishment. 

1 was in no humour for trifiing; and I resolved to make him understand 
what 1 meant. 

** Oblige me by giving that man permission to withdraw,” 1 said, point* 
ing to the valet. 

Mr. Fairlie arched his eyebrows, and pursed up his lips, in sarcastic 
surprise. 

“Man?” he repeated. ^‘You provoking old Gilmore, what can you 
possibly mean by caliing him a man? He’s nothing of the sort He 
might have been a msm half an hour ago, before I wanted my etchings; 
aud he may be a man half an hour hence, when 1 don’t want them any 
longer. At present he is simply a portfolio stand. Why object, Gilmore, 
to a portfolio stand?” 

“ I dh object. For the thbrd time, Mr. Fairlie, I beg that we may be 
alime.” 
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Mytone and manner lefb him no alternative but to oomplyvrith my 
requeat. He looked at the servant, and pointed peevishly to a chair at hia 
aide. 

" Put dovm the etchinga and go away,” be aaid. " Bon’t upaet me by 
loaing my place. Have you, or have you not, loat my plaoe? Are you 
Bure you have not f And have you put my hand-bell quite vrithin my 
reach ? Yea ? Then, why the devil don*t you go 

The valet went out. i/Lr, Fairlie twisted himaelf round in his chair, 
polished the magnifying glaaa with his delicate cambric handkerchief, and 
indulged himaelf with a sidebng inspection of the open volume of etchinga. 
It was not easy to keep my temper under these circumstances; but 1 did 
keep it. 

** I have come hero at great peiaonal inconvenience, I aaid, ** to serve 
the inteiesta of your niece and your &mily; and I think I have establiahed 
aome alight claim to be favoured with your attention in return.** 

** Don*t bully me 1** exolaimed Mr. Fairlie, falling back helplessly in tho 
chair, and closing his eyea. **Flea8e don*t bully me. Fm not strong 
enough.** 

I was determined not to let him provoke me, for Laura Fairlie’s 
sake. ^ 

“ My objeot,** I went on, “ ia to entreat you to reoonaider your letter, and 
not to force me to abandon the just ri^ts of your niece, and of all who 
belong to her. Let me atate the case to you once more, and for the last 
time.** 

Mr. Fairlie shook hia head and aighed piteously. 

“ This is heartless of you, Gilmore—^very heartleas,** he aaid. “ Never 
mind; go on.** 

I put all the points to him carefully; 1 set the matter before him in 
every conceivable light. He lay back in the chair the whole time I was 
spei^ng, with his eyea closed. When I had done, he opened them indo¬ 
lently, took his silver smelling-bottle Imm the table, and snififed at it with 
an air of gen tie reliah. 

“ Good Gilmore I** he said, between the aniffs, “how very nice this is of 
you! How you reconcile one to human nature I** 

« Give me a plain answer to a plain question, Mr. Fairlie. I tell you 
again. Sir Percival Giyde has no shadow of a claim to expect more than 
the income of the money. The money itself, if your niece has no children, 
.»ught to be under her control, and to return to W &mily. If you stand 
firm, Sir Percival must give way—^he must give way, I tell you, or he ex- 
poses himaelf to the base imputatiou of marrying Miss Fairlie entirely from 
mercenary motives.** 

Mr. Fairlie shook the silver smelling-bottle at me playfully. 

** You dear old Gilmore; how you do hate rank and family, don*t yøo } 
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IIow yon detest Qlyde, becanse he happenø to be a baronet. What n 
Hadical you are—oh, dear me, what a Badical yon are T 
A Kadical! I! I could put up with a good deal of provocation, but, after 
holding the soundest Conservative principles all my life, I could not put 
np with being called a Radical. My biood boiled at it—I started out of 
my chair—was speechless with indignation. 

“Don't shake the room!” cried Mr. Fairlie—“ for Heayen’s sake, don*t 
shake the room! Worthiest of all possible Gilmores, I meant no offence. 
My own views are so extremely liberal that I think I am a Badical myself. 
Tes. We are a pair of Badicals. Piease don*t be angry. 1 can't quarrel 
—I haven’t stamina enough. Shall we drop the subject? Yes. CJonie 
snd look at these sweet etchings. Do let me teach you to understand the 
heavenly pearliness of these lines. Do, now, there’s a good Gilmoie 1” 
While he was maundering on in this way I was, fortunately for my own 
self-respect, retuming to my senses. When I spoke again I was composcd 
enough to treat his impertinence with the silent contempt that it deserved. 

“ You are entirely wrong, sir,** I said, “ in supposing that I speak from 
any prejudice against Sir Percival Giyde. I may regret that he has so un- 
reservedly resigned himself in this matter to his lawyer*s direction as to 
make any appeal to himself impossible; but 1 am not prejudiced against 
him« What I have said would equally apply to any other man in his 
situation, high or low. The principle I maintain is a recognised principle. 
If you were to apply at thø nearest town here, to the first respectable soli- 
citor you could find, he would tell you, as a stranger, what I tell you, as a 
friend. He would inform you that it is against all rule to abandon the 
lady’s money entirely to the man she marries. He would decline, on 
grounds of common legal caution, to give the husband, under any cireum- 
stances whatever, an interest of twenty thousand pounds in his wife*s 
dcath.** 

“ Would he really, Gilmore ?** said Mr. Fairlie. “ If he said anything 
half so horrid I do assure you I should tinkle my beil for Louis, and have 
him sent out of the house immediately.** 

“ You shall not irritate me, Mr. Fairlie—^for your niece*s sake and foi 
her father’s sake, you shall not irritate me. You shall take the wholc 
responsibility of this discreditable settlement on your own shoulders beforo 
I leave the room.** 

“Don*t!—now piease don*t!’* said Mr. Fairlie, “Think how precioua 
your time is, Gilmore; and don’t throw it away. I would dispute with 
you if I could, but I can’t—haven’t stamina enough. You want to upset 
me, to upset yourself, to upset Giyde, and to upset Laura; and—oh, dear 
me I—all for the sake of the very last thing in the world that is likely 
to happen. No, dear friend—^in the interests of peace and quietness, 
poåtively No!” 
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** I am to underBtand, then, that you hold by the determination expressea 
in your letter 

Yes, piease. So glad we miderstand each other at last. Sit down 
again—do!” 

I walked at once to the door; and Mr. FairHe resignedly “ tinkled ^ his 
hand-bell. Before I left the room 1 tuméd roand and addressed him for 
the last time. 

“ Whatever happens in the future, sir,” I said, “ remember that my plain 
duty of waming you has been performed. As the faithful fnend and ser- 
vant of your iamily, I tell you, at parting, that no daughter of mine should 
be married to any man aUve imder suoh a settlement as you are forcing me 
to make for Miss Fairlie.” 

The door opened behind m^ and the valet stood waifcing on the 
threshold. 

** Louis,” said Mr. Fairlie, show Mr. Gilmore out, and then come back 
and hold up my etchings for me again. Make them give you a good lunch 
down stairs. Do, Gilmore, make my Idle beasts of servants give you a 
good lunch 1” 

1 was too mach disgusted to reply; I tumed on my heel, and left him 
in silence. There was an up train at two o’clock in the aftemoon ; and 
by that train I retumed to London. 

On the Tuesday I sent in the altered settlement, which practically dis- 
iuherited the very persona whom Miss Fairlie’s own lips had informed me 
shewas most anxious to benefit. I had no choice. Another lawyer wonld 
have drawn up the deed if I had refused to undertake it. 

My task is done. My personal share in the events of the family story 
extends no farther than the point which I have just reached. Other pens 
than mine will describe the strange drcumstances which are now shortly 
to follow. Seriously and sorrowfuUy, I close this brief record. Seriously 
and sorrowfirlly, I repeat here the parting words that I spoke at Llmme- 
ridge House:—No daughter of mine should have been married to any man 
alive imder such a settlement as I was oompelled to make for Laura 
Fairlie. 


The End Mr. Odmore^s Narredive, 
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The Story corUinued hy Mabian Haloombs, in Extracts from her Diary, 

I. 

Limmexidge House, Nov. 8tli« 

• ♦ ♦ ♦ • 

This moming Mr. Gilmore left us. 

His interview witli Laura had eyidently grieved and surprised him more 
than he liked to confess. 1 felt afraid, from his look and manner when we 
parted, that she might have inadvertently betrayed to him the real secret 
of her depression and my anxiety. This doubt grew on me so, aftcr he 
had gone, that I declined riding out with Sir Percival, and wcnt up to 
Lanra’s room instead. 

I have been sadly distrostfol of myself, in this difficult and lamentable 
matter, ever sinoe 1 found out my own ignorance of the strength of Laura’s 
unhappy attachment. I ought to have known that the delicacy and for- 
hearance and sense of honoor which drew me to poor Hartright, and made 
me 80 sincerely admire and respect him, were just the qualities to appeal 
most irresistibly to Laura’s natural sensitiveness and natural generosity of 
nature. And yet, until she opened her heart to mo of her own accord, I 
had no suspicion that this new feeling had taken root so deeply. I onoe 
thought time and care might remove it. 1 now fear that it i^l remain 
with her and alter her for life. The discovery that I have committed such 
an error in judgment as this, makes me hesitate about everything else. I 
hesitate about Sir Percival, in the face of the plainest proofs. I hesitate 
even in speaking to Laura. On this very moming, I doubted, with my 
hånd on the door, whether I should ask her the questions 1 had come to 
put, or not. 

When I went into her room, I found her walking up and down in great 
impatience. She looked fiushed and exdted; and she came forward at 
once, and spoke to me before I could open my lips. 

** I wanted you,” she said. ** Come and sit down on the sofa with me. 
Marian I I can bear this no longer—I must and will end it.” 

There was too much colour in her cheeks, too much energy in her man- 
ner, too much firmness in her voice. The little book of Hartright’s draw- 
ings—the fatal book that she will dream over whenever she is alone—was 
in one of her hånds. I began by gently and firmly taking it from her, and 
putting it out of sight on a side-table. 

“ Tell mo quietly, my darling, what you wish to do,” I said. “ Has Mr 
Gilmore been advising you ?” 

t The passages omitted, here and elsewhere, in Miss Halcombe’s Diary, are on!y 
those which bear no reference to Miss Fairlie or to any of the persons with whom she 
if Associated in these pages. 
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She shook her head. “ No, not in what I am thinking of now. He was 
very kind and good to me, Marian,—and I am ashamed to say T distressecl 
him by crying. I am miserahly helpless; I can’t control myself. For my 
own sake and for all our sakes, I must have courage enough to end it.” 

“ Do you mean courage enough to claim your release ?” I asked. 

“ No,” she said, simply. “ Courage, dear, to tell the truth.” 

She put her arms round my neck, and rested her head quietly on my 
boBom. On the opposite wall hung the miniature portrait of her father. 

1 betn over her, and saw that she was looking at it while her head lay on 
my breast. 

“ I can never claim my release from my engagement,” she went on. 

" Whatever way it ends, it must end wretchedly for me. All I can do, 
Marian, is not to add the remembrance that I have broken my promise and 
forgotten my father's dying words, to make that wretchedness worse.” 

“ What is it you propose, then ?” I asked. 

" To tell Sir Percival Giyde the truth, with my own lips,” she answered, 

** and to let him release me, if he will, not bocause I ask him, but becausc 
he knows all.” 

“ What do you mean, Laura, by ‘ all ?* Sir Percival will know enough 
(he has told me so himself) if he knows that the engagement is opposed to 
your own wishes.” ♦ j 

“ Can I tell him that, when the engagement was made for me by my 
father, with my own consent ? I should have kept my promise; not hap- 
pily, I am afraid, but still contentedly —** she stopped, tumed her face to 
me, and laid her cheek close against mine—I should have kept my en¬ 
gagement, Marian, if another love had not grown up in my heart, which 
was not there when I first promised to be Sir Percivars wife.” 

“ Laura ! you will never lower yourself by making a confession to him?” 

“ I shall lower myself, indeed, if I gain my release by hiding from him 
what he has a right to know.” 

“ He has not the shadow of a right to know it!” 

*‘Wrong, Marian, wrong I I ought to deceive no one—least of all the 
man to whom my father gave me, and to whom I gave myself.” She put 
her lips to mine, and kissed me. “ My own love,” she said, softly, “ you 
are so mueh too fond of me and so mueh too proud of me, that you forget, i 
in my case, what you would remember in your own. Better that Sir Per¬ 
cival should doubt my motives and misjudge my conduct if he will, than 
that 1 should be first false to him in thought, and then mean enough to 
serve my own interests by hiding the falsehood.” 

I held her away from me in astonishment. For the first time in our j 

lives, we had changed places; the resolution was all on her side, the hesita- | 

tion all on mine. I looked into the pale, quiet, resigned young face ; 1 
saw the pure, innocent heart, in the lovina: eyes that looked back at me— 
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«nd the poor worldly cautions and objections that rose to my lipa, 
dwindled and died away in their own emptiness. I hnng my head in 
silence. In her place, the despicably small pride which makes so many 
women decdtful, would have heen my pride, and would have made me 
deceitful, too. 

“Don’t be angry with me, Marian,” sho said, mistaking my silence. 

I only answered by drawing her close to me again. I was afraid of 
crying if I spoke. My tears do not flow so easily as they ought—^they 
come almost like men*8 tears, with sobs that seem to tear me in pieces, and 
Ihat frighten every one about me. 

“I have thoiight of this, love, for many days,” she went on, twining and 
twisting my hair with that childish restlessness in her fingers, which poor 
Mrs. Vesey still tries so patiently and so vainly to cure her of—“I have 
thought of it very serionsly, and I can he sure of my courage, when my 
own conscience tells me I am right. Let me speak to him to-morrow—^in 
your presence, Marian. I will say nothing that is wrong, nothing that you 
or I need be ashamed of—^but, oh, it will ease my heart so to end this 
miserable concealment! Only let me kiiow and feel that I have no decep- 
tion to answer for on my side; and then, when he has heard what I have 
to say, let him act towards me as he will.” 

She sighed, and put her head back in its old position on my hosom. Sad 
misgivings about what the end would be, weighed upon my mind; but, 
still distmsting myself, I told her that I would do as she wished. She 
thanked me, and we passed gradually into talking of other things. 

At dinner she joined us again, and was more easy and more herself with 
Sir Percival, than I have seen her yet. In the evening she went to the 
piano, choosing new mnsic of the dexterous, tuneless, florid kind. The 
lovely old melodies of Mozart, which poor Hartright was so fond o^ she 
has never played since he left. The hook is no longer in the music-stand. 
She took the volume away herself, so that nohody might find it out and 
ask her to play from it. 

I bad no opportunity of discovering whether her purpose of the moming 
had changed or not, un til she wished Sir Percival good night—and then 
her own words informed me that it was unaltered. She said, very quietly, 
that she wished to speak to him, after hreakfast, and that he would find 
her in her sitting-room with me. He changed colour at those words, and 1 
felt his band trembling a little when it came to my tum to take it. The 
event of the next moming would decide his future life; and he evidently 
knew it. 

I went in, as usual, through Ihe door hetween our two bed-rooms, to 
hid Laura good-night hefore she went to sleep. In stooping over her to kiss 
her, I saw the little book of Hartright’s drawings half bidden under her 
pillow, just in the plaoe wberc she used to bide her favourite toys wher 
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■hø was a ohild. I could not find it in my hcart to say anything; but I 
pointed to the book and shook my head. Shø reached both handø up to 
my cheekfl, and drew my face down to hers till our lips met. 

“ Leave it there to-night,” she whispered; “ to-morrow may be cruel, 
and may make me say good-by to it for ever.” 

9 th.—^The first event of the moming was not of a kind to raise my 
spirits; a letter arrived for me, from poor Walter Hartright. It is the 
answer to mine, describing the manner in which Sir Percival cleared himsell 
of the suspicions raised by Anne Catherick’s letter. He writes shortly and 
bitterly ai^ut Sir Percivars explanations; only saying that he has no right 
to offer an opinion on the oonduct of those who are above him. This is 
sad; but his occasiona] references to himself grieve me still more. He 
says that the effort to return to his old habits and pursuits, grows harder 
instead of easier to him, every day; and he implores me, if I have any 
interest, to exert it to get him employment that will necessitate his absence 
from England, and take him among new scenes and new people. I havo 
been made all the readier to comply with this request, by a passage at the 
end of his letter, which has almost alarmed me. 

After mentioning that he has neither seen nor heard anything of Anne 
Catherick, he suddenly breaks off, and hints in the most abrupt, mysterious 
manner, that he has been perpetually watched and followed by strange 
men ever since he retumed to London. He acknowledges that he cannot 
prove this extraordinary suspicion by fixing on any particular persons; but 
he declares that the suspicion itself is present to him night and day. Tliis 
has frightened me, because it looks as if his one fixed idea about Laura 
was beooming too mueh for his mind. I will write immediately to some 
of my mother’s influential old friends in London, and press his claims op 
their notice. Change of scene and change of oceupation may really be the 
salvation of him at this crisis in his life. 

Greatly to my relief, Sir Percival sent an apology for not joining us at 
breakfeist. He had taken an early cup of coffee in his own room, and he 
was still engaged there in writing letters. At eleven o’clock, if that hour 
was convenient, he would do himself the honour of waiting on Miss Fairlie 
and Miss Halcombe. 

My eyes were on Lanra’s face while the message was being delivered. I 
bad found her unaccountably qniet and composed on going* into her room 
in the moming ; and so she remained all through breakfast. Even when 
we were sitting together on the sofa in her room, waiting for Sir Percival, 
she still preserved her self-oontrol. 

“Don't be afraid of mø, Marian,’’ was all she said: “I may forget 
myself with an old friend like Mr. Gilmore, or with a dear Bister like you; 
but I will not forget myself with Sir Percival Giyde * 
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I looked at her, and liatened to her in silent snrprifle. Hmmgh all the 
yeaia of onr close intimaoy, this pasåve force in her oharaoter had been 
bidden from me—^hidden even from heisel^ till love fonnd it, and snffer- 
ing called it forth. 

As the clock on the mantelpiece stmok eleven, Sir Percival knocked at 
the doer, and came in. There was suppressed anxietj and agitation in 
erery line of his flErøe. The dry, sharp oou^, which teases him at most 
times, seemed to he troubling him more inoeasantly than ever. He sat 
down opposite to ns at the table; and Laura remained by me. 1 looked 
attentively at them botb, and he was the palest of the two. 

He said a few unimportant words, with a visible effort to preserve his 
cnstomaiy case of manner. But his voice was not to be steadied, and the 
restless nneasiness in his eyes was not to be ooncealed. He mnst have 
felt this himself; for he stopped in the middle of a sentenoe, and gave up 
even the attempt to bide his embarrassment any longer. 

There was just one moment of dead silenoe before Laura addressed him. 

“ 1 wish to speak to you, Sir Percival,** she said, on a snbject that is 
veiy important to us both. My sister is here, because her presence helps 
me, and gives me confidence. She has not suggested one word of what I 
am going to say: I speak from ^my own thonghts, not from hers. 1 
am sure you wiU be kind enou^ to understand that, before I go any 
farther?* 

Sir Percival bowed. She had proceeded thus far, with perfect outward 
tranquillity, and perfect propriety of manner. She looked at him, and he 
looked at her. Ihey seemed, at the outset at least^ resolved to understand 
one another plainly. 

“ I have heard from Marian,** she went on, “ that I have only to claim 
my release from our engagement, to obtain that release from you. It was 
forbearing and generous on your part, Sir Percival, to send me such a 
message. It is only doing you justice to say that I am grateful for the 
offer; and I hope and believe fhat it is only doing myself justice to tell 
you that I decline to accept it.** 

His attentive face relaxed a little. But I saw one of his feet, softly, 
quietly, incessantly beating on the carpet under the table; and I felt that 
he was secretly as anxious as ever. 

“ I have not forgotten,** she said, “ ihat you asked my father*s permis¬ 
sion before you honoured me with a proposal of marriage. Perhaps, you 
have not forgotten, either, what I said when I consented to our engage¬ 
ment? I ventured to teU you that my father’s influence and advice had 
mainly decided me to give you my promise. I was guided by my father, 
because I had always found him the truest of all advisers, the hest and 
fondest of ail protectors and friends. I have lost him now; I have only 
his memory to love; but my feith In that dear dead Mend has never been 
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sLakon. I believe, at this moment, as truly as I ever believed, thai ha 
knew what was hest, and that his hopes and wishes ought to be my hopes 
and wishes too.” 

Her voice trembled, for the first time. Her resUess fingers stole their 
way into my lap, and held fast by one of my hånds. There was another 
moment of silence; and then Sir Percival spoke. 

" May I ask,” he said, “ if I have ever proved myself nnworthy of tho 
trust, which it has been hitherto my greatest honour and greatest happiness 
to possess ?” 

“ I have found nothing in your conduct to blame,” shø answered. “ You 
have always treated me with the same delicacy and the same forbearance. 
Fou have deserved my trust; and, what is of far more importance in my 
estimation, you have deserved my fiither’s trust, out of which mine grew. 
You have given me no excuse, even if 1 had wanted to find one, for asking 
to be released from my pledge. What I have said so far, has been spoken 
with the wish to acknowledge my whole obligation to you. My regard for 
that obligation, my regard for my father’s memory, and my regard for my 
own promise, all forhid me to set the example, on my side, of withdrawing 
from our present position. The breaking of our engagement must be 
entirely your wish and your act, Sir Percival—^not mine.” 

The uneasy beating of his foot suddenly stopped; and he leaned forward 
eagerly across the table. 

“ My act ?” ho said. What reason can there be, on my side, for with¬ 
drawing ?” 

I heard her breath quickening; I felt her hånd growing oold. In spite of 
wliat she had said to me, when we were alone, I began to be afraid of her. 
1 was wrong. 

“ A reason that it is very hard to tell you,” she answered. “ There is a 
change in me. Sir Percival—a change which is serious enough to justify 
you, to yourself and to me, in breaking off our engagement.” 

His éuce tumed so pale again, that even his lips lost their colour. He 
raised the arm which lay on the table; tumed a little away in his chair; 
and supported his head on his hånd, so that his profile only was presented 
to us. 

“ What change ?” he asked. The tone in which he put the questjon 
jurred on me—^there was something painfully suppressed in it. 

She sighed heavily, and leaned towards me a little, so as to rest her 
shoulder against mine. 1 felt her trembling, and tried to spare her by 
speaking myself. She stopped me by a waming pressure of her band, and 
then addrescrød Sir Percival once moie ; but, this time, without looking at 
him. 

** I have heard,” she said, ** and I believe it, that the fondest and imest 
of all affections is the affection which a woman ought to bear to her husbana 
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Wlico oar engagement began, that alTection waa mine to give, if I oonld, 
and yoors to win, if you could. Will yon pardon me, and spare me, Sii 
Percival, if I acknowledge that it is not so any longer T 

A few tears gathered in her eyes, and dropped over her checks slowly, as 
she psused and waited for his answer. He did not utter a word. At the 
beginning of her reply, he had moved the hånd on which his head rested, 
80 that it hid his face. I saw nothing but the upper part of his figure at 
the table. Not a muscle of him moved. The fingers of the hånd which 
supported his head were dented deep in his hair. They might have ex- 
pressed hidden anger, or hidden grief—^it was hard to say which—there 
was no significant trembling in them. There was nothing, absolutely 
nothing to tell the secret of his thoughtø at that moment—the moment 
which was the crisis of his life and the crisis of hers. 

I was dctermined to make him declare himself, for Laura’s sake. 

“ Sir Percival!” 1 interposed, sharply, “ have you nothing to say, when 
my sister has said so much ? More, in my opinion,” I added, my nnlucky 
temper getting the better of me, than any man alive, in your position, 
has a right to hear from her.” 

That last rash sentence opened a way for him by which to escape me il 
he chose; and he instantly took advantage of it. 

“ Pardon me. Miss Halcombe,” he said, still keeping his hånd over his 
face—“ pardon me, if I remind you that I have claimed no such right.” 

The few plain words which would have brought him back to the point 
from which he had wandered, were just on my lips, when Laura checked 
3ie by speaking again. 

“ I hope I have not made my painful acknowledgment in vain,” she con- 
tinued. ** 1 hope it has secured me your entire confidence in what 1 have 
»till to say ?* 

“ Pray be assured of it.” He made that brief reply, warmly; dropping 
his hånd on the table, while he spoke, and turning towards us again. 
Whatever outward change had passed over him, was gone now. His face 
was eager and expectant—^it expressed nothing but the most intense anxiety 
to hear her next words. 

“I wish you to understand that I have not spoken from any selfish 
motive,” she said. “ If you leave me. Sir Percival, after what you have 
just heard, you do not leave me to marry another man—you only allow me 
to remain a single woman for the rest of my life. My fault towards you 
has begun and ended in my own thoughts. It can never go any farther. 

Ko word has passed-She hesitated, in doubt about the expression 

she should use next; hesitated, in a momentary confusion which it was 
very sad and very painful to see. “ No word has passed,” she patiently 
»nd resolutely resumed, “ between myself and the person to whom I am 
oow referring for the first and last time in your presence, ot my feelinga 
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towards hira, or of his feelings towards me—no word ever can pass-^ 
neither he nor I are likely, in this world, to meet again. I eamestly beg 
you to spare me from saying any more, and to helieve me, on my word, in 
what I have just told you. It is the truth, Sir Percival—^the truth which 
I think my promised husband has a clalm to hear, at any sacrifice of my 
own feelings. I trust to his generosity to pardon me, and to his honour to 
keep my secret.” 

Both those trusts are sacred to me,*’ he said, and both shall be 
sacredly kept.” 

After answering in those terms, he paused, and looked at her, as if he 
was waiting to hear more. 

“ I have said all I wish to say,” she added, quietly—“ I have said more 
than enough to justify you in withdrawing from your engagement.” 

“ You have said more than enough,” he answered, “ to make it the 
dearest object of my like Xj^ heep the engagement.” With those words he 
rose from his chair, and advanced a few steps towards the place where she 
was sltting. 

She started violently, and a faint cry of surprise escaped her. Every 
word she had spoken had innocently betrayed her purity and truth to a 
man who thoroughly understood the priceless value of a pure and true 
woman. Her own noble conduct had becn the bidden enemy, throughout, 
of all the hopes she had trusted to it. I had dreaded this from the first. 
I woul’d have prevented it, if she had allowed me the smallest chance of 
doing so. I even waited and watched, now, when the harm was done, for 
a word from Sir Percival that would give me the opportunity of putting 
him in the wrong. 

“ You have left it to we. Miss Fairlie, to resign you,” he continued. ** I 
am not heartless enough to resign a woman who has just shown herself to 
be the noblest of her sex.” 

He spoke with such warmth and feeling, with such passionate enthusiasm 
and yet with such perfect delicacy, that she raised her head, flushed up a 
little, and looked at him with sudden animation and spirit. 

“Nol” she said, firmly. “The most wretched of her sex, if she must 
give herself in marriage when she cannot give her love.” 

“May she not give it in the future,” he asked, “if the one object of her 
bnshand’s life is to deserve it ?” 

“Neverl” she answered. “If you still persist in maintaining our 
engagement, I may be your true and faithful wife. Sir Percival—your 
loving wife, if I know my own heart, never!” 

She looked so irresistibly beautiful as she said those brave words that no 
man alive could have steeled his heart against her. I tried hard to feel 
that Sir Percival was to blame, and to say so • but my womanhood would 
pity him, in spite of myself. 
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"1 gratetnlly hocept your faith and trath,” he 8aid. “ The least that 
ycu can offer is more to me than the utmost that I could hope for from any 
other woman in the world.” 

Her left band still held mine; but her right hånd hung listlessly at her 
side. He raised it gently to his lips—touched it with them, rather than 
kissed it—^bowed to me—ond then, with perfect delicacy and discretion, 
silently quitted the room. 

She neither moyed, nor said a word, whcn he was gone—she sat by me^ 
oold and still, with her eyes fixed on the gronnd. I saw it was hopeless 
and nseless to speak; and I only put my arm round her, and held her to 
me in silence. We remained together so, for what seemed a long and 
weary time—so long and so weary, that J grew uneasy and spoke to her 
softly, in the hope of producing a change. 

The aound of my voice seemed to startle her into consciousness. She 
suddenly drew herself away from me, and rose to her feet. 

must submit, Marian, as well as I can,” she said. My new life has 
it« hard duties; and one of them begins to-day.” 

Ab she spoke, she went to a side-table near the window, on which her 
sketching materiale were placed; gathered them together carefully; and 
put them in a drawer of her cabinet. She locked the drawer, and brought 
the key to me. 

“I must part from everything that reminds me of him,” she said. 
“Keep the key wherever you piease—I shall never want it again.” 

Before I oould say a word, she had tumed away to her bookcase, and 
had taken from it the album that oontained Walter Hartright’s drawings. 
She hesitated for a moment, holding the little yolume fondly in her hånds 
—then lifted it to her lips and kissed it. 

** Oh, Laura I Laura T I said, not angrily, not reproyingly—^with nothing 
hut sorrow in my yoice, and nothing but sorrow in my heart. 

“ It is the last time, Marian,” she pleaded. ** 1 am bidding it good-by 
for eyer.” 

She laid the book on the tablc, and drew out the oomb that fnstened her 
^air. It feil, in its matchless beauty, oyer her back and shoulders, and 
iropped round her, far below her waist. She separated one long, thin lock 
trom the rest, cut it off, and pinned it carefully, in the form of a circle, on 
the first blank page of the album. The moment it was fastened, she closed 
the yolume hurriedly, and placed it in my hånds. 

“ You write to him, and he writes to you,” she said, “ While I am 
alive, if he asks after me, always teli him I am well, and neyer say I 
am unhappy. Don’t distress him, Marian—for my sake, don’t distress 
him. If I die first, promise you will give him this little book of his 
drawings, with my hair in it. There can be no harm, when I am gone, 
in telling him that X put it tbere with my own hånds. And say—oh. 
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Marian, say for me, then, what I can never say for rnyaclf—say 1 loved 

l'imr 

She flang her arms round my neck, and whispered the last words in niy 
ear with a passionate delight in uttering them which it almost broke my 
heart to hear. All the long restraint idie had imposed on herself, gave way 
in that flrst last oatbnrst of tendemea\ She broke from me with hysteri- 
cal vehemence, and threw herself on the sofa, in a paroxysm of sobs and 
tcars that shook her from head to foot. 

1 tried vainly to soothe her and reason with her; she was past being 
soothed, and past being reasoned with. It was the sad, sudden end for ns 
two, of this memorable day. When the flt had wom itself out, she was 
too exhausted to speak. She slumbered towards the aftemoon; and 1 put 
away the book of drawings so that she might not see it when she woke. 
My face was calm, whatever my heart might be, when she opened her eyee 
again and looked at me. We sold no more to each other about the dis- 
tressing interview of the moming. Sir Percivars name was not mentioned. 
Walter Hartright was not alluded to again by either of us for the remainder 
of the day. 

lOth.—^Finding that she was oomposed and like horself, this moming, I 
etumed to the painful subject of yesterday, for the sole purpose of implor- 
ing her to let me speak to Sir Percival and Mr. Fairlie, more plainly and 
strongly than she oould speak to either of them hersel^ about this lament- 
able marriage, She interposed, gently but firmly, in the middle of my 
remonstrances, 

" I left yesterday to decide,” she said; ** and yesterday has decided. It 
is too late to go back.” 

Sir Percival spoke tome this aftemoon, about what had passed in Laura’s 
Toom. He assured me that the nnparalleled trust she had plaoed in him 
had awakened such an answering conviction of her innocence and integrity 
an his mind, that he was guiltless of having felt even a moment’s unworthy 
jealousy, either at the time when he was in her presenoe, or afterwards 
when he had withdrawn fiom it. Deeply as he lamented the unfortunate 
attachment which had hindered the progress he might otherwise have 
made in her esteem and regard, he flrmly believed that it had remained 
nnacknowledged in the past, and tbat it would remain, under all changea 
of circumstance which it was possible to oontemplate, nnacknowledged in 
the future. This was his absolute conviction; and the strengest proof he 
oould give of it was the assurance, which he now ofiered, that he felt no 
Guriosity to know whether the attachment was of recent date or not, or 
who had been the object of it. His implicit confidence in Miss Fairlie 
made him satisfied with what she had thought flt to say to him, and he 
was honestly innocent of the slightest feeling of anxioty to hear mor«. 
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fle waited, after saying those words, and looked at nie. I was ao con 
sdous of my nnreasonable prejudice against him—so conscious of an uu 
worthy snspicion, that he might be speculating cn my impulsively answer- 
ing the very questions which he had just described himself as resolved not 
u) ask—that I evaded all reference to this part of the subject with somc- 
thing like a feeling of oonfnsion on my own part. At die same time, 1 
was resolved not to lose even the smallest opportnnity of trying to plead 
Laura’s cause ; and I told him boldly that I regretted his generosity had 
not carried him one step farther, and induced him to withdiaw fixim the 
engagement altogether. 

Heie, again, he disarmed me by not attempting to defend himself. He 
would merely beg me lo remember the difference there was between his 
allowing Miss Fairlie to give him up, which was a matter of submission 
only, and his forcing himself to give up Miss Fairlie, which was, in other 
words, asking him to be the suicide of his own hopes. Her conduct of the 
day before had so strengthened the unchangeable love and admiration of 
two long years, that all active contention against those feelings, on his part^ 
was henceforth entirely out of his power. I must think him weak, selfish, 
nnfeeling towards the very woman whom he idolised, and he must bow to 
my opinion as resignedly as he could ; only putting it to me, at the same 
time, whether her future as a single woman, pining under an unhappily 
placed attachment which she could never acknowledge, could be said to 
promise her a much brighter prospect than her future as the wife of a man 
who worshipped the very ground she walked on ? In the last case there 
was hope finm time, however slight it might be—^in the first case, on her 
own showing, there was no hope at all. 

1 answered him—more because my tongue is a woman*s, and must 
answer, than because I had anything convincing to say. It was only too 
plain that the course Laura bad adopted the day before, had offered him 
the advantage if he chose to take it—^and that he had chosen to take it. I 
felt this at the time, and I feel it just as strongly now, while I write these 
lines, in my own room. The one hope left, is that his motives really 
spring, as he says they do, from the irresistible strength of his attachment 
to Laura. 

Before I close my diary for to-night, I must record that I wrote to- 
day in poor Hartright’s interests, to two of my mother’s old fnends in 
London—both men of iniluence and position. If they can do any- 
iiing for him, I am quite sure they will. Except Laura, I never was 
more anxious about any one than I am now about Walter. All that 
has happened sinoo he left us bas only increased my strong regard and 
sympathy for him. I hope I am doing right in trying to help him to 
employmcnt abroad—^I hope, most eamestly and anxiously, that it will 
end welL 
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11 th.—Sir Percival had an interview with Mr. Fairlie; and 1 was sent 
for to join them. 

I found Mr. Fairlie greatly relieved at the prospect of the "family 
worry ** (as he was pleased to describe his niece’s marriage) being settled 
at last So far, I did not feel called on to say anything to him about my 
own opinion; but when he proceeded, in his most aggravatingly languid 
manner, to saggest that the time for the marriage liod better be settled 
next, in accordance with Sir PercivaFs wishes, 1 enjoyed the satisfaction of 
Bssailing Mr. Fairlie's nerves with as strong a protest against hurrying 
Laura’s decision as I conld put into words. Sir Percival immediately 
assured mo that he felt the force of my objection, and begged me to believe 
that the proposal had not been made in consequence of any interference on 
his part Mr. Fairlie leaned back in his chair, closed his eyes, said we both 
of us did honour to human nature, and then repeated his suggestion, as 
cool ly as if neither Sir Percival nor 1 had said a word in opposition to it. 
It ended in my flatly declining to mention the subject to Laura, unless she 
first approached it of her own accord. I left the room at once idter making 
that declaration. Sir Percival looked seriously embarrassed and distressed. 
Mr.‘ Fairlie stretched out his lazy legs on his vel ve t footstool; and said: 
“ Dear Marian I how I envy you your robust nervous system! Don’t bang 
the door 1” 

On going to Laura’s room, I found that she had asked for me, and that 
Mrs. Vesey had informed her that I was with Mr. Fairlie. She inquired 
at once what I had been wanted for; and I told her all that had passed^ 
without attempting to conoeal. the vexation and annoyance that I really 
felt. Her auswer surprised and distressed me inexpressibly; it was the 
very last reply that I should have expected her to make. 

‘*My unde is right,** she said. have caused trouble and anxiety 
enough to you, and to all about me. Let me cause no more, Marian—^lei 
Sir Percival decide.” 

I remonstrated warmly: but nothing that I oould say moved her. 

“ I am held to my engagement,” she replied; “ I have broken with my 
old lifo. The evil day will not come the less surely because I put it off. 
No, Marian I once again, my unde is right. I have caused trouble enoogh 
and anxiety enough; ana I will cause no more.” 

She used to be pliability itself; but she was now inflexibly passive in 
her resignation—might almost say in her despair. Dearly as I love her, 
X diould have been less pained if she had been violently agitated; it was 
BO shockingly unlike her natural character to see her as cold and insensible 
as I saw her now. 

12th.—Sir Percival put some questions to me, at breakfast, about Laura, 
which left me no choice but to tell him what she had said. 
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While we were taUdng, she herself came down and joinocl ns. Shc was 
just as unnaturally composed in Sir Percivars presence as she had been in 
mine. When breakfast was over, he had an opportunity of saying a few 
words to her privately, in a recess of one of the Windows. They wero not 
more than two or three minutcs together; and, on their separating, she 
left the room with Mrs. Vesey, while Sir Percival came to me. He said 
he had entreated her to favour him by maintaining her privilege of fixing 
the time for the marriage at her own will and pleasnre. In reply, she had 
merely expressed her acknowledgments, and had desired him to mention 
what his wishes were to Miss Halcombe. 

I have no patience to write more. In this instance, as in every other. Sir 
Percival has carried his point, with the utmost possible credit to himself, 
in spite of every thing that I can say or do. His wishes are now. what they 
were, of conrse, when he first came here; and Laura having resigned 
herself to the one inevitable sacrihce of the marriage, remains as coldly 
hopeless and enduring as ever. In parting with the httle oocupations and 
relics that reminded her of Hartright, she seems to have parted with all her 
tendemess and all her impressibility. It is only three o’clock in the aftemoon. 
while I write these lines, and Sir Percival has left us already, in the 
happy hurry of a bridegroom, to prepare for the bride's reception at his 
house in Hampshire. Unless some extraordinary event happens to prevent 
it, they will be married exactly at the time when he wished to he 
married—before the end of the year. My very fingers bum as I write it I 

13th.—A sleepless night, through uneasiness about Laura. Towards 
the moming, I came to a resolution to try what change of scene would do 
to rouse her. She cannot surely remain in her present torpor of insensi- 
bility, if I take her away from Limmeridge and surround her with the 
pleasant faces of old friends? After some consideration, I decided on 
writing to the Amolds, in Yorkshire. They are simple, kind-hearted, 
hospitable people; and she has known them from her childhood. When I 
had put the letter in the post-bag, I told her what I had done. It would 
have been a relief to me if she had shown the spirit to resist and object. 
But no—she only said, “ I will go anywhere with yow, Marian. I dåre 
iay you are right—^I dåre say the change will do me good.” 

14th.—^I wrote to Mr. Gilmore, informing him that there was really a 
prospect of this miserable marriage taking place, and also mentioning my 
idea of trying what change of scene would do for Laura. I had no heart to 
go into particulars. Time enough for them, when we get nearer to the end 
of the year. 

15th.—^Three letters for me. The first, from the Amolds, full of 
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delight at tlie prospect of seelng Laura and me. The second, from gol 
of the gentlemen to whom I wrote on Walter Hartright’s behalf, informing 
me that he has been fortunate enough to find an opportunity of conoplying 
with my request. The third, from Walter himself; thanking me, poor 
fellow, in the warmest terms, for giving him an opportunity of leaving his 
home, his country, and his friends. A private expedition to mako excava- 
tions among the ruined cities of Central America is, it seems, about to sail 
from Liveipool. The draughtsman who had been already appointed to 
accompany it, has lost heart, and withdrawn at the eleventh hour; and 
Walter is to fill his place. He is to be engaged for six months certain, 
from the time of the landing in Honduras, and for a year afterwards, if the 
exeavations are successful, and if the funds hold out. His letter ends with 
a promise to write mé a fare well line, when they are all on board ship, and 
when the pilot leaves them. I can oiily hope and pray eamestly that he 
and I are both acting in this matter for the hest. It seems such a serious 
step for him to take, that the mere contemplation of it startles me. 
And yet, in his unhappy position, how can I expect him, or wish him, to 
remain at home ? 

16th.—The carriage is at the door. Laura and I set out on our visit to 
the Amolds to-day. 

Polesdean Lodge, Torkshire. 

23rd.—A week in theso new scenes and among tliese kind-hearted 
people has done her some good, though not so mueh as I had hoped. I 
have resolved to prolong our stay for another week at Icast. It is useless 
to go back to Limmeridge, till there is an absolute necessity for our 
return. 

24th —Sad news by this moming's post. The expedition to Central 
America sailed on the twenty-first. We have parted with a true man; 
we have lost a faithful friend. Walter Hartright has left England. 

26th.—Sad news yesterday; ominous news to-day. Sir Percival Giyde 
has written to Mr. Fairlie ; and Mr. Fairlie has written to Laura and me^ 
to recall us to Limmeridge immediately. 

What can this mean ? Has the day for the marriage been fixed in ooi 
absenoe ? 
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II. 

Litflineridge 

Kovembeb ^/th.—My forebodings are realized. The marriage is fixed for 
the twenty-second. of December. 

The day after we left for Polesdean Lodge, Sir Pcrcival wrote, it scems, 
to Mr. Fairlie, to say that the necessary repairs and alterations in his 
hoase in Hampsbire would oceupy a miich longer time in completion than 
he had originally anticipated. The proper estimates were to be submitted 
to him as soon as possible; and it would greatly facilitate his entering 
into definite arrangements with the workpeople, if he could be informed of 
the exact period at which the wedding ceremony might be expected to take 
plaoe. He could then make all his calculations in reference to time, besides 
writing the necessary apologies to friends who had been engaged to visit 
him that winter, and who could not, of course, be received when the houee 
was in the hånds of the workmen. 

To this letter Mr. Fairlie had replied by requesting Sir Percival himself 
to snggest a day for the marriage, subjcct to Miss Fairlie’s approval, which 
her guardian willingly undertook to do his hest to obtain. Sir Percival 
wrote back by the next post, and proposed (in accordance with his own 
views and wishes, from the first) the latter part of December—^perhaps the 
twenty-second, or twenty-fourth, or any other day that the lady and her 
guardian might prefer, The lady not being at hånd to speak for herself, 
her guardian had decided, in her absence, on the earliest day mentioned— 
the twenty-second of December—and had written to recall us to Timmeridge 
in consequence. 

After explaining these particulars to me at a private interview yesterday, 
Mr. Fairlie suggested, in his most amiable manner, that I should open the 
necessary negociations to-day. Feeling that resistance was useless, unless 
I could first obtain Laura’s authority to make it, I consented to speak to 
her,butdeclaréd, at the same time, that I would on no consideration under- 
take to gain her consent to Sir Percival’s wishes, Mr. Fairlie complimented 
me on my “ excellent conscience,” mueh as he would have complimented 
me, if we had been out walking, on my “ excellent constitution,” and 
seemed perfeetly satisfied, so far, with haviug simply shifted one moro 
family respousibility from his own shoulders to mine. 

This moming, I spoke to Laura as I had promised. The composure—I 
may almost say, the insensibility—which she has so strangely and so 
resolutely maintained ever since Sir Percival left us, was not proof against 
the shock of the news I had to tell her. She turned pale, and tremblcd 
violently. 

“ Not so soon!” she pleaded. “ Oh, Marian, not so soon!” 

The slightest hint she could give was enough for me. I rose to leave 
the room, and fight her battie for her at once with Mr. FairUo. 
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Just as my hånd was on tho door, she caught fast hold of my dress, and 
stopped me. 

“ Let me go !** I said. “ My tongue bums to tell your tincle that h« 
and Sir Percival are not to have it all their own way.” 

She sighed hitterly, and still held my dress. 

“ No I” she said, faintly. “ Too late, Marian, too late 1** 

“Not a minute too late,** I retorted. . “The quest'oj? time is our 
qnestion—^and trust me, Laura, to take a woma. *ull advantage 
ofit.** 

I unclasped her hånd from my gown while I spoke •, out she slipped 
both her arms round my waist at the same moment, and held me more 
efifectually than ever. 

“ It will only involve us in more trouble and more confusion,’* she said. 

It will set you and my unde at variance, and bring Sir Percival here 
again with fresh causes of complaint-** 

“So much the betterl** I cried out, passionately. “ Who cares for his 
causes of complaint ? Are you to break your heart to set his mind at 
ease ? No man under hcaven deserves these sacrifices from us women. 
Men! They are the enemies of our innocence and our peace—they drag 
us away from our parents* love and our sisters* friendship—they take us 
body and soul to themselves, and fasten our helpless lives to theirs as they 
Chain up a dog to his kenneL And what does the beat of them give us in 
return ? Let me go, Laura—^I*m mad when 1 think of it I** 

The tears—miserable, weak, women’s tears of vexation and rage—started 
to my ejes. She smiled sadly; and put her handkerchief over my face, 
to hide for me the betrayal of my own weakness—the weakness of all 
otbers which she knew that I most despised. 

“ Oh, Marian I** she said. ^*You crying! Think what you would say to 
me, if the places were changed, and if those tears were mine. All your 
love and courage and devotiou will not alter what must happen, sooner or 
later. Let my unde have his way. Let us have no more troubles and 
heart-bumings that any sacrifice of mine can prevent. Say you will live 
with me, Marian, when I am married—and say no more.** 

But I did say more. I forced back the contemptible tears that were no 
relief to ma, and that only distressed her; and reasoned and pleaded aa 
calmly as I could. It was of no avail. She made me twice repeat the 
promise to live with her when she was married, and then suddenly askod 
a question which tumed my sorrow and my sympathy for her into a new 
direction. 

“While we were at Polesdean,** she said, “you had a letter, 
Marian-'-—’* 

Her altered tone; the abrupt manner in which she looked away from 
and hid her føoe on my shoulder; the hesitation which silenced her 
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before ahe had completed her question, all told me, but too plainly, to 
ivhom tbc half-expressed inquiry poiuted. 

thought, Laura, that you and 1 were never to refer to him again,*’ I 
said, gently. 

“ Yeu had a letter from him ?” she persisted. 

“Yes,” I replied, “ if you musi know it.” 

“Do you mean to write to him again?** 

I hesitated. I had been afraid to tell her of his absence from England, 
or of the manner in which my exertions to serve his new hopes and 
projects had connected me with his departure. What answer could I 
make? He was gone where no letters could reach him for months, 
perhaps for years, to come. 

“ Suppose 1 do mean to write to him again/’ I said, at last. “ What 
then, Laura 

Her cheek grew buming hot against my neck; and her arms trembleå 
and tightened round me. 

“ Don’t tell him about the twenty-second^ she whispered. “ Promise, 
Marian—^pray promise you will not even mention my name to him whcu 
you write next.” 

I gave the promise. No words can say how sorrowfully I gave it. 
She instantly took her arm from my waist, walked away to the window, 
and stood looking out, with her back to me. After a moment she spoke 
once more, but without turning round, without allowing me to catch the 
smallest glimpse of her face. 

“ Are you going to my uncle’s room ?” she asked. “ Will you say that 
I oonsent to whatever arrangement he may think hest? Never mind 
leaving me, Marian. I shall be better alone for a litlle while.” 

1 went out. If, as soon as 1 got into the passage, 1 could have 
transported Mr. Eairlie and Sir Fercival Giyde to the uttermost ends of 
the earth, by lifting one of my fingers, that finger would have been 
raised without an instant’s hesitation. For once my unhappy temper now 
stood my friend. 1 should have broken down altogether and burst into a 
violent fit of crying, if my tears had not been all bumt up in the heat of 
my anger. As it wos, I dashed into Mr. Fairlie’s room—called to him 
as harshly as possible, “Laura consents to the twenty-second”—and 
dashed uut again without waiting for a word of answer. I banged the 
door after me; and I hope 1 shattered Mr. Fairlie’s nervous system for the 
rest of the day. 

28th.—This moming, I read poor Hartright’s farewell letter over again; 
a doubt having crossed my mind since yesterday, whether I am acting 
wisely in concealing the faet of his departure from Laura. 

On leflection, I ttill think 1 am right. The allusions in his letter to 
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tbe preparations made for the expedition to Central America, all show that 
ihe leaders of it know it to be dangerous. If the discovery of this makes 
me uneasy, what would it make her f It is bad enough to feel that hvs 
departure has deprived ns of the fricnd of all othcrs to whoee devotioa we 
oonld trust, in the hour of need, if ever that hour comes and finds us 
helpless. But it is far worse to know that he has gone from us to face tho 
perils of a bad climate, a wild country, and a disturbed population. 
Surely it would be a cruel candour to tell Laura this, without a pressing 
and a positive necessity for it ? 

I almost doubt whether I ought not to go a step farther, and bum the 
letter at oncc, for fear of its one day falling into wrong bands. It not only 
refers to Laura in terms which ought to remain a seeret for ever between 
the writer and me; but it reiterates his suspicion—so obstinate, so unao- 
countable, and so alarming—that he has been secretly watched since he left 
Limmeridge. He declares that he saw the faces of the two strange men, who 
followed him about the streets of London, watching him among the crowd 
which gathered at Liverpool to seo the expedition embark; and he posi- 
ti vely asserts tbat he heard the name of Anne, Catherick pronounoed 
behind him, as he got into the boat. His own words are, “ These eventa 
have a meaning, these events must lead to a result. The mysterj' of Anne 
Catherick is not cleared up yet. She may never cross my path again; but 
if ever she crosses yours, make better use of the opportunity, Miss Hal- 
combe, than I made of it. I speak on strong conviction; I entreat you to 
remember what I say.” These are his own expressions. There is no 
danger of my forgetting them—my memory is only too ready to dwell on 
any words of Hartright’s that refer to Anne Catherick. But there is danger 
in my keeping the letter. The merest accident might place it at the mercy 
af strangers. I may fali ill; I may die. Better to bum it at once, and 
have one anxiety the less. 

It is bumt I The ashes of his farewell letter—the last he may ever writ« 
to me—lie in a few black fragments on the hearth. Is this the sad end to 
all that sad story ? Oh, not the end—surely, surely not the end already ! 

29th.—The preparations for the mandage have begun. The dressmaker 
has come to receive her orders. Laura is perfeetly impassive, perfeetly care- 
less about the question of all others in which a woman*s personal interesta 
are most closely bound up. She has left it all to the dressmaker and to 
me. If poor Hartright had been the baronet, and the husband of her 
father’s choice, how differently she would have behaved! How anxioua 
and capricious she would have been; and what a hard task the hest oi 
dressmakers would have found it to piease her 1 


80th. —We hear every day from Sir Percival. The last news is, that iho 
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alteiAtions in his honse will occnpy from foiir to six months, before they 
can be properly completed. If paiuters, paper-hangers, and upholsterers 
could make happiness as well as splendour, I shonld be interested about 
their proceedings in Laura’s future home. As it is, the only part of Sir 
Perciral’s last letter which does not leave me as it found me, perfectly in¬ 
different to all his plans and projects, is the part which refers to the wed- 
ding tour. He proposes, as Laura is delicate, and as the winter threatens 
to be unusually severe, to take her to Home, and to remain in Italy until 
the early part of next summer. If this plan should not be approved, he is 
equally ready, although he has no establishment of his own in town, to 
spend the season in London, in the most suitable furnished house that can 
be obtained for the purpose. 

Putting myself and my own feelings entirely out of the question (which 
it is my duty to do, and which I have done). I, for one, have no doubt oi 
the propriety of adopting the tirst of these proposals. In either case, a 
separation between Laura and me is inevitable. It will be a longer sepa« 
ration, in the event of their going abroad, than it yrould be in the event of 
their remaining in London—^but we must set against this disadvantage, the 
benefit to Laura on the other side, of passing the winter in a mild climate 
and, more than that, the immense assistance in raising her spirits, and 
reconciling her to her new existence, which the mere wonder and excite- 
ment of travelling for the first time in her life in the most interesting 
country in the world, must surely afford. She is not of a disposition to 
tind resources in the conventional gaieties and excitements of London. 
'Ihey would only make the first oppression of this lamentable marriage 
fali the heavier on her. I dread the beginning of her new life more than 
words can tell; but I sce some hope for her if she travels—none if she 
remains at home. 

It is strange to look back at this latest entry in my journal, and to find 
that I am writing of the marriage and the parting with Laura, as people 
write of a scttled thing. It seems so cold and so unfeeling to be looking at 
the futuro already in this cruelly composed way. But what other way is 
possible, now that the time is drawing so near ? Before another month is 
over our heads, she will be his Laura instead of mine 1 His Laura 1 I am 
as little able to realize the idea which those two words convey—^my mind 
feels almost as dulied and stunned by it—as if writing of her marriage were 
like vniting of her death. 

December Ist.—A sad, sad day ; a day that I have no heart to describe 
at any length. After weakly putting it off, last night, I was obliged to 
speak to her this moming of Sir PercivaPs proposal about the wedding 
tour. 

In the fuii cx>nvlction that I should be with her, whercver she went the 
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poor child—^for a child she is still in xnany things—was almost happy ai 
the prospect of seeing the wonders of Florenoe aod Home and Naples. It 
nearly broke my beaH to dispel her delusion, and to bring her face to face 
with the hard truth. 1 was obliged to tell her that no man tolerates a 
rival—not even a woman rival—^in his wife’s affections, when he first 
marries, whatever he may do afterwards. 1 was obliged to wam her, that 
my chance of li ving with her permanently under her own roof, depended 
entirely on my not arousing Sir Percivars jealousy and distrust by stand- 
ing between them at the beginning of their marriage, in the position of the 
chosen depocdtory of his wife’s closest secrets. Drop by drop, 1 poured the 
profaning bittemess of this world’s wisdom into that pure heart and that 
innocent mind, while every higher and better feeling within me recoiled 
from my miserable task. It is over now. She has leamf her hard, her 
iuevitable lesson. The simple illusions of her girlhood are gone; and my 
hånd has stripped them oiT. Better mine than his—that is all my conso> 
lation—better mine than his. 

So the first proposal is the proposal accepted. They are to go to Italy ; 
and I am to arrange, with Sir Percival’s permission, for meeting them and 
staying with them, when they return to England. In other words, I am 
to ask a personal favour, for the first time in my life, and to ask it of the 
man of all othcrs to whom I leust desire to owe a serious obligation of any 
kind. Well! I think I could do even more than that, for Laura*s sake. 

2nd.—On looking back, I find myself always referring to Sir Percival in 
disparaging terms. In the tum affairs have now taken, I mnst and will 
root out my prejudice against him. I cannot think how it first got into 
my mind. It certainly never existed in former times. 

Is it Laura's reluctance to become his wife that has set me against him ? 
Have Hartright's perfectly intelligible prejudices infected me without my 
Buspecting their influence? Does that letter of Anne Gatherick’s still 
leave a lurking distrust in my mind, in spite of Sir PercivaPs explanatiom 
and of the proof in my possession of the truth of it ? I cannot account for 
the State of my own feelings: the one thing I am certain of is, that it is 
my duty—doubly my duty, now—^not to wrong Sir Percival by unjustly 
distnisting him. If it has got to be a habit with me always to write of him 
in the same unfavourable manner, I must and will break myself of this nn- 
worthy tcndency, even though the effort should force me to close the pages 
of my journal till the marriage is over I I am seriously dissatisfied with 
myself—^I will write no more to-day. 

« • * « « 

December 16th.—A whole fortnight has passed; and I have not ozice 
oponed these pages. 1 have been long onough away from my journal, to 



THE WOMAN IN WHITE. 143 

fome bæl to it, with a healHuer and better mind, 1 hope, so far as 8ii 
Percival is concemed. 

There is not much to record of the past two weeks, The dresses are 
almost all finished; and the new traTelling trunks have been sent here from 
London. Poor dear Laura hardly leaves me for a moment, all day ; and, 
last night, when neither of us could sleep, she came and crept into my bed 
to talk to me there. ** I shall lose you so soon^ Marian,*’ she said; ** 1 
mnst make the most of you while 1 can.** 

They are to be married at Limmeridge Church; and, thank Heavci^ 
not one of the neighbours is to be invited to the ceremony. The onl;f 
visitor will be our old friend, Mr. Arnold, who is to oome from Polesdean, 
to give Laura away; her unde being far too delicate to trust himself out- 
side the door in such inclement weather as we now have. If I were not 
determined, from this day forth, to see nothing but the bright side of om 
prospects, the melancholy absence of any male relative of Laura’s, at the 
most important moment of her life, wonld make me very gloomy and very 
distmstful of the fnture. But 1 have done with gloom and distrust—that 
is to say, I have done with wiiting about either the one or the other in 
this journal. 

Sir Percival is to arrive to-morrow, He ofifered, in case we wished t6 
treat him on terms of rigid etiquette, to write and ask our clergyman to 
grant him the hospitality of the rectory, during the short period of his 
sojoum at Limmeridge, before the marriage. Under the drcumstances, 
neither Mr. Fairlie nor I thought it at all necessary for us to trouble ourselves 
about attending to trifling forms and ceremonies. In our vdld moorland 
country, and in this great lonely house, we may well claim to be beyond 
the rea^ of the trivial conventionalities which hamper people in other 
plaoes. I wrote to Sir Percival to thank him for his pohte offer, and to 
beg that be would oceupy his old rooms, just as usual, at Limmeridge 
House. 

17th. He arrived to-day, looking, as I thought, alittle wom and anxious, 
but still tAlking and laughing like a man in the best possible spirits. Hc 
brought with him some really beautiful presents, in jewelry, which Laura 
received with her best grace, and, outwardly at least, with perfeet self- 
possession. The only sign 1 can detect of the struggle it must oost her to 
preserve appearances at this trying time, expresses itself in a sudden un« 
willingness, on her part, ever to be left alone. Instead of retreating to her 
own room, as usual, she seems to dread going there. When I went up- 
stairs to-day, affer lunch, to put on my bonnet for a walk, she volunteered 
to join me; and, again, Wore dinner, she threw the door open between oui 
two rooms, so that we might talk to each other while we were dressing. 
** Kcep me always doing something,” she said; ** keep me always in oom 
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pany with somebodj. Don’t let me think—^that is all I ask now, Marian 
—don*t let me think.” 

This sad change in lier ouly increaaes her attractions for Sir Percival, 
He interprets it, I can see, to his own advantage. There is a feverish flush 
in her cheeks, a feverish brightness in her cyes, which he weloomes as the 
return of her beauty and the recovery of her spirits. She talked to-day at 
dinner with a gaiety and carelcssness so false, so shockingly out of her 
character, that I secretly longed to silenoe her and take her away. Sir 
Percivars delight and surprise appeared to be beyond all expression. The 
anxiety which I had noticed on his flEuie when he arrive^ totally dia- 
appeared from it; and he looked, even to my eyes, a good ten yearsyounger 
than he really is. 

There can be no doubt—though some strange perversity prevents me 
from seeing it mysclf—there can be no doubt that Laura’s future husband 
is a very handsome man. Begular features form a personal advantage to 
begin with—and he has them. Biight brown eyes, either in man or 
woman, are a great attraction—and Ue has them. Even baldness, when it 
is only baldness over the forehead (as in his case), is rather becoming, than 
not, in a man, for it heightens the head and adds to the intelligence of the 
face. Grace and ease of movement; untiring animation of manner; rcady, 
pliant, conversational powers—all these are unquestionable merits, and all 
these he certainly possesses. Surely Mr. Gilmore, ignorant as he is of 
Laura’s secret, was not to blame for feeling surprised that sho should 
repent of her marriage engagement? Any one else in his plaoe, would 
have shared our good old friend’s opinion. If I were asked, at ^is moment, 
to say plainly what defects 1 have discovered in Sir Percival, 1 could only 
point out two. One, his incessant restlessncss and exdtability—which 
may be caused, naturally enough, by unusual energy of character. The 
other, his short, sharp, ill-tempered manner of speaking to the servante— 
Thich may be only a bad habit, after all. No: 1 cannot dispute it, and I 
will not dispute it—Sir Percival is a very handsomO and a very agreeablo 
man. There 1 1 have written it down, at last, and 1 am glad it*s over. 

18th.—Feeling weary and depressed, this moming, 1 left Laura with 
Mrs. Yesey, and went out alone for one of my brisk mid-day walks, which 
I have discontinued too much of late. 1 took the dry airy road, over the 
moor, that leads to Todd’s Corner. After having been out half an hour, I 
was excessively surprised to see Sir Percival approaching me from the 
direction of the farm. He was walking rapidly, swinging his stick; his 
head erect as usual, and his shooting jacket flying open in the wind. T^en 
we met, he did not wait for me to ask any questions—^he told me, at once, 
that he had been to the fiirm to inquire if Mr. or Mrs. Todd had received 
any tidings, since his laet visit to Limmeridge, of Ann« CSathørick. 
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“ Yoii iuund, of course, that they had heard Dotliing?” I said. 

“Nothing whatever,” he replied. “I bcgin to bo seriously afraid thal 
we have lost her. Do you happen to know,” ho continued, looking me iii 
the face very attcntively, “ if the artist—Mr. Hartright—is in a position to 
gire ns any furthor infoimation 

** He has neither heard of her, nor seen her, since he left Cumberland,* 

I answered. 

Yery sad,** said Sir Fercival, speaking like a man who was dis« 
appointed, and yet, oddly enougb, looking, at the same time, like a man 
who was relieved. ** It is impossible to say what misfortunes may not 
have happened to the miserable creature. I am inexpressibly annoyed at 
the failure of all my efforts to restore her to the care and protection which 
she so urgently needs.** 

This time he really lookod annoyed. I said a few sympathising words ; 
and we then. talked of other subjects, on our way back to the hoiisc. 
Surely, my chance meeting with him on the moor has disclosed another 
favourable trait in his character? Surely, it was singularly considerate 
and unselfish of him to think of Anne Catherick on the eve of his marriage, 
and to go all the way to Todd’s Corner to make inquiries about her, when 
he might have passed the time so mnch more agreeably in Laura*8 sopiety ? 
Considering that he can only have acted from motives of pure charity, his 
conduct, imder the circumstances, shows unusual good feeling, and deserves 
extraor^nary praise. Well I I give him extraordinary praise—and there's 
an end of it. 

19th.—^More discovenes in the inexhaustible mine of Sir Pcrcivars 
virtues. 

To-day, I approached the subject of my proposed sojonrn under his 
wife’s roof, when he brings her back to England. I had hardly dropped 
my first hint in this direction, before he caught me warmly by the hånd, 
and said I had made the very offer to him, which he had been, on his side, 
most anxious to make to me. I was the companion of all others whom he 
most sincerely longed to seenre for his wife; and he begged me to believe 
that I had conferred a lasting favOur on him by making the proposal to 
live with Laura after her marriage, exaetly as I had al way s lived with her 
before it. 

When I had thanked him, in her name and mine, for his considerate 
Rindness to both of us, we passed next to the subject of his wedding tour, 
and began to talk of the English society in Home to which Laura was to 
be introduced. He ran over the naraes of several friends whom he ex- 
l>cctiid to meet abroad this winter. They were all English, as well as 1 
G\n remember, with one exception. The one exoeption was Count Fosco. 

*rho montion of the Count*s name, and the discovery that he and his 

I« 


146 


TttE WOMAN IN WHlTC. 


wife are likely to meet tbe bride and bridegroom on tbe oontinent, puta 
liaura's marriage, for tbe first time, in a distinctly favonrable light. It is 
iikeiy to be tho means of bealing a family feud. Hitberto Madame Foaco 
bas cbosen to forget ber obligations as Laura's annt, out of sbeer spite 
against tbe late Mr. Fairlie for bis conduct in tbe affair of tbe legacy. 
Now, bowever, sbe can persist in tbis course of oondact no longer. Sir 
Percival and Coimt Fosco are old and fast friends, and tbeir wives will 
have no cboice but to meet on civil terms. Madame Fosco, in ber maiden 
days, was one of tbe most impertinent women I ever met witb—capricious, 
exacting, and vain to tbe last degree of absurdity. If ber busband has 
succeeded in bringing her to ber senses, be deserves tbe gratitude of eveiy 
member of tbe family—and be may have mine to begin witb. 

I am becoming anxious to know tbe Count. He is fbe most intimate 
fnend of Laura’s busband; and, in tbat capacity, be excites my strengest 
interest. Neitber Laura nor I have ever seen bim. All I know of him is 
tbat his accidental presence, years ago, on tbe steps of tbe Trinita del 
Monte at Rome, assisted Sir Percival’s escape from robbery and assassi- 
nation, at tbe critical moment wben be was wounded in tbe band, and 
migbt, tbe next instant, have been wounded in tbe beart. I rememl)cr 
also tbat, at tbe time of tbe late Mr. Fairlie’s absurd objections to his 
sister’s marriage, tbe Count wrote bim a very temperate and sensible letter 
on tbe subject, wbicb, I am asbamed to say, remained unanswered. This 
is all I know of Sir Percival’s friend. I wonder if he will ever come to 
England ? 1 wonder if I shall like him ? 

My pen is ninning away into mere speculation. Let me return to sober 
matter of faet. It is certain tbat Sir Percival’s reception of my Yentnre- 
some proposal to live witb bis wife, was more tban kind, it was almost 
affectimiate. I am sure Laura’s busband will have no reason to oomplain 
of me, if I can only go on as I have begun. 1 have already declared him 
to be bandsome, agreeable, full of good feeling towards tbe unfortunate, 
and full of affeetionate kindness towards me. Really, I bardly know 
myself again, in my new character of Sir Percival’s warmest friend. 

20th.—I båte Sir Percival! I flatly deny his good looks. I consider 
bim to be eminently ill-tempered and disagreeable, and totally wanting in 
kindness and good feeling. Last nigbt, tbe cards for tbe married conple 
were sent home. Laura opened tbe packet, and saw ber futura name in 
print, for tbe first time. Sir Percival looked over ber sboulder familiarly 
at tbe new card wbicb bad already transformed Miss Fairlie into Lady 
Giyde—smiled witb tbe most odious self-complacency—and whispeied 
sometbing in ber ear. I don’t know wbat it was—Laura bas refused to 
tell me—but I saw her face tum to sucb a deadly wbiteness tbat I thonght 
he would have fainted. He took no notice of tbe cbange: he seemed tc 
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be barbarously unconscious that he had said anything to pain her. All m j 
old feelinga of hostility towards him. revived on the instant; and all tha 
hours that have paased, since, have done nothiog to dissipate thcm. I am 
more imreasonable and more unjust than ever. In three worda—^how 
glibly my pen writes them 1—in three words, I hate him. 

2l8t.—^Have the anxieties of this anxious time shaken me a little, at 
last? I have been writing, for the last few days, in a tone of lovity 
whidi, Heaven knowa, is far enongh from my heart, and which it haa 
nther shocked me to discover on looking back at the entries in my 
jooroal 

Perhape I may have canght the feverish excitement of Laura’s spirits^ 
for the last week. If so, the fit has already passed away from me, and has 
left me in a very strange atate of mind. A persistent idetf has been forcmg 
itself on my attention, ever since last night, that something will yet happen 
to pievent the marriage. What haa prodneed this singnlar fancy ? Is it 
tbe indirect result of my apprehensions for Laura’s future? Or has it 
been unconsciously snggested to me by the inereasing restlessness and 
imtahility which I have certainly observed in Sir PercivaVs manner as the 
wedding-day draws nearer and nearer ? Impossiblo to say. I know that 
I have the idea—surely the wildest idea, under the circunistances, that ever 
entered a woman’s head ?—^but try as I may, I cannot trace it back to its 
»uroe. 

This last day has been aU oonfusion and wretchedness. How can 1 
write about it ?—and yet, I must write. Any thing is better than brooding 
orer my own gloomy thoughts. 

Kind Mrs. Vesey, whom we have all too mueh overlooked and forgotten 
late, innocently caused us a sad morning to begin with. She has been, 
for months past, secretly making a warm Shetland shawl for her dear 
pnpil-^ most beautiful and surprising piece of work to be done by a 
^oman at her age and with her habits. The gift was presented this 
morning; and poor warm-hearted Laura completely broke down when 
tbe shawl was put proudly on her shoulders by Ihe loving old friend 
and guardian of her motherless childhood. I was hard ly allowed time 
to quiet them both, or even. to dry my own eyes, when I was sent for 
by Mt. Fairlie, to be fovoured with a long recital of his arrangements for 
tbe pieservation of his own.tranquillity on the wedding-day. 

“Dear Laura” was to receive his present—a shabby ring, with her 
affeetionate uncle’s hair for an ornament, instead of a precious stone, and 
with a heartless French inscription, inside, about congenial sentiments smd 
rtemal friendi^p—“ dear Laura ” was to receive this tender tribute firom 
my bands immediately, so that she might have plenty of time to recover 
irom the agitation prodneed by the gift, before she appeared in Mr. Fairlk' 



148 


THE WOMAN IN WHITE. 


preseuoe. ** Dear Laura ** mts to pay him a Uttle yisit tbat ovcning, and 
to bo kind enougb not to make a soene. ** Dear Laara ” was to pay hixn 
another little visit in her wedding dress, tbe next moming, and to be 
kind enougb, again, not to make a scene. Dear Laura was to look in 
once more, for tbe tliird time, before going away, but witbout barrowing 
bis fcelings by saying when sbe was going away, and witbout tears—** in 
tbe name of pity, in tbe name of everytbing, dear Marian, that is most 
affectionate and most domestio and most doligbtfully and cbarmingly self- 
composed, with<ntt tears /** I was so exasperated by tbis miserable selfish 
trifling, at sucb a time, tbat I sbould ocrtainly bave sbocked Mr. Fairlie 
by some of tbe bardest and rudest trutbs be bas ever beard in bis life, if 
tbe arrival of Mr. Arnold from Polesdean bad not called me away to new 
dutics down stairs. 

The rest of tbe day is indescribable. I believe no one in tbe house 
really knew bow it passed. Tbe oonfusion of small events, all huddled 
together one on tbe otber, bewildered everybody. Tbere were dresses sent 
home, tbat bad been forgotten; tbere were trunks to be jiacked and 
unpacked and packed again ; tbere were presents fiom friends far and near, 
friends high and low. We were all needlessly burried; all nervonsly 
expectant of tbe morrow. Sir Percival, especially, was too rcstless, now, 
to remain five minutes togctber in tbe same place. Tbat abort, aharp 
cough of bis troubled bim more than ever. He was in and out of 
doors all day long: and be seemed to grow so inquisitive, on a sudden, 
tbat be questioned tbe very strangers wbo came on small errands to the 
bouse. Add to all tbis, tbe one perpetual tbougbt, in Laura’s mind and 
mine, tbat we were to part tbe next day, and tbe baunting dread, unex« 
pressed by eitber of us, and yet ever present to botb, tbat tbis deplorable 
marriage migbt prove to be tbe one fatal error of ber life and tbe one bopeless 
soiTow of mine. For tbe first time in all the years of our close and l^ppy 
intercourse we almost avoided looking eacb otber in tbe face; and we 
refrained, by oommon consent, from speaking together in private, through 
tbe wbole evening. 1 can dwell on it no longer. Wbatever future sorrows 
may be in store for me, 1 sball always look back on this twenty-first of 
December as the most comfortless and most miserable day of my life. 

1 am writing tbese lines in tbe solitude of my own room, long after 
midnigbt; baving just come back from a stolen look at Laura in her 
pretty little wbite bed—^tbe bed sbe bas oocupied since tbe days of her 
girlbood. 

Tbere sbe lay, unconscious that I was looking at her—quiet, more quiet 
tban I bad dared to bope, but not sleeping. The glimmer of tbe uight- 
light sbowed me tbat ber eyes were only partially closed: the traces of 
tears glistened between ber eyelids. My little keepsake—only a brooch— 
lay on the table at ber bedside, with ber pi*ayer-book, and tbe miniature 
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portrait of her father which she takes witb her wherever goes. 1 
waited a moment, looking at her from behind her pillow, as she lay 
beneath me, witb one arm and band resting on the wbite ooverUd, so still, 
flo quietly breathing, that tbe frill on her night-dress never moved—I 
waited, looking at her, as I have seen her thousands of times, as I shall 
never see her again—^and then stole back to my room. My own love 1 
with all your wealtb, and all yonr beanty, how Mendless you are 1 The 
one man who would give his heart's life to serve you, is far away, tossing, 
this stonny night, on the awful sea. Who else is left to you ? No father, 
no brothcr—^no living creature but the helpless, useless woman who writes 
these sad lines, and watches by you for the moming, in sorrow that she 
cannot compose, in doubt that she cannot conquer. Oh, what a trust is to 
be placed in that man’s hånds to-morrow! If ever he forgets it; if ever hc 
injures a hair of her head I— 

The Twenty-skcond of Decembeb. Seven dclock. A wild unsettlcd 
moming. She has just risen—^better and calmer, now that the time has 
come, than she was yesterday. 


Tea (^docTc, She is dressed. We have kissed each other; wo have 
promised each other not to lose courage. I am away for a moment in my 
own room. In the whirl and confusion of my thoughts, I can detect that 
Btrange fancy of some hindrance happening to stop the marriage, still 
hanging about my mind. Is it hanging about his mind, too ? I see him 
from the window, moving hither and thither uneasily among the carriages 
at the door.—How can I write such folly I The marriage is a oertainty. 
In Icss than half an hour we start for the church. 


^Sleven o’ clock, It is all over. They are married. 


JTirec o* clock, They are gone ! I am blind with crying—I can write r.o 
Hore— 

• • • ♦ • 


[2^ First Epoch qf the Story clæes here^'\ 
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The Story conimued hy Marian Haloombc. 

1 . 

* * « * • 

Blackwater Park, Hainpahire. 

June 11 th, 1860.—Six monthg to look back on—six long, lonely months^ 
aince Laura and I last saw eacb other I 
How many days have I still to wait? Only onel To-morrow, the 
twelfth, the travellers return to England. 1 can hardly realize my own 
happiness; 1 can hardly helieve that the next four-and-twenty hours will 
oomplete the last day of separation between Laura and me. 

She and her husband have been in Italy all the winter, and afterwaids 
in the Tyrol. They come back, aocompanied by Count Fosco and his wife, 
who propose to settie somewhere in the neighbourhood of London, and who 
have engaged to stay at Blackwater Fark for the summer months before 
deciding on a place of residenoe. So long as Laura retums, no matter who 
retums with her. Sir Percival may fiU the house from floor to ceiling, if 
he likes, on oondition that his wife and I inhabit it together. 

Meanwhile, here I am, established at Blackwater Fark; ** the ancient and. 
interesting seat (as the county history obligingly informs me) “ of Sir 
Fercival Giyde, Bart.”—and the future abiding-place (as I may now vcnture 
to add ou my account) of plain Marian Halcombe, spinster, now settled in 
a snug little sitting-room, with a cup of tea by her side, and all her earthly 
possessions ranged roimd her in three boxes and a bag. 

I left Limmeridge yesterday; having received Laura’s delightful letter 
from Paris, the day before. I had been previously uncertain whether I 
was to meet them in London, or in Hampshire; but this last letter informed 
me, that Sir Fercival proposed to land at Southampton, and to travel 
straight on to his country-house. He has. spent so mueh money abroad, 
that he has none left to defray the expenses of living in London, for the 
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remainder of the sesflon; and he is ebonomically retolved to peas the 
rammer and antnmn qnieily at Blackwatcr. Laura has had more than 
enoogh of excitement and change of soene; and is pleased at the prospect oi 
ooontry tranquillity and retirement which her hnsband’s prndenoe provides 
for her. As for me, I am ready to he happy anywhere in her society. 
We aie aU^ therefore, well contented in our various ways, to hbgin 
wiih. 

Last ni^t, I slept in London, and was delayed there so long, to-day, by 
rarions calls and oommissions, that I did not reaoh Blackwater, this evening, 
till afler dusk. 

Jndging my yague tmpressions of the plaoe, thus fiar, it is the exact 
opposite of Limmeridge. 

The house is situated on a dead dat, and seems to be shut in—almost 
snffocated, to my north->conntry notions, by trees. I have seen nobody, 
bnt the man-servant who opened the door to me, and the housekeeper, a 
rery civil person who showed me the way to my own room, and got me 
ifiy tea. I have a nioe little boudoir and bedroom, at the end of a long 
passage on the drat door. The servants and some of the spare rooms are 
oa the seoond door; and all the living rooms are on the gronnd door. I 
have not seen one of them yet, and I know nothing about the house, exoept 
that One wing of it is said to be dve hundred years old, that it had a moat 
mand it once, and that it gets its name of Blackwater from a lake in the 
park. 

Bleven o’clook has just struck, in a ghostly and solemn manner, fmm a 
terret over the oentre of the house, which 1 saw when I came in. A large 
dog has been woke, apparently by the sound of the bell, and is bowling 
and yawning drearily, somewhere round a comer. 1 hear echoing footsteps 
in the passages below, and the iron thumping of bolts and bars at the house 
dr»r. The servants are evidently going to bed. Shall 1 foUow their 
example? 

Ko: lam not half sleepy enough. Sleepy, did I say? I feel as if 1 
shonld never close my eyes s^in. The bare anticipation of seeing that 
dear face and hearing that well-known voice to-morrow, keeps me in a 
perpetnal fever of excitement. If I only had the privileges of a man, 1 
^onld order out Sir Percivars hest horse instantly, and tear away on a 
night-gallop, eastward, to meet the rising sun—a long, hard, heavy, cease- 
less gallop of hours and honrs, like the famous highwayman's ride to York 
^ing, however, nothing but a woman, condemned to patience^ propriefy, 
Mid petticoats, for life, I must respect the housekeeper^s opinions, and try 
^ compose myself in some feeble and feminine way. 

Beathug is out of the question—I can’t fix my attention on books. Let 
try if I can write myself into sleepiness and fotigue. My journal haa 
been very much neglecled of late. What can I recall—standing, as 1 nø^ 



153 


THE WOMAN IN WHlfE. 


do, on the thresbold cf a new life—of pereons and events, of chances and 
changes, dnring the past six months—the long, weary, empty interval 
since Laura*s wedding-day ? 

Walter Hartright is nppermost in my memory; and he passes first in tho 
shadowy procession of my absent friends. I received a few lines from him, 
after the landing of the expedition in Honduras, written more cheeifnlly 
and hopefiilly than he has written yet. A month or six weeks later, I saw 
an extract from an American newspaper, describing the departure of the 
adventurers on their inland joumey. They were last seen eptering a wild 
primeval forest, each man withhis rifie on his shoulder and his baggage at 
his back. Since that time, civilization has lost all trace of them. Kot a 
line more have I received from Walter; not a fragment of news fi*om the 
expedition has appeared in any of the public journals. 

The same dense, disheartening obscurity hangs over the fate .md fortunes 
of Anne Oatherick, and her companion, Mrs. Clements. Nothing whatever 
has been heard of either of them. Whether they am in the .country or out 
of it, whether they are li ving or dead, no one knows. Even Sir Percival’s 
solicitor has lost aU hope, and has ordered the useless search after the 
fugitives to be finally given up. 

Our good old friend Mr. Gilmore bas met with a sad check in his active 
professional career. Early in the spring, we were alarmed by hearing that 
he had been found insensible at his desk, and that the seizure was pro- 
nounced to be an apoplectic fit. He had been long complaining of fulness 
and oppression in the head; and his doctor had wamed him of the con- 
sequenoes that would follow his persistency in continuing to work, early 
and late, as if he was still a young man. The result now is that he has 
been positively ordered to keep out of his Office for a year to come, at least, 
and to seek repose of body and relief of mind by altogether changing his 
usual mode of life. The business is left, accordingly, to be carried on by 
his partner; and he is, himself, at this moment, away in Germany, visiting 
some relations who are settled there in mercantile pursuits. Thus, another 
true friend, and trustworthy adviser, is lost to us—lost, I eamestly hope 
an i trust, for a time only. 

Poor Mrs. Vesey travelled with me, as far as London. It was impossible 
to abandon her to solitudo at Limmeridge, after Laura and 1 had both left 
the house; and we have arranged that she is to live with an unmarried 
younger sister of hers, who keeps a school at Glapham. She is to coine here 
this autumn to visit her pupil—I might almost say her adopted child. 1 
saw the good old lady safe to her destination; and left her in the care o( 
her relative, qoietly happy at the prospect of seeing Laura again, in a few 
months’ time. 

As for Mr* Fairlic, I believo I am guilty of no injusticc if J dcscribe hisn 
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28 being iinntterably relieved by having the boose clear of tu women. 'ibe 
idea of his missing his uiecc is simply preposterous—he used to let mon tiis 
pass, in the old times, withoiit attempting to see her—and, in my case and 
Mrs. Yesey’s, 1 take leave to consider his telling us hoth tbat he was half 
beart-broken at onr departure, to be equivalent to a confession that he waa 
secretly rejoiced to gct rid of us. His laat caprice has led him to keep two 
photographers incessantly employed in producing sun-pictures of aU the 
treasnres and curiosities in his possession. One complete copy of the 
callection of the photographs is to be presented to the Mechanics’ Institution 
of Carlislc, mounted on the finest cardboard, with osten ta tious red-letter 
inscriptions undemeath. “ Madonna and Child, by Baphael. In the jos- 
session of Frederick Fairlie, Esgnire.” “Copper coin of the period of 
Tiglath Pileser. In the possession of Frederick Fairlie, Esquire.** “ Unique 
Kembrandt etching. Known all over Eiiropei as The Smudge, from a 
printeres blot in the oomer which exists in no other copy, Valued at three 
hundred guineas. In the possession of Frederick Fairlie, Esq.** Dozens 
of phok^raphs of this sort, and all inscribed in this manner, were completed 
hefore I left Oumberland ; and hundreds more remain to be done. With 
this new interest to oceupy him, Mr. Fairlie will be a happy man for 
months and months to oome; and the two unfortunate photo^phers will 
simre the social martyrdom which he has hitherto inflicted on his valei 
alone. 

So mueh for the persons and events which hold the foremost place in my 
memory. What, next, of the one person who holds the foremost place in 
my heart ? Laura has boen present to my thoughts all the while I have 
been writing these lines. What can I recall of her, during the past sii 
months, before I close my journal for the night ? 

I have only her letters to guide me; and, on the most important of all 
the quesUons which our correspondenco can discuss, every one of those 
letters leaves me in the dark. 

Does he treat her kindly ? Is she happier now than she was when 1 
parted with her on the wedding-day ? All my letters have contained these 
two inquiries, put more or less direetly, now in one form, and now in 
nnother; and all, on that point only, have remained without reply, or have 
been answered as if my questions merely related to the state of her health. 
She informs me, over and over again, that she is perfeetly well; that 
travelling agrees with her; that she is getting through the winter, for the 
first time in her life, without catching cold—but not a word can I find any- 
vrhere which tells me plainly that she is reconciled to her marriage, and 
that she can now look back to the twenty-second of December without any 
Ditter feelings of repentance and regret. The name of her husband is only 
mentioned in her letters, as she might meution the name of a friend who 
tiras travelliiig with them, and who had undertaken to make all the arranga* 
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ments for the joamey. ^Sir Ferdval ** has^settled that wø leareon siicii a 
day; ‘‘ Sir Percnal ** has decided that we travel by such a road. Some- 
dinés sbe writes, ** Fercival ” only, bat vory seldom—^in nine cases out of 
ten,' she gives him bis title. 

I cannot find tiiat his habits and opinions have changed and coloured 
hers in any single particular. The usnal moral transformation which is 
insensibly wronght in a young, fresh, sensitive woman by her maniage« 
seelns never to have taken place in Laura. She writes of her own thoughta 
and impressions, amid all wonders she has seen, exactly as she might 
have written to some one else, if 1 had been travelling with her instead of 
her husband. I see no betiayhl anywhere, of sympathy of any kind eaist- 
ing between them. Even when she wanders from the subject of her traveb^ 
and oocupies herself with the prospects that await her in England, her 
speculations are busied with her futore as my sister, and persistently 
neglect to notice her fiitare as Sir Percivars wife. In all this, thetois no 
under-tone of complaint, to wam me that she is absolutely unhappy in her 
married life. The impression 1 have derived from our correspondence 
dées not, thank God, lead me to any such distressing oonclusion as that. 
I only see a sad torpor, an unchangeable indifierenoe, when 1 tum my 
mtind from her in the old character of a »ster» and look at her, through 
the medium of her letters, in the new character of a wife. In other words, 
it is always Laura Fairlie who has been writing to me for the last six 
months, and never Lady Giyde. 

The strange silence which she maintains on the subject of her husband’s 
character and conduot, she preaerves with almost equal resolution in the 
few references whidi her later letters oontain to the norne of her husband’s 
bosom friend, Count Fosco. 

For some unexplained reason, the Count and his wife appear to have 
changed their plans abruptly, at the end of last autumn, and to have gerne 
to Yienna, instead of going to Home, at which latter place Sir Fercival had 
ixpected to find them when he lefb England. They only quitted Yienna 
in the spring, and travelled as far as the Tyrol to meetthe bride and 
bridegroom on their homeward joumey. Laura writes readily enough 
about the meeting with Madame Fosco, and assures me that she has found 
her aunt so mueh changed for the better-*HSo mueh quieter and so mueh 
more sensible as a wife than she was as a single woman—that I shaL 
hardly know her again when I see her here. But, on the subject of Count 
Fosco (who interests me infinitely more than his wife), Laura is pro- 
vokingly circumspect «id silent. She only says that he puzzles her, and 
that she will not tell me what her impression of him is, until 1 have seeo 
him, and formed my own opinion first. 

This, to my mind, looks ill for the Count. Laura has preserved, far 
moie perfeetly than most people do in later life, the child’s subtle faculty cl 
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knowing a friend by instinet; and, if I am right in ajanming that her fint 
impieasioii of Gonnt Fosoo has not been favonrable. I, for one, am in 
•orne 4anger of doabting and distrusting that illostrious foreigner beforf 
1 have so mueh as set eyes on him. But, patience^ patience; this un- 
certainty, and many uncertaintiea more, caxmot last mueh longer. To* 
morrow will see all my doubts in a fair way of being cleared up^ aooner or 
later. 

Twelve o'clock has strack; and I have just oome back to close these 
pages, after looking out at my open window. 

It is a still, saltry, moonless night The stars are duli and few. The 
trøes that sbut out the view on all sides, look dimly black and solid in the 
distance, Hke a great wall of rock« I heor the cioaking of frogs, faint and 
far oS ; and the echoes of tha great clock hum in the airless calm, l<mg 
tiler the strokes have ceased. I wonder how Blackwater Park will look in 
the daytime ? I don*t altogether like it by nighk 

12th.—A day of investigations and discoveries—a more interesting day, 
for many reasons, than 1 had ventured to anticipate* 

I began my sight-seeing, of oourse, with the hoiise. 

The main body of the building is of the time of fthat highly overrated 
woman, Qaeen Elizabeth. On the ground fioor, there are two hagely long 
galleries, with low ceilings, lying parallel with each other, and rendered 
additionally dark and dismal by hideous family portraita—every one af 
which 1 should like to bum. The rooms on the fioor above the two 
galleries, are kept in tolerable repair, but are very seldom used. The civil 
housekeeper, w^ acted as my guide, offered to show me over them*; but 
oonsiderately added that she feared 1 should find them rather out of order. 
My respect for the integrity of my own petticoats and stockings, infinitely 
ezceeds my respect for all the Elizabethan bedrooms in the kingdom; so 1 
positively declined exploring the upper r^ons of dust and dirt at the rish 
of soiling my nice clean clothes. The housekeeper said, ** 1 am quite of 
your opinion, missand appeared to think me the most sensible woman 
she had met with for a long time past. 

So mueh, then, for the main building. Two wings are afided, at either 
rød of it The half*rained wing on the left (as yon approach the house) 
a'as OBoe a place of residence standing by itself, and was built in the 
fourteenth oentury. One of Sir rercival’s matemal ancestors—^1 don't 
remember, and don’t care, which—^tacked on the main building, at right 
angles to it, in the aforesaid Queen Elizabeth’s time. The housekeeper 
told me that the architecture of the old wing,” both outside and inside^ 
was considered remarkahly fine by good judges. On further investigation, 

I disoovered that gpod judges could only exercise their abilities on Sir Per- 
rivaVs piece of antiquity by previouslydismissing from their minds all fear 
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of damp, darknerø, and rats. Under thes^ circiimstances, I nnhesitatingly 
acknowledged myself to be no judge at all; and suggested that we shonld 
treat “ the old wing” predsely as we had previonsly treated the Elizabethan 
bediwms. Once more, the housekeeper said, “I am quite of your 
opinion, missand once more she looked at me, with nndisgnised admira- 
tion of my extraordinary common sense. 

We went, next, to the wing. on the right, which ^vas built, by way of 
rompleting the wonderfnl architectural jnmble at Blackwater Park, in the 
time of George the Second. 

This is the habitable part of the hotise, which has been repaired and 
redecorated, inside, on Laura’s account. My two rooms, and all the good 
bedrooms besides, are on the first fioor; and the basement contains a 
dr\wing-room, a dining-room, a moming-room, a library, and a pretty 
iittle boudoir for Laura—all very nicely omamented in the bright modern 
way, and all very elegantly fumished with the delightful modem luxuries. 
None of tho rooms are anylhing like so large and airy as our rooms at 
Limmeridge; but they all look pleasant to live in. I was terribly 
afraid, from what I had heard of Blackwater Park, of fatiguing antique 
chairs, and dismal stained glass, and musty, frouzy hangings, and all the 
barbarous lumber which people born without a sense of comfort accumulate 
about them, in defiance of the consideration due to the convenienco of 
their friends. It is an inexpressible relief to find that the nineteenth 
ceotury has invaded this strange future home of mine, and has swept the 
dirty “ good old times ” out of the way of our daily life. 

I dawdled away the moming—part of the time in the rooms down 
stairs ; and part, out of doors, in the great square which is formed by tho 
three sides of the house, and by the lofty iron railings and gates which 
protect it in front. A large circular fishpond, with stone sides, and an 
allegorical leaden monster in the middle, occupies the centre of the square. 
The pond itself is full of gold and silver fish, and is encircled by a broad 
belt of the softest turf I ever walked on. I loitered here, on the shady 
side, pleasantly enough, till luncheou time; and, after that, took my broad 
straw hat, and wandered out alone, in the warm lovely sunlight, to exploro 
the grounds. 

Daylight confinned the impression which I had felt the night before, of 
there being too many trees at Blackwater. The house is stifled by them. 
They are, for the most part, young, and planted far too thickly. I suspect 
there must have been a ruinous cutting down of timber, all over the 
estate, before Sir Percivars time, and an angry anxiety, on thp part of the 
next possessor, to fill up all the gaps as thickly and rapidly as poesible. 
After looking about me, in front of the house, I observed a flower-gamee 
on my left hånd, and walked towards it, to see what I could discover io 
that diroctioD« 
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Oq a nearer view, the garden proved to be small ond poor and ill-kept 
1 left it behind me, opened a little gate in a ring fence, and found uiyscU 
in a plantation of fir-trees. 

A pretty, winding path, artiøciaUy made, led me on among the trecs; 
and my north-country experience soon informed me that I was approaching 
sandy heathy ground. After a walk of more than half a mile, I slioiild 
think, among the firs, the path took a sharp tum; the trees abruptly 
ceased to appear on either side of me; and I found mysclf standing sud- 
denly on the margin of a vast open space, and looking down at the Black- 
water lake from which the house talces its name. 

The ground, shelving away below me, was all sand, with a few little 
heathy hillocks to break the monotony of it in certain places. The lake 
itself had evidently once fiowed to the spot on which I stood, and had 
been gradually wasted and dried up to less than a third of its former size. 

1 saw its still, stagnant waters, a qnarter of a mile away from me in the 
hollow, separated into pools and ponds, by twining reeds and rushes, and 
little knolls of earth. On the farther bank from me, the trecs rose thickly 
again, and shut out the view, and cast their black shadows on the eluggish, 
shallow water. As I walked down to the lake, I saw that the ground on 
its iarther side was damp and marshy, overgrown with rank grass and 
dismal willows. The water, which waa clear enough on the open sandy 
side, where the sun shoue, looked black and poisonous opposite to me, 
where it lay deeper under the shade of the spongy banks, and the rank 
orerhanging thickets and tangled trees, The frogs were crooking, and the 
rats were slipping in and out of the shadowy water, like live shsdows 
themselves, as 1 got nearer to the marshy side of the lake. 1 saw herc, 
lying half in and half out of the water, the rotten wrock of an old over- 
tumed boat, with a sickly spot of sunlight glimmering through a gap in 
the trees on its dry surface, and a snake basldng in the midst of the spot, 
iantastically coiled, and treacherously still. Far and near, the view sug- 
gested the same dreary impressions of solitude and decay; and the glonous 
brightness of the summer sky overhead, seemed only to deepen and harden 
the gloom and barrenness of the wildemess on which it shone. 1 tumed 
and retraced my steps to the high, heathy ground ; directing them a little 
aside from my former path, towards a shabby old wtx)den shed, which 
stood on the outer skirt of the fir plantation, and which had hitherto been 
too unimportant to share my notice with the wide, wild prospect of the 
lake. 

On approaching the shed, 1 found that it had once been a boat-house, 
and that an attempt had apparently been made to convert it afterwards 
into a sort of rude arbour, % placing inside it a firwood seat, a few stools, 
and a table. 1 entered the place, and sat down for a little while, to rest 
and get my breath again. 
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1 bad not been in the boat-house more than a minnte, wben it strack 
me tbat the eound of mj own qnick breathing was very strangely echoed 
by sometbing beneatb me. 1 listened intcntly for a moment, and beard a 
low, thick, sobbing breath that seemed to come from the ground under 
the Seat wbicb 1 was oocupying. My nerves are not easily shaken by 
trifles; but, on this oocasion, I started to my feet in a frigbt—called out— 
Kceived no answer—summoned back my recreant courage—and looked 
Onder the seat. 

Tbere, crouebed up in the fartbest comer, lay the forlom canse of my 
terror, in tbe sbape of a poor little dog>^a black and white spaniel. The 
creature moaned feebly wben I looked at it and called to it, but never 
atirred. I moved away the seat and looked doser. The poor little dog’s 
syes were glazing fast, and there were spots of biood on its glossy white 
side. The misery of a weak, belpless, dumb creature is snrely one of the 
saddest of all the moumful sights which this world can show. I lifted 
the poor dog in my arms as gently as I could, and contrived a sort of 
make-shifb hammock for him to lie in, by gatherihg up the fmnt of my 
dress all round him. In this way, I took the creature, as painlessly as 
possible, and as fast as possible, back to the house. 

Finding no one in the hall, I went up at once to my own sitting-room, 
made a bed for tbe dog with one of my old shawls, and rang the bell. The 
largest and fattest of all possible housemaids answered it, in a State of 
cheerfol stupidity which would have provoked the patience of a saint. 
Tbe giirs f&t, shapeless face actually stretched into a broad grin, at the 
sigbt of the wounded creature on the door. 

‘‘ What do you see there to laugh atr^ I asked, as angrily as if she had 
been a servant of my own. “ Do you know whose dog it is 

“ No, miss, tbat I certainly don’t.*' She stopped, and looked down at 
the spaniel's injured side—^brightened suddenly with the irradiation of a 
new idea—and, pointing to the wound with a chuckle of satisfaction, said, 
“ That’s Baxte^s doings, that is.” 

1 was 80 exasperated that I could have boxed her ears. ** Baxter ?” I 
said. ** Who is the bmte you call Baxter ?” 

The giil grinned again, more cheerfully than ever. “ Bless you, miss! 
Baxter’s the keeper; and when he finds strange dogs hunting about, he 
takes and shoots ’em. It’s keeperes dooty, miss. I think that d(^ will 
die. Here’s where he’s been shot, ain’t it ? That’s Baxtei's doings, that 
is. Baxter’s doings, miss, and Baxter’s dooty.” 

I was almost wicked enough to wish that Baxter bad shot the house« 
maid instead of tbe dog. Seeing that it was quite useless to expect this 
densely impenetrable personage to give me any help in relieving the 
snffering creature at our feet, I told her to request the bousekeeper's 
altendanoe with my compUments, She went out exaetly as she bad come 
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in« grttinfag from ear to ear. Ab tbe door doBed on hei, she soid to 
benelf« softly^ “It’s BaxWs doinga and Baater’s dooty—that’s what 
itis.” 

The hoosekeeper, a person of some eduoation and intelligence, thought- 
My bronght up-etairB with her Bome milk and Bome warm water. 
The instant she saw the dog on the floor, ahe started and changed oolour. 

**Why, Lord bless me,” ciied the houBekeeper, **that mnst be Hrs 
Cathenck’s dog T 

“ Whose ?** 1 asked, in the utmost astanishment. 

“Mis. Catherick’B. Yon seem to know Mrs. Catheiick, Miss Hal« 
combe?” 

* Kot personally. But I have heard of her. Does she live here ? Has 
die had any news of her dan^ter F* 

“ Ko, Miss Haloombe. She oame here to ask for news.^ 

“When?” 

‘^Only yesterday. She said some one had leported that a stranger 
jmswering to the description of her daughter had been seen in our neigh- 
bourbood. No such report has reached ns here; and no snch report was 
known in the village, when I sent to make inquiries there on Mrs. 
Gatherick’s acconnt. She oertainly brought this poor little dog vith her 
when she came; and 1 saw it trot out after her when she went away. 1 
sappose tho creature strayed into the plantations, and got shot* 'V^ere 
did you find it, Miss Haloombe 

In the old shed that looks out on the lake.** 

“ Ah, yes, that is the plantation side, and the poor thing draggod itself, 
1 suppose, to the nearest shelter, as dogs will, to die. If you can moisten 
its lips with the milk. Miss Haloombe, 1 will wash the cloited hair from 
the wound. 1 am very much afraid it is too late to do any good. However 
we can but try.” 

Mrs. Gatherick! The name still rang in my ears, as if the housekeepet 
had only that moment surprised me by uttering it. While we were 
attending to the dog, the words of Walter Hartright’s caution to me 
retumed to my memory. **If ever Anne Gatherick crosses your path, 
make better nse of the opportun!ty, Miss Halcombe, than I made of it.” 
The finding of the wounded spaniel had led me already to the discovery of 
Mrs. Gatherick’a visit to Blackwater Fark ; and that event might lead, in 
its tnm, to something. more. 1 determined to make the most of the 
chance which was now ofiered to me, and to gain as much information as 1 
could. 

“ Did you say that Mrs. Gatherick lived anywhere in this neighhour- 
hoodf* 1 asked. . 

<*Oh, dear« no,” said the housekeeper. “She lives at Welminghamj 
quite at the other end of the county—five-and-twenty miles off at least.” 
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“ 1 supposo yoii have known Mrs. Catherick for some years 7” 

“ Oa the contrary, Miss Halcombe: I never saw her before she came 
nevc, yesterday. 1 had heard of her, of coiirse, because I had heard of Sir 
rcrcival’s kindness in putting her daughter under medicnl care. Mrs. 
Catherick is rafchcr a strange person in her manners, but extremely 
res])ectable-looking. She seemed sorely put out, when she found that 
therc was no foundation—none, at least, that any of tis could discover—for 
the report of her daughter having been seen in this neigfabourhood.** 

I am rather interested about Mrs. Catlierick,** 1 went on, oontinuing 
the conversation as long as possible. 1 wish I had arrived here soon 
enough to see her yesterday. Did she stay for any length of time 

** Yes,” said the housekcepcr, she stayed for some time. And I think 
she would have remained longer, if I had not been called away to speak to 
a stiunge gentleman—a gentleman who came to ask when Sir Percival 
was expected back. Mrs. Catherick got up and left at once, when she 
heard the maid tell me what the visitor’s errand was. She said to me, at 
I)arting, that there was no need to tell Sir Percival of her coming here. 1 
thought that rather an odd remark to make, especially to a person in my 
responsible situation.** 

1 thought it an odd remark, too. Sir Percival had certainly led me to 
believe, at Limmeridge, that the most perfeot confidence existed botween 
himself and Mrs. Catherick. If that was the case, why should she be 
anxious to have her visit at Blackwater Park kept a secret from him ? 

Probably,** I said, seeing that the housekeeper expected me to give my 
opinion on Mrs. Catherick’s parting words; “ probably, she thought the 
announcement of her visit might vex Sir Percival to no purpose, by remind- 
ing him that her lost daughter was not found yet. Did she talk mueh on 
that subject ?*’ 

“ Very little,” replied. the housekeeper. “ She talkcd principally of Sir 
Percival, and askod a great mauy questions aboiit where he had been travel- 
ling, and what sort of lady his new wife w'as. She seemed to be more soured 
and put out than distressed, by failing to find any traces of her daughter 
in these parts. ‘ I give her up,’ were the last words she said that I can 
remernber; ‘ I give her up, ma’am, for lost.’ And from that, she possed at 
once to her questions about Lady Giyde; wanting to know if she w'as a 

haudsome, amiable lady, comely and healthy and young-Ah, dear! I 

thought liQW it would end. Look, Miss Halcombe! the poor thing is out 
of its misery at last !** 

The dog was dead. It had given a faint, sobbing cry, it had suffered au 
instant’s convulsion of the limbs, just as those last words, ** comely and 
licalthy and young,” dropped from the housekeeper’s lips. The ohango had 
liapi)ened with startling suddenness—in one moment the creature lay Ufo- 
I'{''S under our hånds. 
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Ei^t o’clock. 1 have just retamed froro dining dorm staire, in soli (ary 
itate. The suasat' is btiming redly on the wildcmess of trees that 1 see 
from my windøw f mtå"-1 am poring over my journal again, to calm tny 
impatience for tiso xaliim of the travellers. They ought to have arri ved, 
by my calculations, bølbre this. How still and lonely tho house is in the 
diuwsy evening qniet 1 Oh, me! how many minutes more before I hcar 
the carriage wheels and run down stairs to find myself in Laura’s arms? 

The pooa littie dog! 1 wish my first day at Blackwater Park had 
not been associated with death—^though it is only the death of a stray 
animaL • ^ • - 

Welmingham—1 see, on looking back through these private pages of 
mine, that Wélmin^iain is the name of the place where Mrs. Gatherick 
lives. Her note is still in my possession, the note in answer to that letter 
about hor onha^ipy daughter which Sir Percival obliged me to write. One 
of these days, when^I can find a safe opportunity, I v;ill take the note with 
me by way of introduotion, and try what I can make of Mrs. Gatherick at 
a personal interview.' 1 don’t understand.her wisbing to conceal her visit 
to this .place from Sir PerclvaPs knowledge; and I don*t feel half so sure, 
as the Hon^keepér seems to do, that her daughter Anne is not in the 
neighbourhood, after all. What would Walter Hartri^t have said in this 
emergehcyi?^' Poor, dear Hartright 1 I am heginning to feel the want of 
his honest ad^ce ahd^his willing belp, already. 

Surely, 1 heard' sometbing. Was it a bustie of footsteps below stairs ? 
Yes 1 1 hear the horses’ feet; I hear the rolling wheels— 

• * / IL 

June 15th —^The confusion of their arrival has had time to subside. Two 
days have élapséd: sihoe the return of the travellers; and tbat interval has 
saffioed to put the hew machinery of our lives at Blackwater Park in fair 
working or^r. 1 may now return to my journal, with some little chance 
of being able to oontinue the entries in it as collectedly as usual. 

I think 1 niust begin by pntting down an odd remark, which bas sug- 
gested itself to me sinoe Laura came back. 

When two m'embers of a fiunily, or two intimate friends, are separated, 
and one goes abroad aud one remains at home, the return of the relative or 
friend who has been tiuvelling, always seems to place the relative or friend 
who has been' stnying at home at a painful disadvantage, when the two 
first meet The sudden encounter of the new thoughts and new habits 
eageriy gained in the one case, with the old thoughts and old habits 
passively preserved in the other, seems, at first, to part the sympathies of 
the most loving relatives and the fondest friends, and to set a sudden 
•trongenesB, unexpectéd by both ånd uncontrellable by both, between them 
on oitbei side, bappiness of my meeting witli Laura was 
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over, aftcr we had sat down h^ether, band in band, to recover breath 
cnough and calmness enough to talk, I felt tbis strangeness instantly, and 
I could see tbat sbe felt it too. It bas partially wom away, now that we 
have fallen Imck intomost of our old habits; and it will probably disappear 
before long. But it has certainly had an influenoe over the first impres- 
sions tbat 1 bavé formed of her, now that we are living together again-^fbr 
wbich reåson only I have tbougbt 6t to mention it here. 

Sbe has found me unaltered; but 1 have found her changed. 

Gbanged in person, and, in one respect, changed in character. 1 cannot 
absolutely say tbat sbe is less beautiful tban sbe used to be: I can only 
say tbat she is less beautiful to me, 

Otbers, wbo do not look at her vdth my eyes and my reoollections, would 
probably tbink her improvcd. Tbere is more colour, and more decision 
and roundness of outline in her face than there used to be; and her figure 
seems more brmly set, and more sure and easy in all its movements than 
it was in her maiden days. But I miss something when I look at her— 
lomething tbat once belonged to the happy, innocent life of Laura Fairlie, 
and tbat 1 cannot find in Lady Giyde. Tbere was, in the old times, a 
fresbness, a softness, an ever-varyiug and yet ever-remaining tendemessfrf 
oeauty in her face, the charm of wbich it is not possible to expiess in words 
»—or, as poor Hartrigbt used ofton to say, in painting, either. This is gone. 
1 tbougbt 1 saw the faint reflexion of it, for a moment, when she tumed pale 
under the agitation of our sudden meeting, on the evening of her return; 
but it has never reappeared since. None of her letters had prepared me 
for a personal change in her. On the contrary, they bad led me to expect 
tbat her marriage had left her, in appearance at least, quite unaltered. 
Perhaps, 1 read her letters tvrongly, in the past, and am now readihg her 
face wrongly, in the present? No matter 1 Whether her beauty has 
gained, or whether it has lost, in the last six months, the separation, either 
way, has made her own dear self more piecious to me than ever—and that 
is one good result of her marriage, at any rate! 

The second change, the change that I have observed in her character, 
has not surprised me, because 1 was prepared for it, in tbis case, by the 
tone of her letters. Now that sbe is at home again, 1 find her just as 
unwilling to enter into any'details on the subject of her married Ufe, as I 
had previously found her, all through tbe time of our separation, when we 
could only communicate with eaeb other by writing. At the first approach 
1 made to the forbidden topic, sbe put her band on my lips, with a look 
and gesture wbich touchingly, almost painfully, recalled to my memory 
tbe days of ber girlhood and the happy bygone time when there weie no 
secrets between us. 

« Whenever you and 1 are together Marian,” she said, we shall both be 
tpippier and easier with one another, if we accept my mamed life for whal 
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U ia, and say and think as little abont it aa posaible. 1 wonld tcll yon 
everything, darling;. about myself,** abe went on, nervonaly buekling and 
mibuckling the ribbon round my waiat, ** if my oonfidences could only end 
tiiere. But they could not—^they would lead me into confidences about 
my husband, too; and, now I am manied, 1 think I had better avoid 
Ihem, for his sake, and for your sake, and for mine. 1 don*t aay that they 
would distress you, or distress me—wouldn’t have you think that for the 
World. But—I want to be so happy, now I have got you back again; 

and I want you to be so happy to o-” She broke ofif abruptly, and 

looked round the room, my own sitting-room, in which we were talking. 
“ Ah \" she cried, clapping her hånds with a bright* smile of recognition, 
** another old friend found already! Your bookease, Marian—^your dear> 
little-shabby-old-satin-wood bookease—how glad I am you brotight it 
with you from Limmeridge I And the horrid, heavy, man*s umbrella, that 
you fdways would walk out with when it rained 1 And, first and foremost 
of all, your own dear, dark, elever, gipsy-face, looking at me just as usual I 
It is 80 like home again to be here. How ean we make it more like home 
still? I will put my fiathei's portndt in your room instead of in mine- 
and I will keep all my little treasures from Limmeridge here—^and we will 
pasB hours and hours every day with these four friendly walls round us. 
Oh, Marian V* she said, suddenly seating herself on a footstool at my knees, 
and looking up eamestly in my face, ** promise you will never marry, and 
leave me. It is seldsh to say so, but you are so mueh better ofif as a 
single woman—unless—^unless you are very fond of your husband—but 
you won’t be very fond of anybody but me, will you She stopped again; 
crossed my hånds on my lap; and laid her face on them. ** Have you 
been wiiting many letters, and receiving many letters, lately?” she asked, 
in low, suddenly-altered tones. I understood what the question meant; 
but I ^ought it my duty not to encourage her by meeting her half way. 
^ Have you heard from him ?” she went on, coaxing me to forgive the 
more direct appeal on which she now ventured, by kissing my hånds, upon 
which her face still rested. ** Is he well and happy, and getting on in his 
profession? Has he recovered himself—and forgotten me f** 

She should not have asked those questions. She should have remem* 
bered her own resolution, on the moming when Sir Percival held her to 
her marriage engagement, and when she resigned the book of Hartright’s 
drawings into my hånds for ever. But, ah me! where is the faultless 
human creature who can persevere in a good resolution, without some- 
timesfailing and falling back? Where is the woman who has ever really 
^ tom from her beart the image that has been once fized in it by a true 

I love? Books tcll us that such unearthly creatures have existed—^but what 
does our own experience say in answer to books ? 

I made no att 3mpt to remonstrate with her: perhaps, because I sinceroly 
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appreciated the fearless candour which let me see, what other ii*(Huen in 
her position might have had reasons for ooncealing even from their dearest 
friends—perhaps, hecause I felt, in my own heart and conscience, ihat, in 
her place 1 should have asked the same questions and had the same 
thoughts. All 1 could honestly do was to reply that 1 had not written to 
him or heard from him lately, and then to tum the couversation to less 
dangeroas topics. 

There has been mnch to sadden me in our interview—^my first oonfi- 
dential interview with her sinoe her return. The change which her mar- 
riage has produoed in our relations towards each other, by placing a forbidden 
subject between us, for the first time in our lives; the melancholy oonvio- 
tion of the dearth of all warmth of feeling, of all close sympathy, between her 
husband and herself, which her own unwilling words now force on my 
mind; the distressing discovery that the infiuence of that ill-fiited attach> 
ment still remains (no matter how innocently, how harmlessly) rooted as 
deeply as ever in her heart—all these are disclosures to sadden ony woman 
who loves her as dearly, and feels for her as acutely, as I do. 

There is only one consolation to set against them—a consolation that 
ought to comfort me, and that does comfort me. All the graces and 
gentlenesses of her character; all the frank afiection of her nature; all the 
sweet, simple, womanly charms which used to make her the darling and 
delight of every one who approached her, have come back to me with her¬ 
self. Of my other impressions I am sometimes a little inclined to doubt. 

Of this last, hest, happiest of all impressions, I grow more and more 
certain, every hour in the day. 

Let me tum, now, from her to her travelling oompanions. Her husband 
must engage my attention first. What have I observed in Sir Ferdval, 
since his return, to improve my opinion of him ? 

I can hardly say. Small vexations and annoyances seem to have beset 
him sinoe he came back: and no man, under those circumstances, is ever 
presented at his hest. He looks, as I think, thinner than he was when he 
left England. His wearisome cough and his comfortless restlessness have 
certainly tnereased. His manner—^at least, his manner towards me—is 
mueh more abrupt than it used to be. He greeted me, on the evening of i 
his return, with little or nothing of the ceremony and civility of former 
times—no polite speeches of welcome—^no appearance of extraordinary 
gratification at seeing me—nothing but a short shake of the hånd, and a 
Sharp “ How-d*y®*do, Miss Halcombe—glad to see you again.” He seemed 
to accept me as one of the necessary fixtures of Blackwater Park; to be 
satisfied at finding me established in my proper place; and then to pasa 
me over altogether. 

Most men show something of thdr dispositions in their own houses, i 
which iaey have oonoealed elsewhero; and Sir Ferdval has alieady dis- 
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playod a mania for order and regularity, which is qnite a new revelation of 
him, so far as my previous knowledge of his character is concemed. If I 
take a hook from the library and leave it ou the tahle, he follows me, and 
pats it back again. If I rise from a chair, and let it remain where I have 
been sitting, he carefdlly resteres it to its proper place against the wall. 
He picks up stray flower-blossoms from the carpet, and mutters to himsell 
as discontentedly as if they were hot cinders buming holes in it; and he 
storms at the servants, if there is a crease in the tablecloth, or a knife 
missing from its place at the dinner-tahle, as fiercely as if they had per- 
Bonally insulted him. 

1 have already referrcd to the small annoyances which appear to have 
troubled him since his return. Much of the alteration for the worse which 
I have noticed in him, may he due to these. I try to persuade myself that 
it is so, hecause 1 am anxious not to be disheartened already about the 
foture. It is certainly trying to any man’s temper to be met by a vexar 
tiun the moment he sets foot in his own house again, after a long absence; 
and this annoying circumstance did really happen to Sir Percival in my 
presence. 

On the evening of their arrival, the housekeeper followed me into the 
hall to reoeive her master and mistress and their guests. The instant he 
saw her, Sir Percival asked if anybne had called lately. The housekeeper 
mentioned to him, in reply, what she had previously mentioned to me, the 
▼isit of the strange gentleman to make inquiries about the time of her 
masteres return. He asked immediately for the gentleman’s name. No 
name had been leffc. The 'gentleman’s business ? No business had been 
mentioned. What was the gentleman like? The housekeeper tried to 
describe him; but failed to distinguish the nameless visitor by any personal 
peculiarity which her master could recognize. Sir Percival frowned, 
stamped angrily on the floor, and walked on into the house, taking no 
notice of anybody. Why he should have been so discomposed by a trifle I 
cannot say—^but he was seriously discomposed, beyond all doubt. 

Upon the whole, it will be beat, perhaps, if I abstain from forming a 
decisive opinion of his manners, language, and oonduct in his own house, 
nntil time has enabled him to shake off the anxieties, whatever they may 
be, which now evidently trouble his mind in secret. I will turn over to a 
new page; and my pen shall let Laura’s husband alone for the present. 

The two guests—^the Count and Countess Fosco—come next in my cata- 
logue. I will dispose of the Countess first, so as to have done with the 
woman as soon as possible. 

Laura was certainly not chargeable with any exaggeration, in writing me 
word that I should hardly reoognise her aunt again, when we met. Never 
before have I beheld such a change produoed in a woman by her marriage 
as has been produced in Madame Fosco. 
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As Elcanor Fairlie (aged seyen-and-tliiTty), she was always talking pre* 
tcntious nonsense, and always worrying the unfortunate men with every 
small exaction whioli a vain and foolish woman can impose on long-suffer- 
ing male humanity. As Madame Fosco (aged three-and-forty), she site 
for hours together withont saying a word, frozen up in the strangest 
maxmer in herself. The hideously ridiculous love-locks which used to 
hang on either side of her face, are now replaced by stiff little rows of very 
short earls, of the sort that one sees in old-fashioned wigs. A plain, 
matronly cap covers her head, and makes her look, for the first time in her 
life, since I remember her, like a decent woman. Kobody (putting her 
husbond out of the question, of oourse) now sees in her, what everybody 
once saw—mean the structure of the female skeleton, in the upper 
regions of the collar-bones and the shoulder-blades. Olad in quiet black or 
gray gowns, made high round the throat—dresses that she would have 
laiighed at, or screamed at, as the whim of the moment inelined her, in her 
maiden days—^she sits speechless in oomers; her dry white hånds (so dry 
that the pores of her skin look chalky) inoessantly engaged, either in 
monotonous embroidery work, or in rolling up endless little cigarettes for 
the Gount’s own particular smoking. On the few occasions when her oold 
blue eyes are off her work, they are generally tamed on her husband, with 
the look of mute submissive inquiry which we are all familiar with in the 
eyes of a faithful dog. The only approach to an inward thaw which I have 
yet detected under her outer covering of icy constraint, has betrayed itself, 
once or twioe, in the form of a suppressed tigerish jealousy of any woman 
in the house (the maids included) to whom the Count speaks, or on vrhom 
he looks with anything approaohing to special interest or attention. Ex- 
oept in this one particular, she is always, moming, noon, and night, in¬ 
doers and out, fair weather or foul, as cold as a statue, and as impenetrable 
as the stone out of which it is cut. For the common purposes of society 
the extraordinary change thus produced in her, is, beyond all doubt, a 
change for the better, seeing that it has transformed her into a civil, silent, 
unobtrusive woman, who is never in the way. How far she is really re- 
formed or deteriorated in her secret self, is another question. I have once 
or twioe seen sudden changes of expression on her pinched lips, and heard 
sudden inflexions of tone in her calm voice, which have led me to suspect 
that her present State of suppression may have sealed up something 
dangerous in her nature, which used to evaporate harmlessly in the freedom 
of her former life. It is quite possible that I may be altogether wrong in this 
idea. My own impression, however, is, that 1 am r^t. Time will show. 

And the magician who has wrought this wonderful transformatien—^the 
foreign husband who has tamed this once wayward Englishwoman tilfor 
own relatioDS hardly know her again—^the Count himself ? What of ms 
Count? 
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This, in two words: He looks like a man wbo could tame anything. I{ 
he had married a tigress, instead of a woman, he would have tamed the 
tigress. If he had married me^ 1 should have made his cigarettes as hia 
'vife does—I should have held my tongue when he looked at me, as she 
holds hers. 

I am almost afraid to confess it, even to these secret pages. The man 
has interested me, has attracted me, has forced me to like him. In two 
abort days, he has made his way straight into my favourable estimation— 
^ how he has worked the miracle, is more tlian I can tell. 

It absolutely startles me, now he is in my mind, to find how plainly I 
see him I—^how much more plainly than I see Sir Percival, or Mr. Fairlie, 
or Walter Hartright, or any other ahsent person of whom I think, with the 
one exception of Laura herself! I can hear his voice, as if he was speak ing 
at this moment. 1 know what his conversation was yesterday, as well ao 
if I was hearing it now. How am I to descrihe him ? There are pecu- 
liarities in his personal appearance, his habits, and his amusements, which I 
should blame in the boldest terms, or ridicule in the most merciless man¬ 
ner, if I had seen them in another man. What is it that makes me unable 
to blame them, or to ridicule them in him f 

For example, he is immensely fat. Before this time, I have always 
especially disliked corpulent humanity. I have always maintained that 
the popular notion of connecting excessive grossness of size and excessive 
good-humour as inseparable allies, was equivalent to declaring, either that 
ao people but amiable people ever get fat, or that the occidental addition 
of so many pounds of filesh has a directly favourable infiuence over the dis¬ 
position of the person on whose body they accumulate. I have invariably 
comhated both these absurd assertions by quoting examples of fat people 
who were as mean, vioious, and cruel, as the leanest and the worst of their 
neighbours. I have asked whether Henry the Eighth was an amiable 
tharacter ? whether Pope Alexander the Sixth was a good man ? Whether 
Mr. Murderer and Mrs. Murderess Manning were not both unusually stoiit 
people ? Whether hired nurses, proverbially as cruel a set of women as 
are to be found in all England, were not, for the most part, also as fat a set 
of women as are to be found in all England ?—and so on, through dozens 
of other examples, modem and ancient, native and foreign, high and 
low. Holding these strong opinions on the subject with might and main, 
as I do at this moment, here, nevertheless, is Coimt Fosco, as filt as 
Henry thø Eighth himself, established in my favour, at one day’s notice, 
without let or hindrance from his own odious corpulence. Marvellous 
indeed! ^ 

I£^at his face that has recommended him ? 

It may be his face. He is a most remarkable likeness, on a large scale, 
of the Grcat Napoleon. His features have Napoleon’s magnificent reg>i 
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lari ty : his cx pression recalls the graudly calm, immovable power of Ihc 
Great Soldier’s face. This striking resemblance oertainly impressed me, to 
begin with ; but there is something in him besides the resemblance, which 
has impressed me more. I think the influence I am now trying to find, is 
in his eyes. They are the most unfathomable gray eyes I ever saw: and 
they have at times a cold, dear, beaiitiful, irresistible glitter in them, 
which forces me to look at him, and yct causes me sensations, when I do 
look, which I would rather not feel. Other parts of his face and head have 
their strange peculiarities. His complexion, for instance, has a singular 
sallow-fairness, so mueh at variance with the dark>brown colour of his hair, 
that I suspect the hair of being a wig; and his face, closely shaven all 
over, is smoother and freer from all marks and wrinkles than mine, though 
(according to Sir Percivars account of him) he is close on sixty years of 
age. But these are not the prominent personal characteristica which dis- 
tinguish him, to my mind, from all the other men I have ever seen. The 
marked peculiarity which singles him out from the rank and file of hu- 
manity, lies entirely, so far as 1 can tell at present, in the extraordinary 
expression and extraordinary power of his eyes. 

His manner, and his command of our language, may also have assisted 
him, in some degree, to establish himself in my good opinion. He has that 
quiet deference, that look of pleased, attentive interest, in listening to a 
woman, and that secret gentleness in his voice, in speaking to a woman, 
which, say what We may, we can none of us resist. Here, too, his unnsnal 
command of the English language necessarily helps him. I had often 
heard of the extraordinary aptitude which many Italians show in mastering 
our strong, hard, Northern speech; but, until I saw Gount Fosco, 1 had 
never supposed it possible that any foreigner could have spoken English as 
he speaks it. There are times when it is almost impossible to detect, by 
his accent, that he is not a countryman of our own; and, as for fiuency, 
there are very few born Englishmen who can talk with as few stoppages 
and repetitions as the Count. He may construct his scntences, more or 
less, in the foreign way; but I have never yet heard him use a wrong ex¬ 
pression, or hesitate for a moment in his choice of a word. 

All the smallest charactcristics of this strange man have something 
strikingly original and'perplexingly contradictory in them. Fat as he is, 
and old as he is, his movements are astonishingly light and easy. He is as 
noiseless in a room as any of us women; and, more than that, with all his 
look of unmistakable mental firmness and power, he is as nelrvously sensi¬ 
tive as the weakest of us. He starts at chance noises as inveterately as 
Laura herself. He winced and shuddered yesterday, when Sir Percival 
beat one of the spaniels, so that I felt ashamed of my own want of tender- 
ness and sensibility, by comparison with the Count. 

The relation of this last incident reminds me of one of his most corious 



THE WOMAN IN WHITK. 163 

pcculiaritics, which I have not yet mnntioncd—^his cxtraordinary fondues« 
Ibr pet animals. 

Some of these he has left on tlie Continent, but he has brought with him 
to this house a cockatoo, two canary-birds, and a wholo fami ly of white 
mioe. He attends to all the neoessities of tbese strange favourites himsclf, 
md he has taught the creatures to be snrprisingly fond of him, and familiar 
with him. The cockatoo, a most vicious and treacherous bird towards 
evciy one else, absolutely seems to love him. When he lets it out of its 
cage, it hops on to his knee, and claws its way up his great big body, and 
rubs its top-knot against his sallow double chin in the most caressing man¬ 
ner imaginable. He has only to set the doors of the canaries* cages open, 
and to call them; and the pretty little cleverly trained creatures perch 
fearlessly on his liand, mount his fat outstretched fingers one by one, when 
he tells them to “ go up-stairs,*' and sing together as if they would burst 
their throats wkh delight, when they get to the top finger. His white 
mioe live in a little pagoda of gaily-painted wirework, designed and made 
by hiinself. They are almost as tame as the canaries, and they are per- 
petnally let out, like the canaries. They crawl all over him, popping in and 
out of his waisteoat, and sitting in couplcs, white as snow, on his capacious 
shouldem. He seems to be even fonder of his mice than of his other pets, 
smiles at them, and kisses them, and calls them by all sorts of endearing 
Qflines. If it be possible to suppose an Englishman with any taste for 
8 uch childish interests and amusements as these, that Englishman would 
oertainly feel rather ashamed of them, and would be anxious to apologise 
for them, in the company of grown-up people. But the Count, apparently, 
8 ees nothing ridiculous in the amazing contrast between his oolossal self 
and his frail little pets. He would blandly kiss his white mice, and twitter 
to his canary-birds, amid an assembly of English fox-hunters, and would 
only pity them as barbarians when they were all langhing their loudest at 

him, 

It seems hardly credible, while I am writing it down, but it is certainly 
true, that this same man, who has all the fondness of an old maid for his 
cockatoo, and all the small dexterities of an organ-boy in managing his 
white mice, can talk, when anything happens to rouse him, with a daring 
independence of thought, a knowledgo of books in every language, and an 
experience of society in half the capitals of Europe, which would make him 
the prominent personage of any assembly in the civilized world. This 
trainer of canary-birds, this architect of a pagoda for white mice, is (as 
Sir Percival himself has told me) one of the first experimental chemists 
living, and has discovered, among other wonderful inventions, a means of 
petrifying the body after death, so as to preserve it, as hard as marble, to 
the end of time. This fat, indolent, elderly man, whose nerves are so 
finely strung that he starts at chance noises, and winces when he sees ' 
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house-spaniel get a whipping, went into the stable-yard on the morning 
after his arrival, and put his hånd on the head of a chaiiied bloodhound— 
a beast so savage that the very groom who fceds him keeps out of his 
reach. His wife and I were present, and I shall not forget the soene that 
followed, short as it was. 

“ Mind that dog, sir,” said the groom; “ he flies at everybody!” “ He 

does that, my friend,” replied the Count, quietly, “ because everybody is 
afraid of him. Let us see if he flies at mc.” And he laid his plump, 
yellow-white Angers, on which the canary-birds had been perching ten 
minutes before, u{)on the formidable brute’s head; and looked him straight 
in the eyes. “ You hig dogs are all cowards,” he said, addressing the 
animal contemptuously, with his face and the dog’s within an incb of each 
other, “ You would kill a poor cat, you infemal coward. You would fly 
at a starving beggar, you infernal coward. Anything that you can 
surprise unawares—anything that is afraid of your hig body, and your 
wicked white teeth, and your slobbering, bloodthirsty mouth, is the ihing 
you like to fly at. You could throttle me at this moment, you mean, 
miserable bully; and you daren’t so much as look me in the face, because 
I’m not afraid of you. Will you thint better of it, and Iry your teeth in 
my fat neck ? Bah! not you 1” He tumed away, laughing at the as- 
tonishment of the men in the yard; and the dog crept back meekly to his 
kennel, “Ah! my nice waistcoatl” he said, pathetically. “ I am sony 
I came here. Some of that bmte's slobber has got on my pretty clean 
waistcoat.” Those words express another of bis incomprehensible oddities. 
He is as fond of flue clothes as the veriest fool in existence; and has 
appeared in four magnificent waistcoats, already—-all of light garish 
colours, and all immensely large even for him—^in the two days of his 
residence at Blackwater Park. 

His tact and clcverness in small things are quite as noticeable as the 
singular inconsistencies in his character, and the childish triviality of his 
ordinary tastes and pursuits. 

I can see already that he means to live on excellent ierms with all of us, 
during the period of his sojoum in this place. He has evidently dis¬ 
covered that Laura secretly dislikes him (she confessed as much to me, 
when I pressed her on the subject)—but he has also found out that she if 
extravagantly fond of flowers. "V^enever she wants a nosegay, he has go4 
one to give her, gathered and arranged by himself; and, greatly to my 
amusement, he is always cunningly provided with a duplicate, composed 
of exactly the same flowers, grouped in exactly the same way, to appease 
his icily jealous wife, before she can so much as think herself aggrieved. 
His management of the Countess (in public) is a sight to see. He bows 
to her; he habitually addresses her as ** my angelhe carries his 
canaries to pay her little visits on his Angers, and to sing to her; he 
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kiEaes her hånd, when shn gives him his cigarettes; he presents her with 
sugar-plums, in return, which he puts iuto her moiith playfully, from a 
box in his pocket. The rod of iron with which he rules her never appears 
in oompany—it is a private rod, and is always kept up-stairs. 

His me^od of recommending himself to me^ is entirely different. He 
flatters my vanity, by talking to me as seriously and sensibly as if I was a 
man. Tes! I can find him out when I am away from him; I know he 
flatters my vanity, when I think of him up here, in my own room—and 
yet^ when I go down stairs, and get into his company again, he will blind 
me again, and I shall be flattered again, just as if 1 had never found him 
out at all! He can manage me, as he manages his wife and Laura, as he 
managed the bloodhound in the stable-yard, as he manages Sir Percival 
himself, every hour in the day. My good Percival I how I like your 
rough English humour!”—“ My good Percival I how I enjoy your solid 
Engliah sense 1** He puts the rudest remarks Sir Percival can make on 
his effeminate tastes and 'amusements, quietly away from him in that 
manner—always calling the baronet by his Christian name; smiling at 
him with the calmest superiority; patting him on the shoulder; and 
bearing with him benignantly, as a good-humoured father bears with a 
wayward son. 

The interest which I really cannot help feeling in this strangely original 
man, has led me to question Sir Percival about his past life. 

Sir Percival either knows little, or will tell me little, about it. He and 
the Count Hrst met many years ago, at Home, under the dangerous cir« 
emnstances to which I have alluded elsewhere. Since that time, they 
have heen perpetually together in London, in Paris, and in Vienna—^but 
never in Italy again; the Count having, oddly enough, not crossed the 
frontiers of his native country for years past. Perhaps, he has been made 
the victim of some political persecution ? At all events, he seems to be 
patriotically anxious not to lose sight of any of his own countrymen who 
may happen to be in England. On the evening of his arrival, he asked 
how &r we were from the nearest town, and whether we knew of any 
Italian gentlemen who might happen to be settled there. He is certainly 
in correspondence ^vith people on the Continent, for his letters have all 
sorts of odd stamps on them; and I saw one for him, this moming, waiting 
in his place at the breakfast-table, with a huge offieial-looking seal on it. 
Perhaps he is in correspondence with his govemment ? And yet, that ip 
hardly to be reconciled, either, with my other idea that he may be 
political exile. 

How mueh I seem to have written about Count Fosco! And what do^s 
it all amount to?—as poor, dear Mr. Gilmore would ask, in his ini- 
penetrable business-like way. I can only repeat that I do assuredly feel, 
sven on this short acquaintance, a strange, half-willing, half-unwilling 
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liking for the Connt. He seemB to have established over me the same soit 
of asændancy which he has evidently gained over Sir Percival. Free, and 
even rude, as he may occasionally he in his mannei towards his fat friend, 
Sir Percival is neveriheless afraid, as I can plainly see, of giving any 
serious ofifence to the Count. I wonder whether I am afraid, too? 1 
certainly never savv a man, in all my experienoe, whom I should be so 
Sony to have for an enemy. Is this because I like him, or because I am 
afraid of him ? Chi sa f —as Count Fosco might say in his own language. 
Who knows ? 

June 16th. —Something to chronicle, to-day, besides my own ideas and 
impressions. A visiter has arrived—quite unknown to Laura and to me; 
and, apparently, quite unexpected by Sir Percival. 

We were all at lunch, in the room with the new French Windows that 
open into the verandah; and the Count (who devours pastry as I have 
never yet seen it devourexi by any human beings but giris at boarding- 
schools) had just amused us by asking gravely for his fourth tart—when 
the servant entered, to announce the visitor. 

** Mr. Merriman has just come, Sir Percival, and wishes to see you im- 
mediately.” 

Sir Percival started, and looked at the man, with an expression of angry 
alarm. 

Mr. Merriman?” he repeated as if he thoiight his own ears must havo 
deceived him. 

“ Yes, Sir Percival: Mr. Meiriman, from London.” 

“ Where is he ?” 

“ In the library. Sir Percival.” 

He lefb the table the instant the last answer was given; and hurried out 
of the room without saying a word to any of us. 

“ Who is Mr. Merriman ?” asked Laura, appealing to me. 

“ I have not the least idea,” was all I could say in reply. 

l.lie Count had finished his fourth tart, and had gone to a side-table to 
look after his vicious cockatoo. He tumed round to us, with the bird 
perched on his shoulder. 

“ Mr. Merriman is Sir Percival’s solicitor,” he said quietly. 

Sir PercivaFs solicitor. It was a perfeetly straightforward answer to 
Laura’s question ; and yet, under the circumstances, it was not satisfactory. 
If Mr. Merriman had been specially sent for by his client, there would 
have been nothing very wonderful in his leaving town to obey the 
summons. But when a lawyer travels from London to Hampshire, without 
being sent for, and when his arrival at a gentleman’s house seriously 
startles the gentleman himself, it may be safely taken for granted that the 
legal visitor is the bearer of some very important and very unexpected 
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&ew8->nows whicli may be either very good or very bad, but whicb 
cannot, in either case, be of the common every-day kind. 

Laura and I sat silent at the table, for a quarter of an hour or more, 
wondering uneasily what had happened, and waiting for the chance of 
Sir Percivars spe^y return. There were no signs of his return; and we 
rose to leave the room. 

The Count, attentive as usual, advajoed from the comer in which he 
had been feeding his cockatoo, with the hird still perched on his shoulder, 
and opened the door for us. Laura and Madame Fosco went out first. 
Just as I was on the point of following them, he made a sign with his 
band, and spoke to me, before I pessed him, in the oddest manner. 

“ Yes,** be said; quietly answering the unexpressed idea at that moment 
in my mind, as if I had plainly confided it to him in so many words—“ yes, 
Miss Halcombe; something has happened.** 

I was on the point of answering, “ I never said so.** But the vicions 
cockatoo ruffled bis clipped wings, and gave a screecb that set all my 
nerves on edge in an instant, and made me only too glad to get out of the 
Toom. 

I joined Laura at the foot of the stairs. The thought in her mind was 
the same as the thought in mine, which Count Fosco had surprised—and, 
when she spoke, her words were almost the echo of his. She, too, said to 
me, secretly, that she was afraid something had happened. 

m. 

JirøE 16th. —have a few lines more to add to this day’s entry before I go 
to bed to-night. 

About two hours after Sir Percival rose from the luncheon-table to 
mceive his solicitor, Mr. Merriman, in the library, I left my room, alone, 
to take a walk in the plantations. Just as I was at the end of the landing, 
the library door opened, and the two gentlemen came out. Thinking it 
Wt not to disturb them by appearing on the stairs, I resolved to defer 
going down till they had crossed the hall. Although they spoke to each 
other in guarded tones, their words were pronounced with suflBcient 
distinctness of utterance to reach my ears. 

“ Make your mind easy. Sir Percival,’’ I heard the lawyer say. “ It all 
rests with Lady Giyde.** 

I had tumed to go back to my own room, for a minute or two; but Ihe 
sound of Laura’s name, on the lips of a stranger, stopped me instantly. I 
dåre say it was very wrong and very discredi table to listen—^but where is 
the woman, in the whole range of our sex, who can regulate her actions by 
the abstract principles of honour, when those principles point one way, 
and when her affections, and the interests which grow out of them, point 
the other 7 
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I listened; and, under similar circumstances, I would listen again—ycs 1 
with my ear at the key hole, if I could not possibly manage it in any other way. 

“ You quite understand. Sir Percival the lawyer went on. “ Lady 
Giyde is to sign her name in the presence of a witness—or of two wit- 
nesses, if you wish to be particularly careful—and is then to put her 
finger on the seal, and say, * I deliver this as my act and deed.* If that is 
done in a weck’s time, the arrangement will be perfectly suocessful, and the 

anxiety will be all over. If not-” 

“ "V^^at do you mean by ‘ if not?*** asked Sir Percival, angrily. **If 
the thing must be done, it shaU be done. I promise you that, Merriman.** 

“ Just so, Sir Percival—just so; but there are two alternatives in all 
transactions; and we lawyers like to look both of them in the face boldly. 
If through any extraordinary circumstance the arrangement should not te 
made, I think I may te able to get the parties to accept bilis at three 

months. But how the money is to be raisod when the bilis Ml due-** 

** Damn the bilis 1 The money is only to be got in one way; and in 
that way, I tell you again, it shaU be got. Take a glass of wine, 
Merriman, before you go.** 

Much obliged. Sir Percival; I have not a moment to lose if I am to 
ctiitch the up-train. You will let me know as soon as the arrangement is 

complete? and you will not forget the eau tion I recommended-** 

“Of course I won*t. There*s the dog-cart at the door for you. My 
groom will get you to the station in no time. Benjamin, drive like mad I 
Jump in. If Mr. Merriman misses the train, you lose your place. Hold 
fast, Merriman, and if you are upset, trust to the de vil to save his own.** 
With that parting bene^ction, the baronet tumed about, and walked back 
to the library. 

I had not heard much; but the little that had reached my ears was 
enough to make me feel imeasy. The “ something ** that “ had happened,** 
was but too plainly a serious money-embarrassment; and Sir Percival*s 
relief from it depended upon Laura. The prospect of seeing her involved 
in her husband’s secret difficulties filled me with dismay, exaggerated, no 
doubt, by my ignorance of business and my settled distrnst of Sir Percival. 
Instead of going out, as I proposed, I went back immediately to Laura’s 
room to tell her what I had heard. 

She received my bad news so composedly as to surprise me. She 
evidently knows more of her husband*s character and her hu8band*s 
embarrassments than I have suspccted up to this time. 

“ I feared as much,** she said, “ when I heard of that strange gentleman 
who called, and declined to leave his name.** 

“ Who do you think the gentleman was, then ?** I asked. 

“ Some person who has heavy claims on Sir Percival,** she answered; 
*and who has been the cause of Mr. Merriman*s visit here to-day.** 
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“ Do you kaow anythmg about tbose daims ?” 

**No; I know no particulara,’* 

“ You will sign nothing. Lama, withont fiist looking al^it ?" 

“ Certoly not, Marian. Whatever I can harmleasly and honestly do 
to help him I will do-« for the sake of making yonr life and mine, love, ns 
easy and as happy aa poasible. But I will do nothing, ignprantly, wMch 
we one day, have reason to feel aahamed of. Let ua say no more 
about it, now. You have got yom hat on-nsuppose we go and dream 
away the aftemoon in tiie grounds ?** 

Ouleaving the house we directed our steps to the nearest shade. 

As we paased an open space among the trees in front of the house, thew 
was ^unt Fosoo, slowly walking hackwards and forwards on the grasa, 
lunning himself in the full blaze of the hot June aftemoon. He had a 
b^ straw hat on, with a violet coloured ribbon round it. A blue blouse, 
with profuse white fancy-work over the bosom, oovered his prodigious 
b(riy, and waa girt about the place where his waist might once have been, 
a bioad scarlet leather belt. Nankeen trousers, displaying more 
wbite fancy-work over the ankles, and purpie morocco slippers, adomed 
bis lower extremities. He was singing Figaro’s famous song in the Barber 
of Seville, with that crisply fiuent vocalization which is never heard from 
My other than an Italian throat; accompanying himself on the concertina, 
which he played with ecstatic throwiugs-up of his arms, and graoeful 
twistings and tumings of his head, like a fat St, Cecilia masquerading in 
Diale attire. “ Figaro qua I Figaro lå I Figaro Bh I Figaro gib I” sang^^the 
Count, jauntily tossing up the concertina at arm’s length, and bowing to 
on one side of the instrument, with the airy grace and elegance of Figar«» 
himself at twenty years of age. 

“ Take my word for it, Laura, that man knows something of Sir Percival's 
embarrassments,” I said, as we retumed the Count’s salutation from a safe 
^tance. 

“ What makes you think that she asked. 

“How should he have known, otherwise, that Mr, Merriman was Sir 
Percival'g solicitor ?” I rejoined. “ Besides, when I followed you out of the 
luncheon-room, he told me, without a single word of inquiry on my part, 
that something had happened. Depend upon it, he knows more than we 
do.” 

“Don't ask him any questions, ifrhe does. Don't take him into oui 
oonfidencel” 

** You seem to dislike him, Laura, in a veiy determined manner. What 
has he said or done to justify you ?” 

Nothing, Marian. On the contrary, he was all kindness and attention 
OQ our joumey home, and he several times checked Sir Perciml’s outbreakg 
of iemper, in the most considerate manaer towards me. Perhaps, 1 dislik^ 
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him because he bas so much moro power over my husband than I have. 
Perhaps it hurts my pride to be under any obligations to his inteiference. 
All I know is, that I do dislike him/* 

The rest of the day and evening passed quietly enough. The Count and 
I played at chess. For the first two games he politely allowed me to 
conquer him; and then, when he saw that I had found him out, begged 
my pardon, and, at the third game, checkmated me in ten minutes. Sir 
Percival never once referred, all through the evening, tq the lawyei/s visit. 
But either that event, or something else, had produced a singular alteration 
for the better in! him. He was as polite and agreeable to all of us, as be 
used to be in the days of his probation at Limmeridge; and he was se 
amazingly attentive and kind to his wife, that even icy Madame Fosoo was 
roused into looking at him with a grave surprise. 'VVluit does this mean ? 
I think I can guess; I am afraid Laura can guess; and I am sure Count 
Fosco knows. I caught Sir Percival looking at him for approval more 
than once in the course of the evening. 

JcjNB 17 th. —A day of events. I most fervently hope I may not have 
to add, a day of disasters as well. 

Sir^Percival was as silent at breakfast as he had been the evening before, 
on the subject of the mysterious ** arrangement ” (as the lawyer-called it), 
which is hanging over our heads. An hour afterwards, however, he 
Buddenly entered the moming-room, where his wife and I were waiting, 
with our hats on, for Madame Fosoo to join us; and inquired for the 
Count. 

“ We expect to see him here directly,'* I said. 

“ The faet is,” Sir Percival went on, walking nervously about the rooiu, 
** I want Fosco and his wife in the library, for a mere business formality; 
and 1 want you there, Laura, for a minute, too.” He stopped, and appeared 
to notice, for the first time, that we were in our walking costume. Have 
you just come in ?” he asked, “ or were you just going out?” 

“ We were all thinking of going to the lake tbis moming,” said Laura. 
“ But if you have any other arrangement to propose—” 

, “ No, no,” he answered, hastily. “ My arrangement can wait. After 
lunch will do as well for it, as after breakfast. All going to the lake, 
eh ? A good idea. Let’s have an idle moming; Pil be one of the party.” 

There was no mistaking his manner, even if it had been possible to 
mistake tlie uncharacteristic readiness which his words expressed, to submit 
his own plans and projccts to the convenience of others. He was evidently 
relieved at finding any excuse for delaying the business formality in the 
library, to which his own words had referred. My heart sank within mo, as 
1 drew the inevitable inference. 

The Count and his wife joined us, at that moment. The lady had ba 
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huAand’s embroideml tobacco-pouch, and her store of paper in her Land, 
lof tiie manufactare of the etemal cigarettes. The gentleman, dressed, as 
nsuai, in his blouse and straw hat, carried the gay little pagoda-cage, with 
ais darling white mioe in it, and smiled bn them, and on ns, with a bland 
amiability which it was impossible to resist. 

“ With your kind permission,** said the Count, “ I will take my small 
family here—my-poor-little-harmless-pretty-Monseys, out for an airing 
along with ns. There are dogs about the house, and shall I leave my 
forlom white children at the mercies of the dogs ? Ah, uever !** 

He chirmped patemally at his small white children through the bars of 
the pagoda; and we all left the honse for the lake. 

In Ihe plantation. Sir Percival strayed away from ns. It seems to be 
part of his lestless disposition always to separate himself from his com- 
panions on-these occasions, and always to occupy himself, when he is alone 
in catting new walking-sticks for his own nse. The mere act of cutting 
and lopping, at hazard, appears to piease him. He has filled the house 
^th walking-sticks of his own making, not one of which he ever takes up 
for a second time. When they have been onoe used, his interest in them 
is all ezhausted, and he thinks of nothing but going on, and making 
more. 

At the old boat^house, he joined us again. I will put down the conversa- 
tion that ensued, when we were all settled in our plaoes, exactly as it 
pAssed. It is an important conversation, so far as I am concemed, for it 
has seriously disposed me to distrust the influeuce which Count Fosoo has 
exercised over my thoughts and feelings, and to resist it, for the futuie, as 
resolutely as I can. 

The boat-house was large enough to hold us all; but Sir Percival 
remained outside, trimming the last new stick with his pocket-axe. We 
three women found plenty of room on the large seat. Laura took her 
Work, and Madame Fosco began her cigarettes. I, as usual, had nothing to 
do. My hånds always were, and always will be, as awkward as a man’s. 
The Count good-humouredly took a stool many sizes too small for him, 
and balanced himself on it with his back against the side of the shed, 
which creaked and groaned under his weight. He put the pagoda-cage on 
his lap, and let out the mioe to crawl over him as usual. They are pretty, 
innooent-looking little creatures; but the sight of them, creeping about a 
xnan*8 body is, for some reason, not pleasant to me. It excites a strange, 
responsive creeping in my own nerves; and suggests hideous ideas of men 
dying in prison, with the crawling creatures of the dungeon preying on 
ti^m undisturbed. 

The moming was windy and cloudy; and the rapid alternations of shadow 
and sunlight over the waste of the lake, made the viow look doubly wild, 
weird^ and gloomy. 
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** Some poople call tbat pictoresqne,” Baid Sir Percival, pointing ovor tbe 
wide prospect witb his balf-finished walking-stick. ** I call it a blot oa a 
gentleman's property. In my great^andfather’s time, the lake flowed 
this place. Look at it now! It is not four feet deep anywhere, and it is 
all puddles and pools. 1 wish 1 conld afibrd to drain it, and plant it all 
over. My bailiff (a snperstitions idiot) says he is qnite sure the lake has a 
curse on it^ like the Dead Sea. What do you think, Fosoo ? It looks just 
the place for a murder, doesn’t It?** 

“ My good Percival 1” remonstrated the Count. “ What is your solid 
English sense thinking of? The water is too shallow to hide the body ; 
and there is sand everywhere to print off the murderer’s footsteps. It is, 
tipon the.whole, the very worst place for a murder that I ever set my eyes on.** 

“ Humbug 1” said Sir Percival, cutting away fiercely at his stick. “ You 
Jknow what I mean. The dreary scenery^ihe lonely situation. If you 
ihoose to imderøtand me, you can—if you don’t choose, I am not going to 
trouble myself to explain my meaning.” 

And why not,** asked the Coimt, ^ when your meaning can be ex- 
plained by anybody in two words? If a fool was going to oommit a 
murder, your lake is the first place he would choose for it. If a wise man 
was going to commit a murder, your lake is the last place he would choose 
ior it. Is that your meaning ? If it is, there is your explanation for you, 
ready made. Take it^ Percival, with your good Fosco’s blessing.*’ 

Laura looked at the Count, with her dislike for him appearing a little 
too plainly in her face* He was so busy with his mioe that he did not 
notice her. 

am sorry to hear the lake-viewconnected with anything so horrible 
as the idea of murder,** éhe said. And if Count Fosoo must di vide 
murderers into classes, I think he has been very unfortunate in his choico 
of expressions. To describe them aa fools only, seems ,like treating them 
with an indulgence to which they have no daim. And to describe them 
.as wise men, sounds to me like a downright contradiotion in terms. I have 
always heard that truly wise men are truly good men, and have a horror 
of crime.** . , 

My dear lady,** said the Count, ** those are admirable sentiments; and 
I have seen them stated at the tops of copy-books.** He lifted one of the 
white mice in the palm of his hånd, and spoke to it in his whimsical way. 
“My pretty little smooth white rascal,*’ he said, “here is a moral lesson 
for you. A truly wise Mouse is a truly good Mouse. Mention that, if 
you piease, to your companions, and ncver gnaw at the bara of your cage 
again as long as you live.’* 

* It is easy to tum everything into ridicule,” said Laura, resolutely; 

** but you will not find it quite so easy, Count Fosco^ to mve me an instanioe 
øf a wise man who has been a great criminal.** I 
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The Coimt slirdgged bis buge sboulden, and ^smiled on Laura in the 
(riendliest manner. 

Most true 1** be said. **The foors crime is the crime tbat la found 
ont; and the wise man’s crime is tbe crime that is nci found out. If I 
oould give you an instanoe, it would not be the instanoe of a wise man. 
Dear Lady Giyde, your sound English oommon sense has been too mucb 
for me. It is checkmate for me this time, Miss Halcombe—ha ?” 

“Stand to your guns, Laura,’* sneered Sir Fercival, who had been 
listening in bis place at the door. “ Tell him, next, that crimes cause 
their own detection. There’s another bit of copy-book morality for you, 
Fosoo. Grimes cause their own detection. What infemal bumbug 1” 

“I believe it to be true,” said Laura, quietly. 

Sir Fercival burst out lauglung; so violently, so outn^eously, tbat be 
qnite startled us all—the Count more than any of us. 

“ I believe it, too,” I said, coming to Laura’s rescue. 

Sir Fercival, who bad been unaccountably amused at bis wife’s remark, 
was, just as unaccountably, irritated by mine. He struck the new stick 
savagely on the sand, and walked away from us. 

“ Foor dear Fercival!” cried Count Fosco, looking after him gaily; he 
is the victim of English spleen. But, my dear Miss Halcombe, my dear 
Lady Giyde, do you really believe that crimes cause their own detection ? 
And you my angel,” he contin-ed, tuming to bis wife, who bad not 
uttered a word yet, “do you think so too?” 

“I wait to he instructed,” replied the Countess, in tones of freezing 
reproof, intended for Laura and me> “before I venture on giving my 
opinion in the presence of well-informed men.” 

“ Do you, indeed ?” I said. “ I remember the time, Countess, when 
you advocated the Bights of Women—and freedom of female opinion was 
one of them.” 

“Wbat is your vJew of the subject, Count?” asked Madame Fosco, 
calmly procee^g with her dgarettes, ond not taking the least notice 
of me. 

The Count stroked one of bis white mice reflectively witb bis chubby 
bttle finger before be answered. 

“ It is truly w^onderful,” he said, ** how easily Society can console itself 
for tbe woTst of its shortcomings with a little bit of clap-trap. The 
machinery it has set up for the detection of crime is miserably ineffective 
—and yet only invent a moral epigram, saying that it works well, and 
you blind everybody to its biunders, from that moment. Crimes cause 
their own detection, do they? And murder will out (another moral 
epigram), will it ? Ask Coroners who sit at inquests in large towus if that 
is true, lisdy Giyde. Ask secretaries of life-assurance companies, if that 
is true, Miss Halcombe. Eead your own public journals. In the few 
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cases that get into the newspapers, are there not Instanoes ot elain bodies 
fbund, and no murderers ever disoovered? Multiply the cases that are 
reported by the cases that are not reported, and the bodies that are found 
by the bodies that are not found ; and what conclusion do you come to ? 
This. That there are foolish criminals who are discovered, and wise 
criminals who escai^e. The hiding of a crime, or the detectioif of a crime, 
what is it? A trial of skill between the police on one side, and the indi- 
vidual on the other. When the criminal is a brutal, ignorant fool, the 
police, in nine cases out of ten, win. When the criminal is a resolnte, 
educated, highly-intelligent man, the police, in nine cases put of ten, lose. 
If the police win, you generally hear all abont it. If the police lose, you 
generally hear nothing. And on this tottering foundation you builtl up 
your comfortablé moral maxim tbat Crime causes its own detection! Tea 
—all the crime you know of. And, what of the rest 

“ Devilish true, and very well put,** cried a voice at the entrance of the 
boat-house. Sir Percival had recovered his equanimity, and had come 
back while we were listening to the Count. 

“ Some of it may be true,** I said; “ and all of it may be very well put. 
But I don*t see why Count Fosco should celebrate the victory of the 
criminal over society with so much exultation, or why you, Sir Percival, 
should applaud him so loudly for doing it.** 

“ Do you hear that, Fosco ?** asked Sir Percival. “ Take my advioo, 
and make your peace with your audience. Tell them Virtus’s a fine 
thing—they like that, I can promise you.** 

The Count laughed, inwardly and silently; and two of the white mioe 
in his waistcoat, alarmed by the intemal convulsion going on beneath 
them, darted out in a violent hurry, and scrambled into their cage again. 

“ The ladies, my good Percival, shall tell me about virtue,** he said. 
They are better authorities than 1 am; for they know what virtue is, 
and I don*t.** 

“ You hear him ?** said Sir Percival. “ l8n*t it awful P’ 

“ It is true,** said the Count, quietly. “ I am a Citizen of the world, and 
1 have met) in my time, with so many different sorts of virtue, that I am 
puzzled, in my old age, to sav which is the right sort and which is the 
wrong. Here, in England, there is one virtue. .And there, in China, 
there is another virtue And John Englishman says my virtue is the 
genuine virtue. And John Chinaman says my viitue is the genuine 
virtue. And I say Yes to one, or No to the other, and am just as much 
bewildered about it in the case of John vnth the top-boots as 1 am in the 
case of John with the pigtail. Ah, nice little Mousey! come, kiss me. 
What is your own private notion of a virtuous man, my pret-pret-pretty ? 
A man who keeps you warm, and gives you plenty to eat. And a good 
notion, too, for it is intelligible, at the least.*’ 
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** Stay a minute, Goxmt,” I interposed. ^^Accepting yonr illnstratioii, 
sarely \ve have one unquestionable virtue in England, wUch is wanting in 
China. llie Chinese autborities kill tbousands of innocent people, on tbe 
most frivolous pretezts. We, in England, are free from all gnilt of that 
kind—we commit no sucb dreadful crime—we abhor reckless bloodshed, 
with all our hearts.” 

“Quito right,'Marian,** said Laura. ‘‘Well tbought of, and well ex- 
oressed.” 

“Pray allow the Oount to proceed,” said Madame Fosco, with stem 
civility. “You will find, young ladies, that he never speake without 
having excellent reasons for all that he says.** 

“ Ihank you, my angel,” replied the Oount. “ Have a bonbon ?** He 
took out of his pocket a pretty little inlaid box, and placed it open on the 
table. “ Chocolat a la Vanille,” cried the impenetrable man, cheerfully 
rattling the sweetmeats in the box, and bowing all round. “ Ofiered by 
Fosoo as an act of homage to the charming society.” 

“Be good enough to go on, Gount,” said his wife, with a spiteful refer¬ 
ence to myself. “ Oblige me by answering Miss Halcombe.” 

“ Miss Halcombe is unanswerable,” replied the polite Italian—“ that is 
to say, 80 far as sbe goes. Yes 1 I agree with her. John Buil does abhor 
the crimes of John Chinaman. He is the quickest old gentleman at find- 
ing out the faults that are his neighbours*, aud the slowest old gentleman at 
finding out the faults that are his own, who exists on the face of oreation. 
Is he 80 very mucbi better in his way, than the people whom he condemns 
in their way ? English society. Miss Halcombe, is as often the accomplice, 
as it is the enemy of crime. Yes! yes! Grime is in this country what 
irime is in other countries—a good friend to a man and to those about 
him as often as it is an enemy. A great rascal provides for his wife and 
family. The worse he is, the more he makes thcm the objects for your 
sympathy. He often provides, also, for himself. A profligate spendthrift 
who is always borrowing money, will get more from his friends than the 
rigidly honest man who only borrows of them once, under pressure of the 
direst want. In the one case, the friends will not be at all surprised, and 
they will give. In the other case, they will be very much surprised, and 
they will hesitate. Is the prison that Mr. Scoundrel lives in, at the end of his 
career, a more uncomfortable place than the workhouse that Mr. Honesty 
lives in, at the end of his career ? When John-Howard-Philanthropist 
wants to relieve misery, he goes to find it in prisons, where ciime is 
wretched—not in huts and hovels, where virtue is wretched too. "Who is 
the English poet who has won the most universal sympathy—who makes 
the easiest of all subjects for pathetic writing and pathetic painting ? That 
nice young person who began life with a forgery, and ended it by a suicide 
•^your de^^r, romantic, interesting Ghattertp^. Wbich gets on best, do 
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you ihink, of two poor starving dressmakers—^the woman who resistø 
temptation, and is honest, orthe woman who fails under temptation, and 
steals? Ton all know Hiat the stealing is the making of that seoonJ 
woman’s fortone—it advertises her from length to breadth of good- 
humonred, charitable England—and she is relieved, as the breaker of a 
commandment, when she wotild have been left to starve, as the keeper of 
it. Gome here, my jolly little Monse I Hey I presto! pass! 1 trans¬ 
form you, for the time being, into a respectable lady. Stop there, in the 
palm of my great big hånd, my dear, and listen. Ton marry the poor 
man whom you love, Mouse; ånd one half yonr friends pity, and the other 
half blame you. And, now, on the contrary, you seli yourself for gold to a 
man you don’t care for; and all your friends rejoice over you; and a 
minister of public worship sanctions the base horror of the vilest of all 
human bargains; and smiles and smirks afterwards at your table, if you 
are polite enough to ask him to breakfast. Hey I presto 1 pass 1 Be a 
mouse again, and squeak. If yon continue to be a lady mnch longer, I 
shall have you telling me that Society abhors crime—and then, Mouse, I 
shall doubt if your own eyes and ears are really of any use to you. Ah ! I am 
a bad man. Lady Glyde, am I not? I say what other people only think ; 
and when all the rest of the world is in a conspiracy to accept the mask 
for the true face, mine is the rash hånd that tears off the plump paste- 
board, and shows the bare bones boneath. I will get up on my big 
elephant’s legs, before I do myself any more harm in your amiable 
estimations—I will get up, and take a little airy walk of my own. Dear 
ladies, as your excellent Sheridan said, I go—and leave my character be- 
hiud me.” 

He got up; put the cage on the table; and paused, for a moment, to 

count the mice in it. “ One, two, three, four-Ha 1” he cried, with a 

look of horror, “ where, in the name of Hcaven, is the fifth—the youngest, 
the whitest, the most amiable of all—^my Benjamin of mice!” 

Neither Laura nor I were in any favourable disposition to be amused. 
The Count’s glib cynicism had revealed a new aspect of his nature from 
which we both recoiled. But it was impossible to resist the comical dis¬ 
tress of 80 very large a man at the loss of so very small a mouse. We 
laughed, in spite of ourselves; and when Madame Fosco rose to set the 
example of leaving the boat-house empty, so that her husband mightsearch 
it to its remotest comers, we rose also to follow her out. 

Before we had taken three steps, the Count’s quick eye discovered the 
lost mouse under the seat that we had been occupying. He pulled aside 
the bench; took the little animal up in his hånd; and.then suddenly 
stoppod, on his knees, looking intently at a particular place on the ground 
just beneath him. 

When he rose to his feet again, his hånd shook so that he oould haidly 
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pat the mouBo back in the Qage, and his fiu)e was of a faint liWd jsUow 
Ime all over. 

“ Pereival hø said, in a ’^sinsper. “ Perdval! oome here.” 

Sir Perdval had paid no attentioii to any of U8» for the last ten nunates« 
Ee had been entirely absorbed in wTiting fignres on the sand« and then 
rabbing them out again« with the point of hia stick« 

Wbat’s the matter« now F” he asked, lonnging careleaBly into the boat < 
boQse. 

“Do you see nothing^ thereP” said the Gount, catching him nervously by 
the collar with one hånd, and pointing with the other to the place near 
vrbicb he had found the mouse. 

“I see plenty of dry sand,” answered Sir Perdval; “and a spot of dirt 
in the middle of it.” 

Not dirt,” whispered the Gount, fastening the other band suddenly on 
Sir PercivaPs collar, and shaking it in his agitation. Biood.” 

Laura was near enough to hear the last word, softly as he whispered it. 
Sbe tomed to me .with a look of terror. 

/‘Nonsense, my dear,” 1 said. ** There is no need to be alanned. It is 
only the biood of a poor little stray dog.” 

Bverybody was astonished, and everybody’s eyes wére fixed on xhe in* 
quiringly. 

**How do you know thatp” asked Sir Perdval, speaking hist. 

found the dog here, dying, on the day when you all retumed froin> 
abioad,” I replied. ^^The poor cféature had strayed into the plantation« 
and bad been shot by your keeper.” 

** Whote dog was it ?!’ inquired Sir PercivaL ** Not one of mine ?” 

“ Did you try to save the poor thing ?” asked Laura, eamestly. “ Suidy 
you tried to save it, Marian?!’ 

“ Yes,” I said ; “ the housekeeper and I both did our besh—but the dog 
was mortally woundéd, and he died under our hånds.” ^ ^ 

“ Whose dog was it?” peidsted Sir Perdval, repeating' his qneetio^ a 
little irritably. “ One of mine ?” 

“No; notoneofyours.” 

“Whose then? Did the housekeeper kuow ?” 

The housekeeper’s report of Mrs. Catherick’s desiie to conceal her visit 
to Blackwater Park from Sir PercivaPs knowledge, recurredto my memory 
the moment he pat that last question: and X half doubted the discretion of 
answering it. But, in my anxiety to quiet the general alarm, I had 
tboughtlessly advanCed too far to draw back, exoept at the risk of ex- 
dting snspicion which might <wily make matters worse* There was 
nothing for it but to answer at onoe, without referenæ to results. 

“Yes,” I said. “The housekeeper knew. Sbe told me it was Mrs 
Catheriok*8 dog ” 
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Sir PercivaL had hitherto remained at the inner end of the boat-honæ 
with Gount Fosoo, while 1 spoke to him from the door. But the instant 
Mrs. Catherick’s name passed my lips, he pushed by the Gount loughiy, 
and plaoed himself face to face with me, under the open daylight. 

“How came the housekeeper to know it was Mrs. Gatherick’s dog?** he 
asked, fixing his eyes on mine with a frowning interest and attention, 
which half angered, half startled me. 

" She knew it,” I said, qnietly, because Mrs. Gatherick brought the 
dog .with her?” 

“ Brought it with her ? Where did sho bring it with her?” 

“ To this house.” 

** What the deril did Mrs. Gatherick want at this house 

The manner in which he put the question was even more offensive than 
the language in which he expressed it. I marked my sense of his want of 
common politeness, by silently tnming away from him. 

Just as I moved, the Gount's persuasive hånd was laid on his shoulder, 
and the Gount’s mellifluous voice interposed to quiet him. 

“ My dear Percival I—gently—gently.” 

Sir Percival looked round in his angriest manner. The Gount only 
smiled, and repeated the soothing application. 

“ Gently, my good friend—gently 1” 

Sir Percival hesltated—followed me a few steps—and, to my great 8ui> 
prise, offered me an apology. 

<< 1 beg your pardon. Miss Halcombe,” he said. I have been out of 
order lately; and 1 am afraid I am a little irritable. But I should like to 
know what Mrs. Gatherick could possibly want here. When did she oome ? 
Was the housekeeper the only person who saw her?” 

“ The only person,” I answered, “ so far as I know.” 

The Gount inteiposed again. 

“ In that case, why not question the housekeeper?” he said. ** Why not 
go, Percival, to the fountain-head of information at once ?” 

“ Quite right I” said Sir Percival. “ Of course the housekeeper is the 
first person to question. Exoessively stupid of me not to see it myself.” 
With those words, he instantly left us to return to the house. 

The motive of the Gount’s interference, which had puzzled me at first^ 
betrayed itself when Sir PercivaTs back was tumed. He had a host of 
questions to put to me about Mrs. Gatherick, and the cause of her visit to 
Blaokwater Park, which he could scarcely have asked in his friend’s pre- 
sence. I made my answers as short as 1 civilly could—for I had alråidy 
determined to check the least approach to any exchanging of confidenoes 
between Gount Fosco and myself. Laura, however, unoonsdously helped 
him to extract all my information, by ma^ng inquiries herself, which left 
me no alternative but to reply to her, or toappear in the veiy unenviable and 
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very false character of a depositary of Sir PerciTaVs secretc. llie end of it 
iras, that^ in about ten minutes* time, the Cbunt knew as mach as I know 
of ]fo. Catherick, and of the events which have so strangely connected ua 
with her daughter, Anne, frem the time when Hartright met with her, to 
thisday. 

The effect of my information on him was, in one respoct, curioos enongh. 

Intimately as he knows Sir Fercival, and closely as he appears to be 
assodated with Sir Percivars private affairs in general, he is certainly as 
&r as I am from knowing anything of the tme story of Anne Catherick, 
The unsolved mystery in connexion with this nnhappy woman is now 
rendered doubly snspicious, in my eyes, by the absolute conviction which 
I feel, that the due to it has been bidden by Sir Percival from the most 
intimate friend he has in the world. It was impossible to mistake the 
eager coriosity of the Count’s look and manner while he drank in greedily 
every word that feli from my lips. There are many kinds of cnrioidty, I 
know-—but there is no misinterpreting the curiosity of blank surprise: if I 
ever saw it in my life, I saw it in the Ck)unt*s face. 

While the questions and answers were going on, we had all been atroll- 
ing quietly back, through the plantation. As soon as we reached the 
house, the first object that we saw in fmnt of it was Sir Percival’s dog¬ 
eart, with the horse put to and the groom waiting by it in his stable-jacket. 
If these uncxpected appearanoes were to be trusted, the examination of the 
honsekeeper had produced impprtant results alieady. 

A fine horse, my friend,” said the Count, addressing the groom with 
the most engagii^ familiarity of monner. You are going to drive out ?** 

** i am not going, sir,” replied the man, looking at his stable-jacket, an^ 
evidently wondering whether the foreign gentleman took it for his livery. 
“ My master drives himself.” 

“Aha!” said the Goimt, “ does he indeed ? 1 wonder he gives himself 
the trouble when he has got you to drive for him. Is he going to fatigao 
that nice, shining, pretty horse by taking him very far, to-day 

“ I don’t know, sir,” answered the man. “ The horse is a mare, if you 
piease, sir. She’s the highest-cour^ed thing weVe got in the stables 
Her name’s Brown Molly, sir; and she’ll go till she drops. Sir Percival 
usually takes Isaac of York for the shori; distances ” 

® And your shining courageous Brown Molly for the long ?” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“Logical inference, Miss Halcombe,” continued the Count, wheeling 
round briskly, and addressing me: “ Sir Percival is going a long distance 
to-day.” 

I made no reply. I had my own inferences to draw, from what I knew 
through the honsekeeper and from what I saw before me; and I did not 
choose to share them with Count Fosco. 
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When Sir Fennral was in Oumberland (I thouglit to myselQ, he walked 
avray a long distance, on Anne*s accoont, to question the family at Todd*8 
Gomer. Now he is in Hampshire, is he going to drive away a long 
distance, on Anne’s aocount again, to question Mrs. Catherick at Welming- 
ham? 

We all entered the house. As we crossed the hall, Sir Percival came 
out from the library to meet us. He looked hurried and pale and anxious 
—but, for all that, he was in his most polite mood, when he spoke to ua. 

** I am sorry to say, I am obliged to leave you,” he began— “ a long drire 
—a matter that 1 can’t very well put off. I shall bo back in good time 
to-morrow—^but, before I go, 1 should like that little business-formality, 
which I spoke of this moming, to be settled. Laura, will you come into 
the library ? It won*t take a minute—a mere formality. ^untess, may 
1 trouble you also ? I want you and the Gountess, Fosoo, to be witnessea 
to a signature—^notbiug more. Come iu at once, and get it over.** 

He held the library door open until they had passed in, followed them 
and shut it softly. 

I remained, for a moment afterwards, standing alone in the hall, with 
ny heart beating fast, and my mind misgiving me sadly. Then, 1 urent 
on to the staircase, and ascended slowly to my own room. 

IV. 

June 17th —Just as my hånd was on the door of my room, I heard Sir 
Peroivars voice calling to me from below. 

** 1 must beg you to come down stairs again,** he said. ** It is Fosco’s 
fault, Miss Halcombe, not mine. He has started some nonsensical objec- 
tion to his wife being one of the witnesses, and has obliged me to ask you 
to join us in the library.** 

I entered the room immediately with Sir Percival. Laura was waiting 
by the writing-table, twisting and tuming her garden hat uneasily in ber 
bands. Madame Fosco sat near her, in an arm-chair, imperturbably 
admiring her husband, who stood by himself at tbe other end of the 
library, picking off the dead leaves from the flowers in the window. 

The moment I appeared, the Gount advanced to meet m^ and to offer 
his explanations. 

“A thousand pardons, Miss Halcombe,** he said. “You know the 
character which is given to my oountrymen by the English ? We Italians 
are all wily and suspicious by nature, in the estimation of the good John 
Buil. Set me down, if you piease, as being no better than the rest of my race. 
I am a wily Italian and a suspicious Italian. You have thoiight so your- 
self, dear lady, have you not? Well I it is part of my wiliness and part of 
my suspidon to object to Madame Fosco being a witness to Lady Glyde*8 
signature, when I am also a witness myself.” 
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**There is not the shadow of a reason for his objection,’* interpoied Sir 
Peidval. haye explained to him that the law of England allowi 
JUadame Fosco to witness a signature as well aa her husband.” 

“I admit it,” resumed the Count. “ The law of England says, Yes— 
but the oonscience of Fosco says, No.” He spread out his fat fingers on 
the bosom of his blouse, and bowed solemnly, as if he wished to introduoe 
his conscience to us all, in the character of an illustrious addition to the 
society. “ What this doeument which Lady Giyde is about to sign, tnay 
he,” he continued, ** I neither know nor desire to know. I only say this: 
circomstances may happen in the future which may oblige Percival, or his 
representatives, to appeal to the two witnesses; in which case it is certainly 
desirable that those witnesses should represent two opinions which are 
perfeetly independent the one of the other. This cannot be if my wife 
signs as well as myself, because we have but one opinion between us, and 
that opinion is mine. I will not have it cast in my teeth, at some future 
day, that Madame Fosco acted under my coercion, and was, in plain faet, 
no witness at all. I speak in Percival’s interest when I propose that my 
name shall appear (as the nearest friend of the husband), and your name, 
Miss Halcoml^ (as the nearest friend of the wife). I am a Jesuit, if you 
piease to think so—a splitter of straws—a man of trifles and crotehets and 
scruples—but you will humour me, I hope, in merciful consideration for 
lay suspicious Italian character, and my uneasy Italian conscience.” He 
bowed again, stepped back a few paces, and withdrew his conscience from 
our society as politely as he had introduced it 
TheCounPs scruples might have berø honourable and reasonable enough, 
but there was something in his manner of expressing them which inereased 
Biy nnwillingness to be concemed in the business of the signature. No 
consideration of less importance than my consideration for Laura, would 
have induced me to consent to be a witness at all. One look, however, at 
her anxious face, decided me to risk anything rather than desert her. 

will readily remain in the room,” I said. “And if I find no 
reason for starting any small scruples, on my side, you may rely on me as 
a witness. ’ 

Sir Percival looked at me sharply, as if he was about to say something. 
But, at the same moment, Madame Fosco attracted his attention by rising 
Trom her chair. .She had caught her husband’s eye^ and had evidently 
received her orders to leave the room. 

“ You needn’t go,” said Sir Percival. 

Madame Fosco looked for her orders again, got them again, said she 
Would prefer leaving us to our business, and resolutely walked out. The 
Count lit a cigarette, went back to the flowers in the window, and puffed 
little jets of smoke at the leaves, in a state of the deepest nnxiety about 
killing the msects. 
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Mejuiwhile, Sir l^ercival unlocked a cupboard beneatb one of thc book« 
cases, and produced from it a piece of parchment folded, longwise, maay 
times over. He placed it on the table, opened tbe last fold only, and kept 
bis band on tbe rest. Tbe last fold displayed a strip of blank parcbment 
witb little wafers stuck on it at certain places. Every line of tbe writing 
was bidden in tbe part wbicb be still beld folded up under bis band. 
Laura and 1 looked at eacb otber. Hef face was —but it sbowed no 

indecision and no fear. 

Sir Fercival dipped a pen in ink, and banded it to bis wife. 

** Sign your name, tbere,** be said, pointing to tbe place. You and 
Fosco are to sign afterwards, Miss Halcombe, opposite tbose two wafers. 
Come bere, Fosco I witnessing a signature is not to be done by mooning 
out of window and smoking in to tbe flowers.” 

Tbe Count tbrew away bis cigarette, and joined us at tbe table, witb bis 
bands carelessly tbrust into tbe scarlet belt of bis blouse, and bis eyes 
steadily bxed on Sir Fercival*s face. Laura, wbo was on tbe otber side of 
her busband, witb tbe pen in ber band, looked at bim, too. He stood 
between them, holding tbe folded parcbment down firmly on tbe table, and 
glancing across at me, as I sat opposite to bim, witb sucb a sinister mix¬ 
ture of suspicion and embarrassment in bis face^ tbat be looked more like a 
prisener at tbe bar tban a gentleman in bis own bouse. 

*^Sign tbere,*’ be repeated, tuming suddenly on Laura, and pointing 
once more to tho place on tbe parcbment. 

** Wbat is it I am to sign ?” sbe asked, quietly. 

** 1 have no time to explain,” be answered. ** Tbe dog-cart is at the 
door; and 1 must go direetly. Besides, if I bad time, you wouldn’t under¬ 
stand. It is a purely formal doeument—full of legal tecbnicalities, and all 
that sort of tbing. Gome 1 come 1 sign your name, and let us have done 
as soon as possible.” 

“ I ought surely to know wbat I am signing, Sir Fercival, before I write 
my name ?” 

“Nonsense! Wbat have women to do witb business? I tell you 
again, you can’t understand it.” 

** At any rate, let me try to understand it. Whenever Mr. Gilmore bad 
any business for me to do, he always explained it^ first; and I always 
understood bim.” 

“ I dåre say he did. He was your servant, and was obliged to explain. 
I am your husband, and am not obliged. How mueh longer do you mean 
to keep me bere ? 1 tell you again, tbere is no time for reading any tbing: 
tbe dog-cart is waiting at tbe door. Once for all, will you sign, or w ill 
you not ?** 

Sbe still bad tbe pen in her band; but sbe made no approach to øgning 
her name witb it» 
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** If my signaturc pledgcs me to anything,” she said, ** aurely, I Live 
jome claim to know what that pledge ia 

He lifted up the parcbment, and struck it angrily on the table. 

** Speak out!” he said. ** You were always famous for tolling the tnitcu 
Never mind Miss Halcombe ; never mind Fosoo—say, in plain terms, you 
distrust me." 

The Count took one of his bands out of bis belt, and laid it on Sir 
Perdval’s sboulder. Sir Pereival sbook it off irritably. Tbe Count put it 
OD again witb unruffled composure. 

“Control your unfortunate temper, Pereival,” be said. “Lady Giyde is 
right.” 

“ Right!” cried Sir Pereival. “ A wife right in distrusting her husband I” 

“It is unjust and eruel to accuse me of distrusting you,” said Laura. 
“ Ask Marian if I am not justified in wanting to know wbat tbis writing 
requires of me, before I sign it ?” 

“I won’t have any appeals made to Miss Halcombe,” retorted Sir 
Pereival. “ Miss Halcombe bas notbing to do witb tbe matter.” 

1 had not spoken hitberto, and I would mueb ratber not have spoken 
now. But tbe expression of distress in Laura*s face when sbe tumed it 
towards me, and tbe insolent injustice of her husbandes oonduct, left me no 
other alternative tban to give my opinion, for her sake, as soon as 1 was 
asked for it. 

“Excuse me. Sir Pereival,” I said—“but, as one of the witnesses to the 
signature, I venture to think tbat I /tave something to do witb tbe matter, 
l/anra’s objection seems to me a perfeetly fair one; and, speaking for 
niyself only, I canuot assume the responsibility of witnessing her signa- 
ture, unless sbe first understands wbat tbe writing is wbicb you wisb her 
to sign.” 

“ A cool declaration, upon my soul I” cried Sir Pereival. “ The next 
time you invite yourself to a man's house, Miss Halcombe, I recommend 
yon not to repay his bospitality by taking bis wife's side against bim in a 
matter that doesn't concem you,” 

I started to my feet as suddenly as if be had struck me. Tf I had been 
a man, I would have knocked bim down on the threshold of his own door, 
and have left bis house, never on any earthly consideration to enter it 
again. But I was only a woman—and 1 loved his wife so dearly I 

Thank God, that &itbful love belped me, and I sat down again, witbont 
saying a word. knew wbat I h£id suffered and wbat I had suppressed. 
She ran round to me, witb tbe tears streaming from her eyes. “Oh, 
Marian!” she wbisper^ softly. “ If my mother bad been alive, she could 
have done no more for me!” 

“Come back and sign /” cried Sir Pereival, from the other side of tbe 
table. 
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**Shall I?** sheasked in my ear; “I will, if yon tell me/ 

*‘No,” I answcred. “The right and the truth are with yon—rigst 
nothi ng, unless yon have read it first.” 

“ Cune back and sign!” he reiterated, in his loudest and angriest tones. 

The Coimt, who had watched Laura and me with a close and silent 
attention, interposed for the second time. 

“ Percival !** he såid. “ I remember that I am in the presence of ladies. 
Be good enough, if yon piease, to remember it, too.** 

Sir Percival tumed on him, speechless with passion. The GonjiPs firm 
hånd slowly tightened its grasp on his shonlder, and the Connt’s steady 
voice, quietly repeated, “ Be good enough, if you piease, to remember it, 
too.” 

They both looked at each other: Sir Percival slowly drew his shonlder 
from under the C!ount’s hånd; slowly tumed his face away from the 
Gount’s eyes; doggedly looked down for a little while at the parchment 
on the table; and then spoke, with the sullen submission of a tamed 
animal, rather than the becoming resignation of a convinced man. 

“ I don’t want to offend anybody,” he said, “ but my wife’s obstinacy is 
enough to try the patience of a saint. 1 have told W this is merely a 
formal document—and what more can she want? Yon may say what 
you piease; but it is no part of a woman’s duty to set her hnsband at 
defiance. Once more. Lady Giyde, and for the last time, will you sign or 
will you not?” 

Laura retumed to his side of the table, and took up the pen again. 

** I will sign with pleasure,” she said, “ if you will only treat me as a 
responsible being. I care little what sacrifice is required of me, if it will 
affect no one else, and lead to no ill results —** 

“ Who talked of a sacrifice being required of you?” he broke in, with a 
half-suppressed return of his former violence. 

“ I only meant,” she resumed, “ that I would refuse no conoession which 
I could honourably make. If I have a scruple about signing my name to 
an engagement of which I know nothing, why should you visit it on me so 
severely ? It is rather hard, I think, to treat Gount Fosoo’s scruples so 
much more indulgently than you have treated mine.” 

This unfortunate, yet most natural, reference to the Gount’s extra- 
ordinary power over her husband, indirect as it was, set Sir PercivaPs 
smouldering terner on fire again in an instant. 

“ Scraples!” he repeated. “ Tour scruples 1 It is rather late in the 
day for you to be scrupulous. I should have thought you had got over all 
weakness of that sort, when you made a virtue of necessity by marrying 
tve” 

The instant he spoke those words, Laura threw down the pen*—looked at 
him with an expression in her eyes, which throughout all my experienoe of 
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her, 1 had neVer seen in them before—and tamed Ler back on him in dead 
sileDce. 

This strong expression of the most open and the moet bitter oontempt, 
was so entirely unlike berself, so ntterly out of her character, that it 
silenced ns alL There was something bidden, beyond a doubt, under the 
mere surface-brutality of the words which her husband had just addressed 
to her. There was some lurking insult beneath them, of which I was 
wholly ignorant, but which had left the mark of its profanation so plainly 
on her face that even a stranger might have seen it. 

The Gount, who was no stranger, saw it as distinetly as 1 did. When I 
left my chair to join Laura, I heard him whisper under his breath to Sir 
Percival: “ You idiot 1” 

Laura walked before me to the door as I advanced; and, at the same 
time, her husband spoke to her onco more. 

“You positively refuse, then, to give me your signature?” he said, in 
the altered tone of a man who was conscious that he had let his own 
lioence of language seriously injure him. 

“ Afler what you have just said to me,” she replied, firmly, “ I refuse 
my signature until I have read every line in that parchment from the first 
word to the last. Come away, Marian, we have remained hese long 
enough.** 

** One moment 1” interposed the Count, before Sir Percival could speak 
again—“ one moment, Lady Giyde, I implore you!” 

Laura would have left the room without noticing him; but 1 stopped 
her. 

“ Dou’t make an enemy of the Count 1” I whispered. ** Whatever you 
do, don’t make an enemy of the Count!” 

She yielded to me. I closed the door again; and we stood near it, wait- 
ing. Sir Percival sat down at the table, with his elbow on the folded 
parchment, ond his head resting on his clenched fist. The Count stood 
between us—master of the dreadful position in which we were placed, as 
he was master of everything else. 

“ lAdy Giyde,” he said, with a gentleness which seemed to address itself 
to onr forlom situation instead of to ourselves, ** pray pardon me, if 1 ven- 
ture to offer one suggestion; and pray believe that 1 speak out of my pro- 
found respect and my friendly regard for the mistiess of this house.” He 
tamed sbarply towards Sir Percivah “Is it absolutely necessary,” he 
Bsked, “ that this thing here, under your elbow, should he signed to-day ?” 

“ It is necessary to my plans and wishes,” retumed thø other, sulkily. 
“ But that oonsideration, as you may have noticed, has no influence with 
Lady Giyde.” 

** Answer my plain question, plainly. Can the business of the signature. 
bo put off till to-morrow—^Yes or Nol” 
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“ Yes—^if you will have it so.” 

** Then, what are you wasting your time for, here ? Let the dgnatare 
wait till to-morrow—^let it wait till you come hack.” 

Sir Percival looked up with a frown and an oath. 

You are taking a tone with me that I don’t like,” he said. A tone 1 
won’t bear from any man.” 

** 1 am advising you for your good,” retumed the Count, with a smile cf 
quiet contempt. ** Give yourself time; give Lady Giyde time. Have you 
forgotten that your dog-cart is waiting at the door ? My tone surprises 
you^ha ? I dåre say it does—^it is the tone of a man who can keep his 
temper. How many doses of good advice have I given you in my time ? 
More than you can count. Have I ever been wrong ? I defy you to qudte 
me an instance of it. Go 1 take your drive. The matter of ^e signaturc 
can wait till to-morrow. Let it wait—and renew it when you oomo 
back.” 

Sir Percival hesitated, and looked at his watch. His anxiety about the 
secret joumey which he was to take that day, revived by the Gounfs 
words, was now evidently disputing possession of his mind with his anxiely 
to obtain Laura’s signaturo. He considered for a little while; and then 
got up from his chair. 

** It is easy to argue me down,” he said, ** when I have no time to answer 
you. I will take your advice, Fosco-—not because 1 want it, or believe in 
it, but because I can’t stop here any longer.” He paused, and looked 
round darkly at his wife. ” If you don’t give me your signatnre when I 
come back to-morrow—!” The rest was lost in the noise of his opening 
the book-case cupboard again, and locking up the parchment once more. 
He took his hat and gloves off the table, and made for the door. Liaura 
and I drew back to let him pass. ” Bemember to-morrow 1” he said to his 
wife; and went out. 

We waited to give him time to cross the hall, and drive away. The 
Count approached us while we were standing near the door. 

‘*You have just seen Percival at his worst. Miss Haloombe,” he said. 
" As his old friend, 1 am sorry for him and ashamed of him. As his old 
friend, I promise you that he shall not break out to-morrow in the same 
disgraceful manner in which he has broken out to-day.” 

Laura had taken my arm while he was speaking, and she pressed it sig- 
nificantly when he had done. It would have been a hard trial to any 
woman to stand by and see the ofBce of apologist for her husband’s mis- 
oonduct quietly assumed by his male fnend in her own house—and it was 
a trial to her, I thanked the Count dvilly, and led her out. Yes! 1 
thanked him: for I felt already, with a sense of inexpressible helpleasness 
and humiliation, that it was either his interest or his caprice to make mm 
of my continuing to reside at Blackwater Park; and I knew after Sir 
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PerciTars condnct to me,tliatwithoat the support of the Connt’s inflnenoe, 
I coidd not liope to remain there. His infiuenoe, the influenæ of all othera 
that I dreaded most, was actually the one tie which now held me to Laura 
in the hour of her utniost need 1 

We heard the wheels of the dog-cart crashing on the gravel of the drive, 
as we caine into the hall. Sir Fercival had started on his joumey. 

“Where is he going to, Marian?” Laura whispered. ‘‘Every frcsh 
thing he does, seems to terrify me about the future. Have you any 
suspicions ?” 

After what she had undergone that moming, I was unwilling to tell her 
my suspicions. 

“ How should I know his secrets,” I said, evasively. 

"I wonder if the housekeeper knows?** she persisted. 

^‘Certainly not,” I replied. *^She must be quite as ignorant as we 

are.” 

Laura shook her head doubtfiilly. 

“Did you not hear from the housekeeper that there was a report of 
Anne Catherick having been seen in this neighbourhood ? Don’t you 
think he may have gone away to look for her?” 

** 1 would rather compose myself, Laura, by not thinking about it, at 
all; and, after what has happéned, you had better follow my example. 
Comc into my room, and rest and quiot yourself a little.” 

We sat åovm together close to the window, and let the fragrant summer 
air breathe over our faces. 

“ I am ashamed to look at you, Marian,” she said, “ after what you sub- 
mitted to down stairs, for my sake. Oh, my own love, 1 am almost heart- 
broken, when I think of it 1 But I will try to make it up to you—will 
indeed!” 

“Hush! hush!” I replied; “don’t talk so. What is the trifling morti« 
fication of my pride compared to the dreadful sacrifice of your happiness ?” 

“You heard what he said to me?” she went on, quickly imd vehe- 
mently. “ You heard the words—but you don’t know what they meant— 
you don’t know why I threw down the pen and tumed my back on him.” 
She rose in snddeu s^tation, and walked about the room. 1 have kept 
many things from your knowledge, Marian, Ibr fear of distressing you, and 
making you unhappy at the outset of our new lives. You don’t know how 
he has used me. And yet, you ought to know, for you saw how he used 
me to-day. You heard him snfter at my presuming to be scrupulous; you 
heard him say I had made a virtue of necessity in marrying him.” She 
Bat down again; her face flushed deeply, and her hånds twisted and twined 
together in her lap. “ I can’t tell you about it now,” she said; “ I shall 
l'urst out crying if I tell you now—later, Marian, when I am more sure of 
myself. My pour head aches, darling—aches, aches, aches. Where is 
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yoQT smelling-bottle ? Let me talk to you al)Otit yourself. I wish I hail 
given him my signature, for your sake« Shall I give it to him, to« 
morrow? 1 wonld rather oompromise myself than compromise you. 
After yonr taking my part against him, he will lay all the blame on you, 
if 1 refuse again. Wbat shaU we do ? Oh, for a friend to help ns and 
advise TIS 1—a friend we oonld really trust 

She sighed bitterly. I saw in her face that she was thinking of Hart- 
right—saw it the more plainly because her last words set me thinking of 
him, too. In six months only from her marriage, we wanted the faithfnl 
service he had offered to us in his furowell words. How little 1 once 
thought that we should ever wont it at all I 

** We must do what we can to help ourselves,** I said. Let us try to 
talk it over calmly,' Laura^let ua do all in our power to decide for the 
hest.” 

Putting what she knew of her husband*8 embarrassments, and what I 
had heard of his oonversation ^th the lawyer, together, we arrived neces- 
sarily at the couclusion that the paichment in the library had been drawn 
up for the purpose of borrowing money, and that Laura*s signature was 
' absolutely necessary to fit it for the attainment of Sir Percivars object. 

The secbnd question, conceming the nature of the legal contract by 
which the money was to be obtained, and the degree of personal respons!- 
bility to which Laura might sul^ect herself if she signed it in the dark, 
Involvsd considerations which lay far beyond any knowledge and ex- 
perience that either of us possessed. My own convictions led me to 
believe thåt the hidden contents of the pardhment conceakd a transaction 
of the meanest and the most fraudulent kind. 

I had not formed this oonclusion in consequence of Sir Percival’s refusal 
to show the writing, or to explain it; for that refusal might well have pro- 
oeeded from his obstinate disposition and his domineering temper alone. 
My sole motive for distrusting his honesty, sprang from the change whioh 
I had observed in his language and his manneis at Blackwater Park, a 
change which convinced me that he had been actlng a part thronghout tke 
whole period of Ms probation at Limmeridge House. His elaborate deli- 
cacy; his oeremonious politeness, which hannonized so agreeably with 
Mr. Gilmore’s old-fashioned notions; his modesty with Laura, his candour 
with me, his moderation with Mr. Fairlie—all these were the artifioes of a 
mean, ounning, and brutal man, who had dropped his disgoise when his 
practised duplicity had gained its end, and had openly shown himself in 
the library, on that very day. 1 say nothing of the grief which this dis- 
covery caused me on Laura’s acoount, for it is not to be expressed by any 
words of mine. I only refer to it at all, because it dedded me to oppose 
her signing the parchment, whatever the oonsequenses might be, unlesr 
she was first made acquainted with the contents. 


V 
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Under these circumstanoes, the one chance for ns when to-monowcamc, 
was to be provided with an objection to giving the signature, which might 
Rst <m snfficienily finn commercial or legal grounds to shake Sir Ferdvars 
roolntion, and to make him snspeot that we two women imdeistood the 
laws and obli^tious of business as well as himself. 

After some pondering, I deteimined to write to the only honest rn^n 
within reach whom we oonld trust to help ns discreetly, in our farlom 
sitaatuHi. That man was Mr. Gilmore’s partner—Mr. Kyrlc-^who oon- 
ducted the business, now that our old friend had been obliged to withdraw 
horn it, and to leave London on account of his health. I explained to 
Lama that I had Mr. Gilmore’s own authority for placing implicit con- 
fideoce in his partneres iutegiity, discretion, and accurate knowledge of all 
her afibirs; and, with her foll approval, I sat down at once to write the 
letter. 

I b^an by stating our position to Mr. Kyrle exactly as it was; and 
then asked for his advice in return, expressed in plain, downright terms 
which he oould oomprehend without any danger of misinterpretations and 
mwt4>kes. My letter was as short as 1 oould possibly make it, and was, 1 
hope, unencumbered by needless apologics and needlcss details. 

Just as I was about to put the address on the envelope, an obstacle was 
difioovered by Laura, which in the effort and pre-occupation of writing, 
had escaped my mind altogether. 

“ How are we to get the answer in time P* she asked. “ Your letter 
will not be detivered in London before to-morrow morning; and the post 
will not Inring the reply here till the morning after.” 

The only way of overcoming this difficulty was to have the answer 
biought to us from the lawyer’s office by a special messenger. 1 wrote a 
postscript to that edect, begging that the messenger might be despatched 
with the reply by the eleven o’dock morning train, which would bring 
him to our station at twenty minutcs past one, and so enable him to reach 
Blackwater Park by two o’clock at the latest. He was to be directed to 
ask for me, to answer no questions addressed to him by any one else, and 
to deliver his letter into no hånds but mine. 

In case Sir Percival should come back to^morrow before two o’clock,” 
I said to Laura, ** the wisest plan for you to adopt is to be out in the 
grounds, all the morning, with your book or your work, and not to appear 
at the house till the messenger has had time to arrive with the letter. 1 
will wait hore for him, all the morning, to guard against any misadven- 
tures or mistakes. By following this arrangement 1 hope and believe we 
shall avoid being taken by surprise. Let us go down to the drawing-room 
uow. We may exdte suq)icion if we remain shut up together too long.” 

^Suspicion?” she repeated. **Who8e suspicion can we excite, nov 
ihat Sir Percival has left tlie house? Do you niean Count Foslx) ?” 
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** P#irliaps I do, Laura.*' 

** Tou are beginning to dislike bim as mncli as 1 do, Marian.** 

** No ; not to dislike bim. Dislike is always, more or less, assooiated 
witb contempt —1 can see notbing in tbe Conni to despise.** 

“ You are not afraid of bim, are you?** 

“ Perbaps I am—a little.** 

“ Afraid of bim, after bis interference in onr favour to-day !** 

“ Yes. I am more afraid of his interference than I am of Sir PercivaPs 
violence. Remember what I said to you in tbe library. Whatever you 
do, Laura, don’t make an enemy of tbe Count !** 

We went down stairs. Laura entered tbe drawing-room; wbile I pro- 
cecded acruss tbe hall, witb my letter in my band, to put it into tho post- 
bag, wbicb bung against tbe wall opposite to me. 

The bouse door was open; and, as I crossed past it^ I saw Count Fosco 
and bis wife standing talking togetber on tbe steps outside, witb thdr faccs 
tumed towards me. 

T'he Countess came into tbe hall, ratber hastily, and asked if I bad 
leisure enough for five minutes’ private conversation. Peeling a little 
surprised by sucb an appeal from sucb a person, I put my letter into tbe 
bag, and replied tbat I was quite at ber disposal. Sbe took my arm witb I 
unaccustomed friendliness and familiarity; and instead of leading me into 
an empty room, drew me out witb her to tbe belt of turf whicli sur- i 
rounded tbe large fish-pond. 

As we passed tbe Count on tbe steps, be bowed and smiled, and tben 
went at once into tbe bouse; pusbing tbe ball-door to after bim, but not 
actually closing it. 

Tbe Countess walked me gently round tbe fldi-pond. I expected to be 
rrnde tbe depositary of some extraordinary confidence; and I was 
astonisbed to find tbat Madame Fosco’s communication for my private ear 
was notbing more tban a polite assurance of her sympathy for me, after 
wbat bad happened in tbe library. Her busband bad told ber of all tbat 
bad passed, and of tbe insolent manner in wbicb Sir Fercival had spoken to 
me. Tbis information bad so sbocked and distressed ber, on my acoonnt 
and on Laura’s, tbat sbe bad made up ber mind, if anytbing of tbe sort 
happened again, to mark ber sense of Sir Percivars outrageous oonduct by 
leaving tbe bouse. The Count bad approved of ber idea, and sbe now 
hoped tbat I approved of it, too> 

I tbougbt tbis a very strange proceeding on tbe part of sucb a remark- 
ably reserved women as Madame Fosco—especially after tbe interebange of 
sbarp speecbes wbicb bad passed between us during tbe conversation in tbe 
boat-house, on that very moming. However, it was my plain duty to 
meet a polite and friendly adrance, on tbe part of one of my elders, witb a 
polite and friendly reply. I answered tbe Countess, accordingly, in hef 
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own tone ; and then, thinking we had said alt that iras ueocfisnry on oither 
tide, made an attempt to get back to the lionae. 

But Madame Fosoo aeemed resolved not to part with me, and, to my 
nnspeakable amazement, resolved also to talk. Hitherto, the most silent o( 
women, she now persecnted me with fluent oonventionalities on the 
Eubject of married life, on the suhjeot of Sir Fercival and Laura, on the 
subject of her own happiness, on the subject of the late Mr. Fairlie’s 
condnet to her in the matter of h^ legacy, and on half a dozen other 
subjects besides, xintil she had detained me, walking ronnd and round the 
iish-pond for more than half an honr, and had quite wearied me out. 
Whether she discovered this, or not, I cannot say, but she stopped as 
abraptly as she had begun—^looked towards the house door, resumed her 
icy manner in a moment—ond dropped my arm of her own accord, befoie 
I oould think of an excuse for accomplishing my own relcase from her. 

As I pnshed open the door, and entered the hall, 1 found myself sud- 
denly face to face with the Gount i^ain. He was just putting a letter 
into the post-bag. 

Åfter he had dropped it in, and had closed the bag, he asked me where 1 
bad left Madame Fosco. I told him; and he went out at the hall door, 
immediately, to join his wife. His manner, when he spoko to me, was so 
Tumsually quiet and subdued that 1 tumed and looked after him, wonder- 
ing if he were ill or out of spirits. 

Why my next proceeding was to go straight up to the post-bag, and 
take out my own letter, and look at it again, with a vague distrust on me; 
and why the looking at it for the second time instantly suggested the idea 
to my mind of sealing the envelope for its greater security—are mysteries 
whi(^ are either too deep or too shallow for me to fathom. Women, as 
everybody knows, oonstantly act on impulses which they cannot explain 
even to themselves; and 1 can only suppose that one of those impulses 
was the hidden cause of my unaccountable conduct on this occasion. 

Whatever influence animated me, 1 found cause to oongratulate myself 
on having obeyed it, as soon as I pre^xared to seal the letter in my own 
Toom. 1 had originally closed the envelope, in the usual way, by moisten- 
ing the adhesivo point and pressing it on the paper beneath; and, when J 
now tried it with my finger, after a lapse of full three-quarters of an hour, 
the envelope opened on the instant, without sticking or tearing. Ferhaps 
1 had fastened it insufficiently ? Ferhaps there might have been some 
defeet in the adhesive gum ? 

Or, perhaps-No! it is quite revolting enough to feel that third con- 

jecture stirring in my mind. I would rather not see it confronting me, in 
plain black and white. 

I almost dread to-morrow—so mueh depends on my discretion and 
•clf-controL There are two precautions at all events, which I am sure uot 
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U> forget. I must be carefnl to keep np friendlj appearanoes with tha 
Oount; and I must be well on my guaid, when the messenger from tlie 
offloe comes beie with the answer to my letter. 

V. 

June 17 th. —^When the dinner hour brought us together Gonnt 

b'osco was in his usual excellent sprits. .He exerted himself to interest 
and amusø us, as if he was determined to effaæ fiom our memories all 
recollection of what had passed in the library' that aftemoon. Liively 
descriptions of his adventuies in tiayelling; amusing aneodotes of remark¬ 
able people whom he had met with abroad; qnaint oomparisous betwecn 
the social customs of vorious nations, illustrated by examples diawn fixon 
men and women indiscriminately all over Europe; humoroua confessioiia 
of the innocent follies of his own early life, when he mied the fashions of a 
second-rate Italian town, and wrote preposterous romances, on the Frcnch 
model, for a second-rate Italian newspaper—all flowed in sucoesslcMi so 
easily and so gaily from his lips, and all addressed our variøus curioeities 
and various interests so direotly and so dehcately, that Laura and I 
listened to him with as muoh attention, and, inconsistent as it may seem^ 
with as much admiration also, as Madame Fosoo herself. Women can lesist 
a man’s love, a man’s farne, a man’s personal appeaianoe, and a man’s money; 
but they cannot resist a man’s tongue, when he knows how to talk to 

After dinner, while the favonrable impression which he had prodnoed on 
us was still vivid in our minds, the Oount modestly withdrew to read im 
the library. 

Laura proposed a stroll in the grounds to enjoy the close of the loag 
evening. It was necessary, in common politeness, to ask Madame Poeoo 
to joih us; but, tbis thne, she had appar^tly received her ordera before- 
baud, and she begged we would ki^ly excuse her. ** The Gonnt will 
probably want a fresh supply of cigaretteø,'* she renuoked, by way of 
apology; ** and nobody can make them to his satisikctioQa, bat mys^.” 
Her cold blue eyes almost warmed as she spoke the words-Hshe kibked 
actually proud of being the officiating medium through which her lord and 
master composed himself with tobacco-smoke I 

Laura and I went out together alone. 

It was a misty, beavy evening. There was a sense of blight in the air ; 
the flowers were drooping in the garden, and the gronnd wås pardied and 
dewless. The western heaven, as we saw it oVér'the qåiet tteas, was of a 
pale yellow hue, and the sun was setting faintly ih a hase. Cc^ng ndn 
seemed near : it would fall probably with the &11 of oi^t. 

“ Which way shall we go?" I asked. 

“ Towards the lake, Marian, if you like,” she answei^. 

You seem unacconntably fond, Laura, of that dismal lake." 
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“No; not of the lake, bat of Che scenory aboat it« Tbe aand and 
heath, and the fir-treea, are tho only objecta I can diaoover, in all thia large 
plaoe, to remind me of Liinmeridge. Bat we will walk in some other 
clircction, if you prefer it.” 

“ I have no favoarite walks at Blackwater Park, my love. One ia the 
Kune as another to me. Let ns go to the lake-^we may find it cooler in 
the open space than we find it here.” 

We walked throagh the ahadowy plantation in ailenoe. The heavinesa 
in the evening air oppreased oa both; and, when we reached the boat- 
honse, we were glad to sit down and rést, inside. 

A white fog hang low OYer tho lake. The denae brown line of the trees 
on the opposito bank, appeared above it, like a dwarf forest fioating in the 
sky. The sandy ground, sbelving downward from where we aat, waa loat 
mysterionaly in the oiitward layers of the fog. The silence waa horrible. 
No mstiing of the leaves—^no bird’s note in the wood—^no cry of water- 
fowl from the pools of tbe bidden lake. Even the croaking of the froga had 
oeased to-night. 

“ It is very desolate and gloomy,” aaid Laura. * ** Bnt we can be more 
alone here than anywhere else.” 

She spoke qnietly, and looked at the wildemess of aand and miat with 
steady, thoaghtfhl eyes. I could aee that her mind waa too much occu« 
pied to feel the dreary impresaions from withont, which had fastened them¬ 
selves already on mine. 

“I promised, Marian, to tell yon the truth abont my married life, 
Astead of leaving yon any longer to gness it for yoaraelf,” abe began. 
** That aecret is the first I have ever had from yon, love, and 1 am deter¬ 
mined it shall be the last. I waa ailent, as yon know, for your sake--and 
perhaps a little for my own sake as well. It is very hard for a woman 
to ooi^esB that the man to whom she has given her whole life, is the man 
of all others who cares least for the gift. If yon were married yourself 
Marian—and especi^y if yon were happily married—^yoa would feel for 
me as uo single woman can feel, however kind ond true she may he.” 

What answer conld I make ? 1 could only take her hånd, and look at 
her with my whole heart as well as my eyes would let me. 

“ How often,” she went on, “ I have beard you laughing over what you 
nsed to call your * poverty 1* how often you have made me mock-speeches 
of congratulatiou on my wealth! Oh, Marian, never laugh again. Thank 
God for your poverty—^it has made you your own mistress, and has saved 
you from the lot that has fallen ou me.” 

A sad beginning on the lips of a young wife I—^sad in its quiet, plain- 
cpoken tmth. The few days we had all passed together at Blackwater 
Park, had been many enough to show me—to show any one—what hei 
husliand had manied her for« 
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** You shall not be distressed,** she said, ** by bearing how soon my dis- 
appointments and my trials began—or even by knowing wbat tbey were. 
It is bad enoTigb to have tbem on my memory. If I tell you how he 
received the first, and last, attempt at remonstrance tbat I ever made, you 
will know how he has always treated me, as well as if I had dcscribed it in 
so many words. It was one day at Home, when we had ridden out 
together to the tomb of Cecilia Metella. Ihe sky was calm and lovely— 
and the grand old ruin looked beautiful—and the remembranco that a 
husband’s love had raised it in the old time to, a wife’s memory, made me 
feel more tenderly and more anxiously towards my husband than I had 
ever felt yet. * Would you build such a tomb for me, Percival ?* I asked 
him. * You said you loved me dearly, befoie we were married; and yet, 

since that time-* I could get no farther. Marian! he was not even 

looking at me I I pulled down my veil, thinking it hest not to let him seo 
that the tears w^re in my eyes. 1 fancied he had not paid any attention 
to me; but he had. He said, * Come away,’ and laughed to himself, as he 
helped me on to my horse. He mounted his own horse; and laughed 
again as we rode away. ^ If 1 do build you a tomb,’ he said, * it will be 
done with your own money. I wonder whethcr Cecilia Metella bad a 
fortune, and paid for hers.* I made no reply—^how oould I, when I was 
crying behind my veil? *Ah, you light-complexioned women are all 
sulky,’he said. *What do you want? compliments and soft speecbes? 
Well 1 l’m in a good humour this moming. Consider the compliments 
paid, and the speeches said.’ Men little know, when they say hard things 
to us, how well we remember them, and how much harm they do ns. It 
would have been better for me if I had gone on cryho^; but his oontempt 
dried up my tears, ond hordened my heart. From that time, Marian, I 
never cboeked myself again in thinking of Walter Hartright. I let the 
memory of those happy days, when we were so fond of each other in secret, 
come back, and oonifort me. What else had I to look to for oonsolation? 
If we had been together, you would have helped me to better things. i 
know it was wrong, darling—^but tell me if I was wrong, without any 
excuse.” 

I was obliged to tom my face fh>m her. ‘‘Don’t ask mel” I said. 
“ Have I suflfered as you have suflfered ? What right have I to decide ?” 

** I used to think of him,” she pursued, dropping her voiee, and moving 
doser to me—I used to think of him, when Percival left me alone at 
night, to go among the Opera people. I used to fancT^ what I might have 
been, if it had pleased Gk)d to bless me with poverty, and if I had been his 
wife. I used to sce myself in my neat cheap gown, sitting at home and 
waiting for him, while he was eaming our bread—sitting at home and 
working for him, and loving him all the better because I had to work fur 
bim—seeing him come in tired, and taking off his hat and ooat for him 
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and, Marian, pleasing him with little disbea at dinner tbat I had leand 
to make for bis sake.—Ob I I bope be is never lonely enougb and sad 
enougb to tbink of me, and see mo, as I bave tbougbt of him and seen 

Um V* 

As sbe said tbose melancboly words, all tbe lost tendemess retumed to 
her voice, and all tbe lost beauty trembled back into ber £aoe. Her eyes 
rested as lovingly on tbe bligbted, solitary, iU^omened view before ns, as 
if they saw tbe friendly bilis of Cumberland in tbe dim and tbreatening 
sky. 

“ Don’t speak of Walter any more,” I said, as soon as I conld control 
myself. Ob, Laura, spare us botb tbe wretebedness of talking of biiu, 
now!” 

She ronsed bersel^ and looked at me tenderly. 

would ratber be silent about him for ever,” sbe answered, ** tban 
canse you a moment’s pain.” 

“ It is in your interests,” I pleaded; “it is for your sake tbat I speak. 
If your busband beard you-■” 

“ It would not surprise bim, if be did bear me.” 

She made tbat strange reply with a weary flalmniwi and ooldness. 
Tbe change in ber manner, wben sbe gave tbe answer, startled me almost 
as mneb as tbe answer itself. 

“Not surprise himl” I repeated. “Laura! remember wbat you are 
saying—^you frighten me I” 

“It is true,” sbe said—^“it is wbat I wanted to tell you to-day, wben 
we were talking in your room. My only secret wben I opened my beart 
to bim at Limmeridge, was a barmless secret, Marian—^you said so 
yourself. The name was all I kept from bim—and be bas discovered it.” 

1 beard ber; but I could say notbing. Her last words bad killed tbe 
little bope tbat stiU lived in me. 

“ It bappened at Home,” sbe went on, as wearily calm and cold as 
ever. “ We were at a little party, given to tbe EngUsb by some friends of 
Sir Percivars—Mr. and Mrs. Markland. Mrs. Markland bad tbe reputa¬ 
tion of sketebing very beautifully; and some of tbe guests prevailed on 
her to show us her drawings. We all admired them,—^but sometbing I 
said attracted her attention partioularly to me. ‘ Surely you draw your- 
seJP she asked. ‘ I used to draw a little once,’ I answered, ‘ but I have 
g’.ven it up.’ ‘If you have once drawn,’ sbe said, ‘you may take to it 
again one of these days ; and, if you do, I wisb you would let me recom- 
icend you a master.’ I said notbing—^you know wby, Marian—and tried 
to change tbe conversation. But Mrs. Markland persisted. ‘ I bave bad 
all sorts of teaebers,’ sbe went on ; ‘ but tbe best of all, tbe most fntelli- 
gent and tbe most attentive was a Mr. Hartright. If you ever take up 
your drawing again,^do try bim as a master. He is a young man— '\odest 
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and gentlemanlike—nm sure you will like him.* Think of those woris 
being spoken to me publlcly, in Ihie presenoe of strangers—strangers vbo 
had been in^ited to meet the bride and bridegroom 4 I did all I oould to 
Control myself—said nothing, and looked down close at the drawiugs. 
When 1 vrøtured to raise my head again, my eyes and my husbandes eyes 
met; and 1 knew, by his look, that my face had betrayed me. * We will 
860 abont Kr. Hartright,’ he said, looUng at me all the time, ‘ when we 
get back to England. 1 agree with you, Mrs. Markland—think Lady 
Qlyde is snre to like him.’ He laid an emphasis on the last words which 
made my cheeks bnm, and set my heart beating as if it wonld stifle me. 
Nothing more was said^we came away early. He was silent in the 
carriage, driving back to the hotel. He helped me ont, and foUowed me 
up-stairs as usnal. Bnt the moment we were in the drawing-room, he 
looked the door, pnshed me down into a chair, and stood over me with his 
hånds on my shoulders. * Ever since that moming when yon made your 
andacioas confession to me at Limmeridge,* he said, * I have wanted to find 
ont the man; and I fbnnd him in your face, to-night. Your drawing- 
master was the man; and his name is Hartright. ITon shall repent it, 
and he ehall repent it, to the last hour of your lives. Kbw go to and 
dream of him, if you like^with the marks of my horsewhip on his 
shoulders,* “WTienever he is angry with me now, he refers to what I 
acknowledged to him in your presence, with a snoer or a threat. I have 
no power to prevent him from putting his own horrible construction on 
the oonhdence 1 placed in him. 1 have uo influenoe to make him believe 
me, or to keep him silent. You looked surprised, to-day, when you heard 
him tell me that I had made a virtue of necessity in marrying him. You 
will not be surprised again, when you hear him repeat it, ^e next time he 
is out of temper—Oh, Marian I don*t I don*t! you hurt me !** 

I had caught her in my arms; and the sting and torment of my remorse 
had closed them round her like a vice. Yes 1 my remorse. The white 
despair of Walter^s face, when my cruel words struck him to the heart in 
the summer-house at limmeridge, rose before me in mute, unendurahle 
reproach. My hånd had pointed the way which lod the man my sister 
loved, step by step^ far from his country and his friends. Between those 
two young hearts I had stood, to sunder them for ever, the one from th3 
other-^nd his life and her life lay wasted before me, alike, in witness cf 
the deed. I had done this; and done it for Sir Percival Glyåek 

For Sir Percival Olyde. 

I heard her speaking, and I knew by the tone- of her voice that she was 
comforting me—J, who deserved noi^g but the reproach of her silence ^ 
llow long it was before I mastered the absorbing misery of my own 
thoughts, I canuot tell. I was first conscious that she was kissing me; 
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&rid then my eyes secmed to wake on a sttdden to their seuae of outwaixl 
(hmgs, and I Imew that 1 waa looking mechanically straight hcfore me at 
the proepect of the lake. 

“ It is late,” I heaid her whisper, ** It will he dark in the plantation.” Sho 
shook my arm, and repeated, “ Marian! it will be dark in the plantation/ 
“ Give me a minute longer,” I said—** a minute, to get better in.” 

I was afraid to tmst myself to look at her yet; and I kept my eyea fixed 
on the view. 

It was late. The dense brown line of trees in the sky had faded in the 
gathering darkness, to the faint resemblance of a long wreath of smoke. 
The mist oyer the lake below had stealthily enlarged, and advanoed on ns. 
The silenoe was as breathless as ever—^but the horror of it had gone, and 
the solemn mystery of its stillness was all that remained. 

“ We are far from the honse,” she whispered. “ Let ns go back.” 

She stopped snddenly, and tamed her face brom me towards the entranoe 
of the boat-honse. 

“Marian!” she said, trembling violently. “Do yon see nothing? 
Look!” 

“Where?” 

“ Down there, below ns.” 

Shé pointed. My eyes followed her hånd; and I saw it, too. 

A living figure was moving over the waste of heath in the distance. It 
croased onr range of view from the boat^honse, and passed darkly along the 
outer edge of the mist. It stopped &r o£f, in front of us—^waited—and 
possed on ; moving slowly, with the white cloud of mist behind it and 
ahove it—slowly, slowly, till it glided by the edge of the boat-honse, and 
we saw it no more. 

We were both unnerved by what had passed between ns that evening. 
Some minates elapsed before Lama would ventnre into the plantation, and 
hefore I could make up my mind to lead her back to the house. 

“ Was it*B, man, or a wornan?” she asked, in a whisper, as we moved, 
at last, into the dark dampness of the oater air. 

“ I am not certain.” 

“ Which do yon think ?” 

“ It looked like a wornan.” 

“ I was afraid it was a man in a long cloak.” 

“ It may be a man. In this dim light it is not possible to be certain.” 

“ Wait, Marian I Pm frightened—I don’t see the path. Suppose the 
figure shonld foUow us?” 

“ Not at all likely, Laura. There is really nothing to be alarmed about. 
The shores of the lake are not far from the village, and they are free to any 
Olie to walk on, by day or night; It is only wonderful we have seen nc 
Viving creature there before.” * 
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We were now in tlie plantation. It was very dark—bO dark, tbat we 
found some difficulty in keeping tbe path. I gave Laura my arm, and wc 
walked as fast as we could on our way back. 

Before we were half way through, she stopped, and forced me to stop 
with her. She was listening. 

“ Hush,” she whispered. “ I hear something behind us.** 

** Dead leaves,” I soid to cheer her, ^ or a twig blown off the trees. ” 

is summer time, Marian; and thcre is not a breath of wind. 
Listen 1” 

I heard the sound, too—^a sound like a light footstep following us. 

** No matter who it is, or what it is,** I said; ** let us walk on. In 
another minute, if there is anything to alarm us, we shaU be near enough 
to the house to be heard.’* 

We went on quickly—so quickly, that Laura was breathless by tho 
time we were nearly through the plantation, and within sight of the 
lighted Windows. 

I waited a moment, to give her breathing-time. Just as we were about to 
proceed, she stopped me agaiu, and signed to me with her hånd to listen 
onoe more. We both heard distinetly a long, heavy sigh, behind us, in 
the black depths of the trees. 

“ Who’s there ?*’ I called out. 

There was no anawer. 

“ Who’s there ?** I repeated. 

An instant of silence foUowed; and then we heard the light fail of the 
footsteps again, fainter and fainter—sinking away into the darkness— 
sinking, sinking, sinking—till they were lost in the silence. 

We hurried out from the trees to the open lawn beyond; crossed it 
rapidly; and without another word passing between us, reached the house. 

In the light of the hall-lamp, Laura looked at me, with white cheeks 
and startled eyes. 

“ I am half dead with fear,** she said. “ Who could it have been 

“ We will try to guess to-morrow,” I replied. “ In the mean time^ say 
nothing to any one of what we have heard and seen.” 

** Why not ?** 

“ Because silence is safe—and we have need of safety in this hou^** 

I sent Laura up stairs immediately—waited a minute to take oflf my 
hat, and put my hair smooth—and then went at once to make my first 
investigations in the library, on pretence of searching for a book. 

There sat the Count, filling out the largest easy-chair in the house j 
smoking and reading calmly, with his feet on an ottoman, his cravat 
across his knees, and his sbirt oollar wide open. And there sat Madanio 
Fosco, like a quiet child, on a stool by his side, making cigarettea. 
Noither husband nor wife could, by any imsibility, have been out late 
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rbat cvening, and have just got back to the honse in a hurry. I felt that my 
object in visiting the library was answered the moment I set eyes on them. 

CountFosoo rose in polite confusion, and tied his cravat on when I 
entered the room. 

“ Pray don’t let me disturb you,** I said. “ I have only come hero to 
get a book.” 

** All nnfortnnate men of my size soffer from the heat,” said the Conni, 
refreshing himself gravely with a large green fan. “ I wish I could change 
places with my excellent wife. She is as cool, at this moment^ as a fish in 
the pond outside.” 

The Gountess allowed herself to thaw under the influence of her 
husband’s quaint comparison. ** I. am never warm, Miss Haloombe,” she 
lemarked, with the modest air of a woman who was oonfessing to one of her 
own merits. 

“Have you and Lady Giyde been out this evening ?” asked the Goimt, 
while I was taking a book ^m the shelves, to preserve appearances. 

“ Yes; we went out to get a little air.” 

“May I ask in what direction?” 

“In the direction of the lake—as far as the boat-house.” 

“ Aha ? As far as the bbat-house ?” 

Under other circumstances, I might have resented his curiosity. But, 
to-night I hailed it as another proof that neither he nor his wife were oon- 
nocted with the mysterious appearance at the lake. 

“ Ho more adventures, I suppose, this evening ?” he went on, “ No more 
discoveries, like your disoovery of the wounded dog P’ 

He fixed his unfathomable gray eyes on me, with that cold, clear, irre- 
sistiblo glitter in them, which always forces me to look at him, and always 
makcs me uneosy, while I do look. An unutterable suspicion that his 
mind is prying into mine, overcomes me at thcse times; and it overcame 
me now. 

“ Ko,” I said, shortly; “ no adventures—no discoveries.” 

Itried to look away from him, and leave the room. Strange as it seems, 
1 bardly think I should have succeeded in the attempt, if Madame Fosco 
bad not helped me by causing him to move and look away first. 

“ Gount, you are keeping Miss Halcombe standing,” she said. 

The moment he tumed roimd to get me a chair, I seized my opportunity 
—thanked him—made my excuses—and slipped out. 

An hour later, when Laura’s maid happened to be in her mistress’s room, 
I took occasion to refer to the closeness of the night, with a view to ascer- 
Viining next how the servants had been passing their time. 

“ Have you been snffering much firom the heat, down stairs ?” I asked. 

“ No, miss,” said the giri; “ we have not felt it to speak of.” 

You have been out in the woods, then, I Bupix)se ^ 
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** Some of U8 thought of going, miss. But oook said sho should take hot 
chair into the cool court-yard» outaide the kitchcn door; and, on seocmd 
thoughta, all the rest of ns took our chaiis out there, too.” 

The housekeeper was now the only person who remained to be aooonnted 
for. 

“ Is Mrs. Michelson gone to bed jetT* 1 inquired. 

^ I should t^hink not, miss,” said the giri, smiling. Mrs. Mdielaon is 
more likely to be getting up, just now, tban going to bed.” 

** Why ? What do you mean ? Has Mrs. Michelson been taking to 
her bed in the day time ?” 

** No, miss; not exactly, but the next tbing to It. She’s been asleep all 
the evening, on the sofa in her own room.’’ 

Futting together what I obsenred for myself in the library and what I 
have just heard fiom Laura*s maid, one oonclusion seems inevitablø. The 
øgure we saw at the lake, was not the figure of Madame Fosoo, of her 
husband, or of any of the servants. The footsteps we heard behind us were 
not the footsteps of any one belongmg to the house. 

Who oould it have ^n ? 

It seems useless to inquire. I eannot even dedde whether the figure 
was a man's or a woman’s. I can only say that I think it was a woman’s. 


VI. 

June 18th. —^The misery of self-reproach which I suffered yesterday even- 
ing, on heanng what Laura toldme in the boat-house, retumed ia the 
loneliness of the night, and kept me waking and wretched for hours. 

I lighted my candle at last, and searched through my old journals to see 
what my share in the fatal error of her marriage had really been, and what 
1 mi^t have once done to save her from it. The result soothed me a little 
—^for it showed that, however blindly and ignorantly 1 acted, I acted for 
the best. Crying generally does me harm; but it was not so last night— 
think it reUeved me. I rose this moming with a jBettled resolution and a 
quiet mind. Nothing Sir Percival oan say or do shall ever irritate me 
again, or make me forget, for one moment, that 1 am staying here, in 
deiiance of mortifications, insults, and threats, for liiura’s service and for 
Laura’s sake. 

The speculations in which we might have indulged, this maming, on the 
Bubject of the figure at the lake and tbe footsteps in the plantation, have 
been all suspended by a trifling accident which has caused Laura gxeat 
regret. She bas lost tbe little brooeh I gave her for a keepsake, on the day 
beforeher marriage. As she wore it when we went out yesterday evening, 
we can only supposo that it must have dxopped fimn her dress, either in the 
boat-house, or on our way back. The servante have been sent to searoh, 
and have retumed unsuooessful. And now Laura herself has gone to Irok 
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U it. Whelhér she finds it, or not, the løss will hrip to cxcuse hor 
ahaence from the hoiise,if Sir Percival løtnmB before the letter from Mr. 
Gilmore’s partner is placed in my hånds. 

One o’dock has just stmck. 1 am considering whether I had better wait 
here for the anival of the messenger from Londcn, or slip away qtuetly, 
and watch for him ontside the lodge gate. 

My snspicion of everybody and everything in this hcfiise indines me to 
think that the seoond plan may be the hest. The Conni is safe in the 
breakfast-rocmi. I heard him, through the door, as I ran np-atairB, ten 
minntes since, exercising his canary-birds at their tricks:—Gome oot on 
my litde finger, my pret^pret-pretties! Come ont, and hop np^atairs! One, 
two, three—and npl Three, two, <me—and downl One, two, three— 
twit-twit-twit-tweet!” The hirds burst into their usoal ecstasy of singing, 
and the Gount chirmped and whistled at them in return, as if he was a 
bird himself. My room door is open, and I can hear the. ahiill singing and 
whistling at this yery moment. If 1 am really to slip out, without being 
observed—^now is my time. 

Four o*dock, The three hours that have passed since 1 made my last 
entry, have tnmed the whole march of events at Blackwater Park in a new 
direction. Whether for good or f<» evil, I cannoi and dåre not decidø. 

Let me get back first to the plaoe at which 1 left off—or 1 shall lose my* 
Bclf in the confosion of my own thoughts. 

1 went out, as 1 had proposed, to meet the messenger with my lettei 
from London, at the lodge gate. On the stairs I saw no one. In the hall 
I beard the Gount still exercising his birds. But on Crossing the quad- 
rangle outside, I passed Madame Fosco, walking by herself in her faTourite 
circle, roimd and round the great fish-pond. 1 at once slackened my pace, 
80 as to avoid aU appearance of being in a huiry; and eren went the length^ 
for caution’s sake, of inquiring if she thought of going out before lunch. 
She smiled at me in the friendliest manner—said she preferred remaining 
oear the house—^noddod pleasantly—and re-entered the halL 1 looked 
back, and saw that she had closed ^e door before I had opened the wicket 
by the side of the carriage gates. 

In less than a quarter of an hour, Ireached the lodge. 

The lanft outside took a sudden tum to the left, ran on straight for s 
hundred yards or so, and then took another sharp tum to the right to join the 
bigh load. Between these two tums, hidden from the lodge on one side and 
from the way to the station on the other, I waited, walking backwards and 
forwards. High hedg/es were on either side of me; and for twenty minutes, 
by my watch, I neither saw nor heard auything. At the end of that time, 
the sound of a carriage caught my ear; and I was met, as I advanced, 
towards the seoond tuming, by a fly fmm the railway. I made a sign b'* 
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llie djri?er to stop. As he ob^ed me, a respectable-lookiiig man put his 
head oat of the window to see what was the matter. 

** 1 beg your pardon,” I said; but am 1 right in sapposiiig that yen are 
going to Blackwater Fark?” 

“ Yes, ma’am.” 

“ With a letter for any one ?” 

** With a letter for Miss Haloombe, ma’am ” 

Tou may gire me the letter. I am Miss Halcombe.” 

The man touched his hat, got out of the fly immediately, and gave me 
the letter. 

I opened it at once, and read these lines. I copy them here, thinking it 
hest to destroy the original for caution’s sake. 

"Deab MADAM.^Your letter reoeived this moming, has caused me 
very great anziety. I will reply to it as briefly and plainly as possible. 

** My careful oonsideration of the statement made by yourself, and my 
knowledge of Lady Glyde*s position, as defined in the settlement, lead me,I 
regret to say, to the conclusion that a loan of the trust money to Sir Per- 
cival (or, in other words, a loan of some portion of the trventy thousand 
poun^ of Lady Glyde’s fortune), is inoontemplation, and that she is made a 
party to the deed, in order to secure her approval of a flagraut breach of 
trust, and to have her signature produced against her, if she should oom- 
plain hereafter. It is impessible, on any other supposition, to account, 
situated as she is, for her execotion to a deed of any kind being wanted 
at all. 

" In the event of Lady Glyde’s signing such a doeumeut as I am 
compelled to suppose the deed in question to l^e, her trustees would be at 
liberty to advance money to Sir Percivalout of her twenty thousand pounds. 
If the amount so lent should not be x>aid back, and if Lady Giyde should 
have children, their fortune will then be diminished by the sum, large or 
small, so advanced. In plainer terms still, the transaction, for anything 
that Lady Giyde knows to the contrary, may be a fraud upon her unbom 
children. 

“ Under these serious circumstances, I would recommend Lady Giyde to 
assign as a reason for withholding her signature, that she wishes the deed 
to be flrst submitted to myself, as her family solicitor (in the absence of 
my partner, Mr. Gilmore). Ko reasonable objection can be made to taking 
this course—for, if the transaction is an honourable one, there wiU neces- 
sarily bo no diflBculty in my giving my approval. 

** Sincerely assuring you of my readiness to afford any additional help or 
odvioe that may be wanted, I beg to remain, Madam, your imthfal 
^cr^^ult, 


** William Ktbls. 
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1 read this kind and senaible letter very thankfully. It irapplied Laura 
aith a reason for objecting to tfae aignature which was unanawerable, and 
wiiich we oould botb of ua understand. The messenger waited near me 
vhile I was reading, to receive bis directions when 1 had done. 

“Will you be good enough to say that I understand the letter, and that 
I am very much obligedP** 1 sidd. ** Theie is no other reply neoessary at 
present” 

Dmctly at the moment when I was speaking those words, holding the 
letter open in my hånd, Gount Fosoo tumed the comer of the låne from the 
iiigh road, and stood before me as if he had spmng up out of the earth. 

The suddenness of his appearanoe, in the very last place under heaven in 
which I should have expected to see him, took me oompletely by surprise. 
The messenger wished me good moming, and got into the dy again. I 
oould not say a word to him—was not even able to return his bow. The 
oonviction that I was disoovered—^and by that man, of all others—abso- 
lutely petrified me. 

“ Aie you going back to the house. Miss Halcombe?” he inquired, with- 
out showing the least surprise on his side, and without even looking after 
the fly, which drove off while he was speaking to me. 

I Gollected myself sufflc^ently to make a sign in the aflSrmative. 

^ I am going back, too,” he said. " Pray allow me the pleasure of accom- 
panying you« Will you take my arm? You look surprised at seeing 
mel” 

I took his arm. The first of my scattered senses that came back, was the 
■ense that wamed me to sacrifice anything rather than make an enemy of 
him. 

You look surprised at seeing me!” he repeated, in his quietly pertina- 
cious way. 

“ I thought, Connt, I heard you with your hirds in the breakfast-room,” 
I answered, as quietly and firmly as I could. 

** Surely. But my littlo feathered children, dear lady, are only too like 
other children. They have their days of perversity; and this moming was 
oue of them. My wife came in, as I was putting them back in their cage 
and said she had left you going out alone for a walk« You told her so, did 
you not T 
“ Certainly.” 

“ Well, Miss Halcombe, the pleasure of accompanying you was too great 
a temptation for me to resist. At my age there is no harm in confessing 
80 much as that, is there ? I seized my hat, and set off to offer myself as 
your esoort. Even so fat an old man as Fosco is surely better than no 
escort at all ? I took the wrong path—^1 came back, in despair—and here I 
am, arrived (may I say it ?) at the height of my wishes.” 

Ile talked on, in this oompliinentary strain. with a fluency which left me 

p 
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AO exertion to make beyond the effort of maintaining my oomposuie. Ile 
never referred in the most distant maoner to what be had seen in the låne, 
or to the letter which I still had in my hånd. This ominons diacietion 
helped to oonyince me that he mnst have surpriscd, by the most dishonour^ 
able means, the secret of my application in Laura’s interest, to the lawyer; 
and that, having now assured himself of the private manner in which I bad 
received the answer, he had discovered enough to snit his purposes, and wa« 
only bent on trying to quiet the suspidons which he knew he must have 
aroused in my mind. 1 was wise enough, under these citoumstanoes, not 
to attempt to deceive him by plausible explanationa—^and woman enough, 
DOtwithstanding my drcad of him, to feel as if mj hånd was tainted by 
resting on his arm. 

On the drive in front of the house we met the dog-cart being takmi round 
to the stables. Sir Percival had just retumed. He came out to meet ua at 
the house-door. Whatever other results his joumey might have had, it 
bad not ended in softening his savage temper. 

" Oh 1 here are two of you come back,** he said, with a lowering face. 
** What is the meaning of ^e house being deserted in this way ? Where is 
Lady Giyde?** 

I told him of the loss of the brooch, and said that Laura had gone into 
the plantation to look for it. 

“Brooch or no brooch,** he growled, sulkily, “I rceommend her net to 
forget her appointment in the library, this aftemoon. I shall expect to see 
her in half an hour.** 

1 took my hånd fiom the Count’s arm, and slowly asoended the steps, 
He honoured me with one of his magnifioent bows; and then addreased 
himself gaily to the soowling master of the house. 

“ Tell me, Percival,** he said, “ have you had a plcasant drive ? And has 
your pretty shining Brown Molly come back at all tired ?” 

“ Brown Molly be hanged—and the drive, too I I want my lunch.** 

“ And I want five minutes* talk with you, Percival, first,** retumed the 
Count. “ Five minutes* talk, my friend, here on the grass.** 

“ What about ?** 

** About business that very mueh oonoems you.** 

1 lingered long enough, in passing through the hall-door, to hear this 
question and answer, and to see Sir Percival thrust his hånds into his 
pookets, in sullen hesitation. 

** If you want to badger me with any more of your ^emal BGraples,** 
he saic^ “ I, for one, won*t hear them. I want my lunch !'* 

“ Come out here, and speak to me,’* repeated the Count, still perfectly 
uninfluenced by the rndest speech that his friend oould make to hi^ 

Sir Percival descended the steps. The Count took him by the arm, and 
walked him away gently. The business,** I was sure^ referred to tiie 



THE WOMAH IS WHITE. 


211 


qneBtion of the wgnature. They were speaking of Laura and of me, beyond 
a åxmbt, I felt heart-sick and fainl with anxiety. It might be of the last 
impoitance to both of us to know what they were saying to each other at that 
moment~and not one word of it conld, by any poBsibility, reach my ears. 

I walked about the house, from room to room, with the lawyer’s letter in 
my hoBom (I was afraid, by this time, even to trust it under look and key), 
till the oppression of my suspense half maddened me. There were no signs 
ofLaura’s return; and I thought of going out to look for her. But my 
atrength was so ez.hausted by the trials and anzieties of the moming, that 
the heat of the day quite overpowered me; and, afber an attempt to get to 
the doer, I was obliged to return to the drawing-room, and lie down on the 
nearest sofa to recover. 

I was just oomposing myself, when the door opened Bofrly,and the Count 
looked in. 

thousand pardons. Miss Halcombe/* he said; only venture to 
disturb you because I am the bearer of good news. Percival—who iscapri- 
cions in everything, as you know—^has seen fit to alter his mind, at the 
last moment; and the business of the signature is put off for the present, 
A great relief to all of us, Miss Halcombe, as I see with pleasure in your 
fece. Pray present my hest respects and felicitations, when you mention 
this pleasant change of circumstances to Lady Giyde.** 

He left me before I had recovered my astonishment. There could be no 
doubt ihat this extraordinary alteration of purpose in the matter of the 
signature, was due to his influence; and that his discovery of my applica- 
tion to London yesterday,and of my having received an answer to it to-day, 
had offered him the means of interfering with certain suocess. 

I felt these impressions; but my mind seemed to share the exhaustion ol 
my body, and I was in no oohdition to dwell on them, with any useful 
reference to the doubtful present, or the threatening future. I tried a 
second time to run out, and find Laura; but my head was giddy, and my 
knees trembled under me. There was no choice but to give it up again, 
and return to the sofa, sorely against my will. 

The quiet in the house, and the low murmuring hum of summer insects 
outside the open window, soothed me. My eyes closed of themselves; and 
I passed gradually into a strange condition, which 'was not waking—for I 
knew nothing of what was going on about me; and not sleeping—^for I was 
oonsdous of my own repose. In this state, my fevered mind broke loose. 
frem me, while my weary body was at rest; and, in a trance, or day- 
dream of my fancy—know not what to call it—I saw Walter Hartright. I 
had not thought of him, since I rose that moming; Laura had not said one 
word to me either direetly or indireetly referring to him—and yet, I saw 
him now, as plainly as if the past time had retumed, and we were both 
together again at Limmeridge House. 
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He appeared to me as one among many other men, none of whoM faoea 1 
cx)uld plainly disoern. They were all lying on the steps of an immønro 
rnined temple. Colossal tropical trees—with rank creepeis twining end- 
lessly about their trunks, and hideons stone idols glimmering and grinning 
at intervals behind leaves and stalks and branches—suironnded the templ^ 
and shut out the sky, and threw a dismal shadow over the forlom band of 
men on the steps. White exhalations twisted and curled up stealthily 
from the ground; approached the men in wreaths, like smoke; touched 
them; and stretched them out dead, one by one, in the places where they 
lay. An agony of pity and fear for Walter loosened my tongue, and I 
implored him to escape. “ Come back I come back 1” I said. “ Rem^ber 
your promise to h^T and to wie. Come back to us, before the Pestilence 
reaches you, and lays you dead like the rest 1” 

He looked at me, with an unearthly quiet in his face. “ Wait,” he said. 
“ I shall come back. The ni^t, when I met the lost Woman on the high- 
way, was the night which set my life apart to be the instrument of a 
Design that is yet unseen. Here, lost in the wildemess, or there, welcomed 
back in the land of my birth, I am still walking on the dark road which 
leads me, and you, and the sister of your love and mine, to the unknown 
Retribution and the inevitable End. Wait and look. The Pestilence 
which touches the rest, will pass wc.” 

I saw him again. He was still in the forest; and the numbers of his 
lost companions had dwindled to very few. The temple was gone, and the 
idols were gone—^and, in their place, the figures of dark, dwarfish men 
lurked murderously among the trees, with bows in their hånds, and arrowa 
fitted to the string. Once more, I feared for Walter, and cried out to wam 
him. Once more, he tumed to me, with the immovable quiet in his face. 
“ Another step,” he said, ** on the dark road. Wait and look. The arrows 
that strike the rest, will spare wc.” 

I saw him for the third time, in a wrecked ship, stranded on a wild, 
sandy shore. The overloaded boats were making away from him for the 
land, and he alone was left, to sink with the ship. I cried to him to hail 
the hindmost boat, and to make a last effort for his life. The quiet face 
looked at me in return, and the unmoved voice gave me back the changeless 
reply. “ Another step on the joumey. Wait and look. The Sea which 
drowns the rest, will spare wc.” 

I saw him for the last time. He was kneeling by a tomb of white 
marble; and the shadow of a veiled woman rose out of the grave beneath, 
and waited by his side. The unearthly quiet of his face had changed to an 
unearthly sorrow. But the terrible certainty of his words remained tlie 
same. “ Barker and darker,” he said; “ farther and farther yet. Dcath 
takes the good, the beautiful, and the young—ard spares wc. Tlie Pesti¬ 
lence that wastes, the Arrow that strikes, the Sea that drowns, the Grave 
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that cloøes over Love and Hope, are steps of my joumey, and take ma 
nearcr and nearer to the End.’* 

Hy heart sank nnder a dread beyond words, under a grief beyond tean. 
The darkness dosed round the pilgrim at the marble tomb; closed round 
the veiled woman from the graye; closed rotind the dreamer who looked 
on them. I saw and heard no more. 

I was aroused by a hånd laid on m j shoulder. It was Laura’s. 

She had dropped on her knees by the side of the sofa. Her face was 
flnshed and agitated; and her eyes met mine in a wild bewildered manner. 

I started the instant I saw her. 

“ What has happened I asked. “ What has frightened you ?” 

She looked round at the half-open door—^put her lips close to my ear— 
and answered in a whisper: 

**Marian!—^the figure at the lake—the footsteps last night—l’ye just 
seen her! Fve just spoken to her I” 

“Who, for Heaven’s sake?” 

“ Anne Catherick.” 

1 was so startled by the disturbance in Laura’s face and manner, and so 
dismayed by the first waking impressions of my dream, that I was not fit 
to bear the revelation which burst upon me, when that name passed her 
lips. 1 oould only stand rooted to the door, looking at her in breathlcss 
silence. 

She was too much absorbed by what had happened to notioe the efifect 
which her reply had produced on me. ** I have seen Anne Catherick! I 
have spoken to Anne Catherick !** she repeated, as if I had not heard her. 
^ Oh, Marian, I have such things to tell you! Come away—^we may be 
interrupted here—come at onoe into my room.” 

With those eager words, she caught me by the hånd, and led me through 
the library, to the end room on the groimd floor, which had been fitted up 
for her own especial use. No third person, except her maid, could have any 
excuse for surprising us here. She pushed me in before her, lockcd the 
door, and drew the chintz curtains that hung over the inside. 

The strange, stunned feeling which had taken possession of me still 
remained. But a growing conviction that the complications which had 
long threatened to gather about her, and to gather about me, had suddenly 
clo^ fast round us both, was now beginning to penetrate my mind. 1 
'X)uld not expiess it in words—I could hardly even realise it dimly in my 
own thoughts. “ Anne Catherick 1” I whispered to myself; with useless, 
helpless reiteiation —** Anne Catherick I” 

Laura drew me to the nearest seat, an ottoman in the middle of the 
room. “ Look!” she said; “ look here 1”—and pointed to the bosom of her 
diess. 

I saw, for the first time, that the lost brooch was pinned in its place 
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y^ain* ITiere was Bometbing real in the ^bt of sometbing real m 4l*e 
toucbing of it afterwards, wbicb seemed to steady tbe wbirl and oonfoBioii 
iu my thougbtSy and to belp me to compose myself. 

“ Wbere did you find your broocb?*^ Tbe first woida I oonld aay to 
ber were tbe woids wbicb put tbat trivial question at that imxx>rtaiit 
moment. 

She found it, Marian.** 

“Wbcie?** 

“ On tbe floor of. tbe boat-house. Oh, how ahall I begin—bow shall I 
tell you about it! She talked to me so strangely—sbe looked so fearfdlly 
ill—she left me so suddenly 1** 

Her voice rose as tbe tumult of her rec^llections pressed upon ber mind. 
The inveterate distrust wbicb weigbs, nigbt and day, on my spirits in tbia 
house, instantly roused me to wam ber—just as the sigbt of tbe broocH baa 
roused me to question ber, tbe moment before. 

“ Speak low,** I said. “ Tbe window is open, and the gården path nms 
beneatb it. Begin at tbe beginning, Laura. Tell me, word for word, wbat 
passed between tbat womaix and you.** 

“ Sball I close tbe window first?** 

“ Ko; only speak low: only remember tbat Anne Oatherick is a 
dangerous subject under your busband’s roof. Wbere did you first . see 
her ?** 

** At tbe boat'bouse, Marian. 1 went out, as you know, to find my 
broocb; and I walked along tbe patb through the plantatioxi,looking down 
on tbe ground carefully at every step. In tbat way 1 got on, after s long 
time, to tbe boat-bouse; and, as soon as 1 was inside it, I went on my 
knees to bunt over tbe floor. I was still searcbing, witb my back to the 
doorway, when 1 beard a soft, strange voice, bebind me, say, ^ Miss 
Fairbe.*** 

“ Miss Fairlie !’* 

** Yes—^my old name—the dear, fiuniliar name that 1 tbou^t I had 
parted from fqr ever. I started up—^not frigbtened, the voice was too kind 
and gentie to frigbten anybody^but very mucb surprised. There, looking 
at me from tbe doorway, stood a woman, wbose face 1 nevcr remembeied to 
have seen before-r —** 

“How was sbe dressed?** 

“ Sbe had a neat, pretty wbite gown on, and over it a poor wom tiiiw 
dark sbawL Her bonnet was of brown straw, as poor and wom as die 
shawl. 1 was struck by tbe difference between ber gown and the rest of 
ber dress, and she saw tbat I noticed it. * Don*t look at my hmnet aad 
shawl,* sbe said, speaking in a quick, breatbless, sudden way; * if I mustn't 
wear wbite, I don’t care wbat I wear. Look at my gown, as much aa ymi 
picase; l*m not asbamed of tbat.* Yeiy strange, was it not? Belora I 
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m\å say anything to soothe her, she held out one of her handi^ and 1 aaw 
my hrooch in it. I was so pleased and so grateful, that I went quite close 
to her to saj what I really felt * Are you thankfnl enoagh to do me one 
littb kindness ?’ she asked. * Tes, indeed/ I answered; *any kindness in 
my power I shall he glad to show yon.* * Then let me pin your brooch on 
for you, now I have found it.’ Her request was so unexpected, Maiian, 
and ahe made it with such extraordinary eagemess, that 1 drew back'a 
step or two, not well knowing what to do. * Ah 1’ she said, * your mother 
would bare let me pin on the brooch.* There was something in her voice 
and her look, as well as in her mentioning my mother in that reproachful 
manner, which made me ashamed of my distnist. 1 took her hånd with 
the brooch in it, and put it up gently on the hosom of my dress. * You 
knew my mother ?’ 1 said. * Was it very long ago? have 1 ever seen you 
before?* Her hånds were busy fastening the brooch; she stopped and 
pressed them against my breast. * Ton don’t remember a fine spring day 
at Limmeridge,’ she said, * and your mother walking down the path that 
led to the sohool, with a little giri on each side of her? I have had nothing 
else to think of since; and I remember it. Tou were one of the little 
giris, and I was the other. Pretty, elever Miss Fairlie, and poor dazed 
Anne Gatherick were nearer to each other, then, than they are now” 

**Did you remember her, Laura, when she told you her name ?** 

**Tea—I remembered yourasking me about Anne Catherick at Lim- 
meiidge, and your saying that she had once been considered like me.” 

“What reminded you of that Laura?” 

“ jSÅe reminded me. While I was looking at her, while she was very 
close to me, it came over my mind suddenly that we were like each other! 
Her face was paie and thin and weary—^but the sight of it startled me, as 
if it had heen the sight of my own face in the glass after a long illness. 
The discovery—I don’t know why—gave me such a shock, that I was per- 
fectly incapable of speaking to her, for the moment.” 

“Did she seem hurt by your silence?” 

“lam afraid she was hurt by it. * You have not got your mother’s face,’ 
she said, ‘ or your mother’s heart. Your mother’s face was dark; and your 
mother’s heart, Miss Fairlie, was the heart of an angel.’ ‘ I am sure I feel 
kindly towards you,’ I said, * though I may not be able to express it as I 

ought. Why do you call me Miss Fairlie-?’ ‘Because I love the 

name of Fairlie and hate the name of Giyde,’ she broke out violently. I 
bad seen nothing like madness in her before this; but I fancied 1 saw it 
now in her eyes. * I only thor^bt you might not know I was married,’ I 
said, rememl^ring the wild letter she wiote to me at Limmeridge, and try- 
ing to quiet her. She sighed bitterly, and turned away from me. ‘ Not 
know you were married I’ ahe repeated. * I am here because you are 
married« I am hers to make atonement to you, before T moet your xnoihei 
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in the worid beyond tiho grave.’ She drew ferthcr and farther away from 
me, till she was out of the boht-honse—^and, then, sho watched and list¬ 
ened for a little while. When she tumed roimd to speak again, instead of 
Corning back, she stopped where she was, looking in at mc, with a band on 
each side of the entranoe. * Did you see me at the lake last uight ?’ she 
said. * Did you hear me following you in the wood ? I have been waiting 
for days together to speak to you alone—have left the only friend I have 
in the World, anxious and frightened about me—bihave risked being shut 
up again in the madhouse—and all for your sake, Miss Fairlie, all for your 
sake.’ Her words alarmed me, Marian; and yet, there was something in 
the way she spoke, that made me pity her with all my heart. I am sure 
my pity must have been sinoere, for it made me bold enoiigh to ask the 
poor creature to come in, and sit down in the boat-house, by my side.** 

“ Did she do so ?” 

** No. She shook her head, and told me she must stop where she was, 
to watch and listen, and see that no third person surprised us. And from 
first to last, there she waited at the entrance, with a hånd on each side of 
it; sometimes bending in suddenly to speak to me; sometimes drawing 
back suddenly to look about her. * 1 was here yesterday,’ she said,' before 
. it came dark ; and I heard you, and the lady with you, talking together. 
I heard you tell her about your husband. I heard you say you had no 
influenoe to make him believe you, and no influence to kecp him si len t. 
Ah! I knew what those words meant; my consdence told me while I was 
listening. Why did I ever let you marry him I Oh, my fear—my mad« 

miserable, wicked fear!-* She covered up her face in her poor wom 

shawl, and moaned and murmured to herself behind it. I began to be 
afraid she might break out into some terrible despair which neither she nor 
I could master. ‘ Try to quiet yourself,* I said: ‘ try to tell me how you 
might have prevented my marriage.* She took the shawl from her &ce, 
and looked at me vacantly. * I oi^ht to have had heart enough to stop at 
Limmeridge,’ she answered. * I ought never to have let the news of his 
Corning there frighten me away. I ought to have wamed you and saved 
you béfore it was too late. T^y did I only have courage enough to write 
you that letter ? Why did I only do harm, when I wanted and meant to 
do good ? Oh, my fear—^my mad, miserable, wicked fear I* She repeated 
those words again, and hid her face again in the end of her poor wom shawl. 
It was dreadfiil to see her, and dreadful to hear her.” 

** Surely, Laura, you asked what the fear was which she dwelt on so 
eamestly?” 

“ Yes ; I asked that.” 

“ And what did she say ?” 

“ She asked me, in return, if I should not be afraid of a man who had 
ibut toe up in a madhouse, and who would shut me up again, if he could 1 
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1 sald, * Are you afraid still ? Soiely you would not be hcre, if jon were 
afraid now * No,’ she said, * I am not afraid now.’ I asked whj not. 
She saddenlj bent forward into the boat-house, and said, * Can’t jon guess 
whj?* I shook my head. * Look at me,’ she went on. I told her I was 
griered to see that she looked yeiy sorrowM and yery ill. 8he smiled, for 
the first time. * Ill ?” she repeated; ‘ Fm dying. Yon know why I’m not 
afraid of him now. Do yon think I shall meet your mother in heayen ? 
Will she foi^ye me, if I do ?* I was so shocked and so startled, that I 
could mako no reply. ‘ I have been thinking of it,* she went on, ‘ all the 
time I haye been in hiding from yonr husband, all the time I lay ill. My 
dionghts haye driyen me here—want to make atonement— 1 want to 
Tindo all I can of the harm I onæ did. I begged her as eamestly as 1 
could to tell me what she meant. 8he still looked at me with fixed. 
Vacant eyes. * Shall I nndo the harm?’she said to herself^ doubtfully. 
* Yon have fnends to take your part If you know his Secret, he will bc 
ahaid of you; he won’t dåre nse yon as he used me. He must treat you 
mercifuUy for his own sake, if he is afraid of you and your friends. And 

if he treats you mercifully, and if I can say it was my doing-’ I 

listened eagerly for more; but she stopped at those wobls.” 

“You tried to make her go on?” 

" I tried; but she only drew herself away from me again, and leanod her 
face and arms against the side of the boat>house. * Oh I’ I heard her say, 
with a dreadful, distracted tendemess in her voice, * oh! if I could only hc 
buried with jour mothei! If I could only wake at her side, when the 
angel’s trompet sounds, and the graves give up their dead at the resurrec* 
tion!’—^Marian 1 I tremhled from head to foot—it was horrible to hear 
her. * But there is no hope of that,’ she said, moving a little, so as to 
look at me again ; * no hope for a poor stranger like me. I shall not rest 
imder the marble cross that I washed with my own hånds, and made so 
white and pure for her sake. Oh no I oh no! God’s mercy, not man’s, will 
take me to her, where the wicked cease from troubling and the weary are 
at rest.’ She spoke those words quietly and sorrowfully, with a heavy, 
hopeless sigh; and then waited a little. Her face was confused and 
troubled; she seemed to be thinking, or tiying to think. ‘ What was it I 
said just now ?* she asked, after a while. ‘ When your mother is in my 
mind, eve^thing else goes out of it. What was I saying ? what was I 
saying?’ I reminded the poor creature, as kindly and delicately as 1 
could. ‘ Ah, yes, yes,’ she said, still in a vacant, pcrplexed manner. ‘ You 
are helpless with your wicked husband. Yes. And I must do what I 
have oome to do here—I must make it up to you for having been afraid to 
speak out at a better time.’ * What is it you have to tell me ?’ I asked. 
The Secret that your cruel husband is afraid of,’ she answered. ‘ I once 
Ihreatened him with the Secret, and frightened him. You shall threaten 
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hkn witli the Secrét, and frighten him, too.’ Her face darkened ; and a 
hard, angry stare fiied itself in her eyee. She began waving her band at 
me in a vacant, unmeaning manner. ^ My mother knowa the Secset,’ she 
said. * My mother has wasted tinder the Secret half her lifetime. One 
day, when I was grown up, she said something to me^ And, the nezt day, I 
your husband—’ ” . 

“ Yes 1 yes! Go on. Wlxat did she tell you about your husband ?” 

“ She stopped again, Marxan, at that point-—” 

“ And said no more P’ 

** And listened eagerly. * Hush!’ she whispered, still waving her band 
at me. * Hush 1’ She moved aside out of the doorway, moved slowly and 
stealthily, step by step, till 1 lost her past the edge of the boathouse.” 

“ Surely, you fbllowed her ?” 

** Yes; my anxiety made me bold enough to rise and follow hor. Just 
as I reached the entrance, she api^eared again, suddenly, round the side of 
the boathouse. * The secret,’ I whispered to her^* wait and tell me the | 

secret 1’ She caught hold of my arm, and looked at me, with 'wild, 
frightened eyes. ‘ Not now,’ she said; ‘ we are not alone—^we are watched« 
Come here to-morrow, at this time—by yourself—mind—^by yourself.’ * 
She pushed me roughly into the boat-house again; and I saw her no 
more.” 

“Oh, Laura, Laura, another chance losti If I had only been near you, 
she should not have esoaped us. On which side did you lose sight ol 
her ?” 

** On the left side, where the ground sinks and, the wood is thickest.” I 

“ Did you run out again? did you call after her?” i 

“ How could I ? I was too terrified to move or speak.” 

“ But when you did move—when you came outr-?” 

** I ran back here, to tell you what had happened.” 

Did you see any one, or hear any one in the plantation P’ 

«]^o_it seemed to be all still and quiet, when I passed through it.” 

I waited for a moment to consider. Was this third person, suppgaed ta 
have been secretly present at the interview, a reality, or the creature of 
Anne Catherick’s exdted fancy ? It was impossible to determine. The 
one thing certain was, that we had failed again on the very brink of dis- 
covery—failed utterly and irretrievably, imless Anne Catheiick kept her 
appointment at the boat-house, for the next day. 

“ Are you quite sure you have told me everything that passed ? Eyeiy 
word that was said ?” I inquired. 

“ I think so,” she answered. “ My powers of memory, Marian, are not 
like yours. But I was so strongly impressed, so deeply interested, that 
nothing of any importance can possibly have escaped me.” 

** My dear Laura, the merest trides are of import^ce where Anne Cathe- 
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fick ijB ooncemed. Think again. Did no chanæ rcferenoo oscapc her as Ic 
the place in whicb she is li ving at the present time?’* 

*‘None tbat I can remember.” 

^^Didshenot mention a companion and friend—awoman named Mns. 
elements?” 

** Oh, yes I yes! I forgot that. She told me Mrs. Clements wantcil 
Badly to go with her to the lake and take care of her, and begged and 
prayed that she wonld not ventore iuto this neighbourhood åbne.” 

“ Was that all she said about Mrs. Clements ?” 

“Yes, tbat was all.” 

“ She told you nothing about the plaoe in which she toOk refuge aftei 
leavingTodd’s Comer?” 

“Nothing—I am qnite sure.” 

“Nor where she has lived sinoe ? Nor what her illness had been?” 

“No, Marian; not a word. TeU me, pray tell me, what you think 
about it. I don’t know what to think, or what to do next.” 

“ You must do this, my love: You must carefuUy keep the appomtment 
at the boat-house, to-morrow. It is impossible to say what interests may 
not depend on your seeing that woman again. You shall not be left to 
yourself a second time. I will foUow you, at a safe distance. Nobody 
shall see me; but 1 will keep within hearing of your voioe, if anything 
happens. Anne Gatherick has escaped Walter Hartright, and has escaped 
you, Whatever happens, she shall not escape 9ne.” 

Laura’s eyes read mine attentively. 

“ You belicve,” she said, “ in this secret that my husband is afraid of ? 
Suppose, Marian, it should only exist^ after all, in Anne Gatherick’s fancy ? 
Suppose she .only wanted to see me.and to speak to me, for the sake of old 
i-emembrances ? Her manner was so strange, I almost doubted her. 
Would you trust her in other things ?” 

“ I tnist nothing, Laura, but my own observation of your husband’s con- 
duct. I jiidge Anne Gatherick’s words by his actions—and Ibelieve there 
is a secret.” 

I said no more, and got up to leave the room. Thoughts were troubling 
me, which I might have told her if we had spoken together longer, and 
which it might have been dangerous for her to know. Q!he influence of the 
terrible dream from which she had awakened me, hung darkly and heavily 
over every firesh impression which the progress of her narrative produced on 
my mind. I felt the ominous Future, coming close; chilling me, with an 
unutterable awe; forcing on me the conviction of an unseen Design in the 
loQg series of complications which had now fastened round us. I thought 
of Hartright—as I saw him, in the body, when he said farewell; as I saw 
hhn, in the spirit, in my dream—and I, too, began to doubt now wbetnet 
ve were not advancing, blindfold, to an appointed and an inevitable End^ 
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Lea ving Laura to go upnstairs alono, I went out to look about iiao m tlie 
walks near the hou«. The circumstances under which Anne Catherick 
had parted from her, had made me secretly anxious to know how Count 
Fosco was passing the afternoon; and had rendered me secretly distrustful 
of the results of that solitary joumey from. which Sir Percival had retumed 
but a few houra since. 

After looking for them in every direction, and discovering nothing, I 
returned to the house, and ei^tered the different rooms on the ground floor, 
one after another. They were all empty. I came out again into the hall, 
and went up-stairs to return to Laura. Madame Fosco opened her door, 
as I passed it in my way along the passage; and I stopped to see if she 
could inform me of the whereabouts of her husband and Sir Percival. 
Yes; she had seen them both from her window more than an hour ainoe. 
The Count had looked up, with his customary kindness, andhadmentioned, 
with his habitual attention to her in the smallest trifles, that he and his 
friend were going out together for a long walk. 

For a long walk 1 They had never yet been in each other’s company 
with that object in my experience of them. Sir Percival cared for no 
exercise but riding : and the Count (except when he was polite enough to 
be my escort) cared for no exercise at all. 

When I joined Laura again, I found that she had called to mind, 
in my absence, the impending question of the signature to the deed, 
which, in the interest of discussing her interview with Anne Cathe¬ 
rick, we had hitherto overlooked. Her first words when I saw her, 
expressed her surprise at the absence of the expected summons to attend 
Sir Percival in the library. 

“ You may make your mind easy on that subject,” I said. For tho 
present, at least, neither your resolution nor mine will be exposed to any 
further trial. Sir Percival has altered his plans: the business of the cdgna- 
ture is put off.” 

“ Put off Laura repeated, amazedly. “ Who told you so ?” 

“ My authority is Count Fosco. I believe it is to his inteiferenoe that 
we are indebted for your husbandes sudden change of purpose.” 

** It seems impossible, Marian. If the object of my Rigning was, as we 
suppose, to obtain moncy for Sir Percival that ho urgently wanted, how 
can the matter be put off ?” 

I think, Laura, we have the means at hånd of setting that doubt at 
rest. Have you forgotten the conversation that I heard between Sir Pei^ 
cival and the lawyer, as they were Crossing the hall 

“ No; but I don’t remember—” 

** I do. There were two alternatives proposed. One, was to obtain your 
signature to the parebment. The other, was to gain time by giving bUla at 
three months. The last resource is evidently the resource now adopted— 
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andvemay fairly hope tobe relieved from our share in Sir Perdvars 
embariassments for Bome time to come*’* 

'*0h, Marian, it sounds too good to be true 1” 

“Does it, my love? You complimented me on my ready memory mn 
long sinoe—but you seem to doubt it now. I will get my journal, and you 
shall see if I am right or wrong.** 

1 went away and got the book at once. 

On looking back to the entry referring to the lawyer’s visit, we found 
that my recollection of the two alternatives presented was accurately 
oorrect. It was almost aa great a relief to my mind as to Laura's, to find 
that my memory had served me, on this occasion, as faithfuUy as usuai. 
In the perilous uncertainty of our present situation, it is hard to say what 
filture interests may not depend upon the regularity of the entries in my 
journal, and upon the reliabillty of my recollection at the time when 1 
make them. 

Laura’s face and manner suggested to me that this last consideration had 
ocGnrred to her as well as to myself. Any way, it is only atrifiing matter; 
and I am almost ashamed to put it down here in writing—^it seems to set 
the forlomness of our situation in such a miserably vivid light. We must 
have little indeed to depend on, when the discovery that my memory can 
still be trusted to serve us, is hailed as if it was the discovery of a new 
friendl 

The first beil for dinner separated us. Just as it had done ringiug, Sir 
Perdval and the Count returned from their walk. We heard the master of 
the house storming at the servants for being five minutes late; and the 
master’s guest interposing, as usuai, in the interests of propriety, patience, 
and peaoe. 

« « 41 41 • 

The evening has come and gone. Ko extraordinary event has happened. 
But I have noticed certain peculiarities in the conduct of Sir Percival and 
the Count, which have sent me to my bed, feeling very anxiotis and 
nneasy about Anne Gatherick, and about the results which to-mon*ow may 
produce. 

I know enough by this time, to bo sure that the aspect of Sir Percival 
which is the most false, and which, therefore, means the worst, is his polite 
aspect. That *long walk with his fnend had ended in improving his 
manners, especially towards his wife. To Laura’s secret surprise and to 
my secret alarm, he called her by her Christian name, asked if she had 
heard lately from her unde, inquired when Mrs. Vesey was to receive her 
invitation to Blackwater, and showed her so many other little attention«, 
that he almost recalled the days of his hatefiil courtship at Limmeridge 
House. This was a bad sign, to begin with; and 1 thought it more 
ominoua still, that he should pretend, after dinner, to &11 aslcep in the 
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dmwing-room, and thafc his eyes shonld cunningly follow lAnm and me, 
when he thought we neither of ns siispected him. I havo never had any 
doubt that his sudden joumey by himself took him to Welmingham to 
question Mrs. Catherick—^but the experience of to-night has made me fear 
that the expedition was not undertaken in yain, and that he has got the 
information which he unquestionably left us to collect. If I knew where 
Anne Catherick was to be found, I would be np to-morrow with stmrise, 
and warn her. 

While the aspect under which Sir Percival presented himself to-night, 
was bnhappily but too familiar to me, the aspect under which the Count 
appeared, was, on the other hånd, ehtirely new in my experience of him. 
He permitted me, this evening, to make his acquaintance,for the first time, 
in the cliaracter of a Man of Sentiment—of scntiment, as I believe, really 
felt, not assumed for the occasion. . 

For instance, he was quiet and subdued; his eyes and his voice expressed 
a restrained sensibility. He wore (as if there was some bidden oonnexion 
between his showiest finery and his deepest feeling) the most magnificent 
waistcoat he has yet appeared in—^it was made of pale sea-green silk, and 
delicately trimmed with fine silver braid. His voice sank into the ten- 
derest inflections, his smile expressed a thoughtful, fiithcrly admiration, 
whenever he spoke to Laura or to me. He pressed his wife*8 band under 
the table, when she thanked him for trifling little attentions at dinner. He 
took wine with her. ** Your health and happiness, my angel he said, 
with fond glistening eyes. He ate little or nothing; and sighed, and said 
“ Qood Percival !** when his friend laughed at him. After dinner, he took 
Laura by the band« and asked her if she would be ** so sweet as to play to 
him.** She complied, through sheer astonishment, He sat by the piano, 
with his watch-chain resting in folds, like a golden serpent, on the sea- 
green protuberance of his waistcoat. His immense head lay languidly on 
One side; and he gently beat time with two of his yellow-white fingers. 
He highly approved of the music, and tcnderly admired Laura’s manner of 
playing—^not as poor Hartright used to praise it, with an innocent enjpy- 
ment of the sweet sounds, but with a clear, cultivated, practical knowledge 
of the merits of the composition, in the first place, and of the merits of the 
player’s touch, in the second. As the evening closed in, he begged that the 
lovely dying light might not be profaned, just yet, by the appearance of the 
lamps. He came, with his horribly silent tread, to the distant window at 
which I was standing, to be out of his way and to avoid the very sight of 
bim—he came to ask me to support his protest against the lamps. If any 
one of them oould only have bumt him up, at that moment, I would have 
gone down to the kitchen, and fetched it myself. 

‘^Surely you like this modest, trembling English twilight?** he said, 
voftly “ Ah I I love it. I feel my inbom admiration of all that is noble 
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Uld greac and good, puri&ed by tbe breath of Heaven, ou an evcning like 
this. Nature has such imperishablø charms, siich inextinguishable teuder* 
aesses for me!—I åm an old, man: talk which woidd become your lipø. 
Miss Halcombe, sonnds like a derision and a mockery on mine. It is harcl 
to be laughed at in my moments of sentiment, as if my soul was like 
myself^ old ahd overgrown. Observe, dear lady, what a light is dying on 
the trees 1 Does it penetrate your heart, as it penetrates mine P” 

He paused—^looked at me—and repeated the famons lines of Dantc on 
the Evening-time, with a melody and tendemess which added a charm ot 
thdr own to the matchless beauty of the poetry itself. 

*<fiahr he cried suddenly, as the last cadence of those noble Italian 
words died away on his lips; ** I make an old fool of myself, and ouly 
weary you all 1 Let ns shut up the window in our bosoms and get back to 
the matter-of-fact world. Fercival 1 I sanetiou the admission of the lamps. 
Isdy Giyde—Miss Halcombe—^Eleanor, my good wife—^which of you will 
iadulge me with a game at dominoes F* 

He addressed us all; but he looked especially at Laura. 

She had leamt to feel my dread of offending him, and she accepted his 
proposaL It was more than I could have done, at that moment. I oould 
aot have sat down at the same table with him, for any consideration. His 
eyes seemed to reach my inmost soul through the thickening obscurity of the 
twilight. His voice trembled along every nerve in my body, and tumed me 
hot and cold altemately. The mystery and terror of my dream, which had 
haunted me, at intervals, all through the evening, now oppressed my mind 
with an un^idurable forehoding and an unutterable aw^e. I saw the white 
tomb again, and the veiled woman fising out of it, by Hartright’s side. 
Ihe thought of Laura welled up like a spring in the depths of my heart, and 
filled it with waters of bittemess, never, never known to it before. I 
caught her by the band, as she passed me on her way to the table, and 
kissed her as if that night was to part us for ever. While they were all 
gazing at me in astonishment, I ran out through the low window which 
was open before me to the ground—^ran out to bide from them in the daik- 
ness; to bide even from myself. 

We separated, that evening, later than usual. Towards midnight, the 
summer adence was broken by the shuddering of a low, melancholy wind 
among the trees. We all felt the sudden chili in the atmosphere; hut the 
Gonnt was the first to notice the steulthy rising of the wind. He stopped 
while he was lighting my candle for me, and held np his band wamingly: 
“ Issten I” he aaid, “ Thero »will be a ohange to-morrow.*’ 
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June lOrH.^The events of yesterday wamed me to be ready, sooner ot 
later, to meet the worst. To-day is not yet at an end; and the woist has 
oome. 

Judgiug by the closest calculation of time that Laura and I could make, 
we arrived at the conclusion that Anne Gatherick must have appeared at 
the boat-house at half-past two o’dock, on the aftemoon of yesterday. I 
acoordingly arranged that Laura should just show herself at the lundieon 
tahle, to-day, and should then slip out at the first opportunity; leaving me 
behind to preserve appearances, and to foUow her as soon as I could safely 
do so. This mode of proceeding, if no ohstacles occurred to thwait us, 
would enahle her to be at the boat-house before half-past two; and (when 
X left the table, in my tum) would take me to a safe position in the planta- 
tion, before three. 

1'he change in the weather, which last night’s wind wamed us to expect, 
came with the moming. It was raining heavily, when I got up; and it 
oondnued to rain until twelve o’clock—when the clouds dispersed, the blue 
sky appeared, and the sun shone again with the bright promise of a fine 
aftemoon. 

My anxiety to know how Sir Feroival and the Count would oocupy the 
carly part of the day, was by no means set at rest^ so far as Sir Pereival 
w^s conoemed, by his leaving us immediately aft^r breakfast, and going 
out by himself, in spite of the rain. He neither told us where he was 
going, nor when we might expect him back. We saw him pass the break- 
fast-room window, hastily, with his high boots and his waterproof coat on 
—^and that was all. 

The Count passed the moming quietly, indoors; some part of it, in the 
library; some part, in the drawing-room, playing odds and ends of musio 
on the piano, and humming to himself. Jud^ng by appearances, the sen¬ 
timental side of his character was persistently inclined to betray itself still. 
He was silent and sensitive, and ready to sigh and languish ponderously 
as only fat men can sigh and languish), on the smallest provocation. 

Luncheon-iime came; and Sir Percival did not return. The Count 
took his friend’s place at the table—^plaintively devoured the greater part of 
a fhiit tart, submerged under a whole jugful of cream—and explained the 
full merit of the achievement to us, as soon as he had done. A taste for 
swcets,” he said in his softest tones and his tenderest manner, *‘js the 
innocent taste of women and children. I love to share it with them—it is 
another bond, dear ladies, between you and me.” 

Laura left the table in ten minutes* time. I was sorely tempted te 
accompany her. But if we had both gone out tpgether, we must have 
excitcd suspicion j and, worse still, if we allowed Anne Cathcrick to soe 
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Liura aocom^iaiiied by a aeoond peirsoii who was a siiangøT to boTy W6 
ihould in all pTobability forfeit her confidenoe from that momonti never to 
legain it again. 

I waited, theiefore, aa patiently as I conld, until the servant came in to 
clear the table. When I quitted the room, there were no signs, in the 
houae or out of it, of Sir Perdval’s return. I left the Gount with a pieoe of 
sugar between his lips, and the vicious oockatoo scnunbling up his waist- 
ooat to get at it; while Madame Fosco, sitting opposite to her husband, 
watched the prooeedings of his hird and himself, as attentively as if she had 
never seen anything of the sort before in her life. On my way to the plan- 
tation I kept carefiilly beyond the range of view brom the luncheon-room 
window. Nobody saw me and nobody foUowed me. It was then a qnarter 
to three o’clock by my watch. 

Onoe among the trees, I walked rapidly, nntil I had advanced more than 
half way through the plantation. At that point, I slackened my pace, and 
proceeded cautiously—^but I såw no one, and heard no voices. By little 
and little, I came within view of the back of the boat-house—stopped and 
listened—^then went on, till I was close behind it, and must have heard any 
persons who were talking inside. Still the silenoe was unbioken: still, 
&r and near, no sign of a living creature appeared anywhere. 

After skirting round by the back of the building, first on one side, and 
then on the other, and making no discoveries, 1 ventured in front of it, and 
&irly looked in. The place was empty. 

I called, Laura!”—at first, softly—^then louder and louder. No one 
answered, and no one appeared. For all that 1 oould see and hear, the only 
human creature in the nedghbourhood of the lake and the plantation, was 
myself. 

My heart began to beat violently; but I kept my resolution, and 
searched, first the boat-house, and then the groimd in front of it, for any 
signs which might show me whether Laura had really reached the place or 
not. No mark of her presence appeared inside the building; but I found 
traces of her outside it, in footsteps on the sand. 

I detected the footsteps of two persons—^large footsteps, like a man*s, 
and small footsteps, which, by putting my own feet into them and testing 
their size in that manner, 1 felt certain were Laura’s. The ground was 
confusedly marked in this way, just before the boat-house. Glose against 
one side of it, under shelter of the projecting roof, 1 discovered a litUo hole 
in the sand—a hole artificially made, beyond a doubt I just noticed it, 
and then tumed away immedietely to trace the footsteps as far as I cou^ 
and to follow the direction in which they might lead me. 

They led me, starting from the left-hand side of the boat-house, along 
the ed^ of the trees, a distance, 1 should think, of between two and three 
' hundr^ yards—cmd then, the sandy ground showed no fmrther trace oi 
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them. Feeling that the persons whose oonrse I was traching, must noocs« 
sarily hare entered the plantation at låiis point, I entered it, too. At first, 
I oonld find no path—but 1 discovered one, afterwards, just faintly traced 
among the trees; and followed it. It took me, for some distance, in the 
diiection of the village, until I stopped at a point where another foot-track 
croBsed it. The brambles grew thickly on either side of this second path. 
1 stood, looking down it, nncertain which way to take next; and, while I 
looked, 1 saw on one tiiomy branch, some fragments of fringe from a 
woman’s shawl. A doser examination of the fringe satisfied me tbat it 
had been tom fiom a shawl of Lanra’s; and I instantly followed the second 
path. It bronght me out, at kst, to my great relief, at the back of the 
nonse. I say to my great relief, becanse I inferred that Laura must, for 
some unknown reason, have retumed before me by this roundabout way. 
I went in by the conrtyard and the offices. The first person whom I met 
in Crossing the servante* hall, was Mrs. Michelson, the housekeeper. 

** Do you know,** I asked, ** whether Lady Giyde has come in from her 
walk or not?** 

« My lady came in, a little while ago, with Sir Percival,” answered the 
housekeeper. I am afraid, Miss Haloombe, something very distressing 
has happened.** 

My heart sank within me. **You don*t mean an accident?*’ I said 
£sintly. 

“ No, no —thank God, no accident. But my lady ran np-stairs to her 
own room in tears; and Sir Percival has ordered me to give Fanny waming 
to leave in an houris time.” 

Fanny was Lanra’s maid; a good, affectionate giri who had been with 
her for years—the only person in the house, whose fidelity and devotion 
we conld both depend npon. 

“ Where is Fanny F* I inquired. 

** In my room. Miss Halcombe. The yonng woman is quite overoome: 
and I told her to sit down, and try to recover herself.” 

I went to Mrs. Miohelson’s room, and fonnd Fanny in a comer, with 
her box by her side, crying bitterly. 

She could give me no explanation whatever of her sudden dismissal. 
Sir Percival had ordered that she should have a month’s wages, in plaoe ot 
a mQnth*S waming, and go. No reason had beén assigned; no objection 
had been made to her conduct. She had been forbidden to appeal to her 
mistress, forbidden even to see her for a moment to say good-by. She was 
to go without explanations or farewells—^and to go at once. 

After soothing the poor giri by a few friendly words,.! asked where she 
ptDpoaed to sléep that night. She replied that she thou^t of going to the 
little inn in thé village, the landlady of which was a respcctablo woman, 
^nown to the servants at Blackwator Park. The next monung, by leaviu^ 
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earl';, she get l»ck to her friends in CtunberlaDdc withoat stopping 
in London, where she was a total stranger. 

I felt directly that Fanny’s departore offered us a safo means of oom- 
mamcatlon with London and with Limmeridge House, of which it might 
be very important to avail onraelves. Aooordingly, I told her that abe 
might ezpect to hear from her mistress or from me in the conrse of the 
evening, and that she might depend on onr both doing all that lay in our 
power to help her, under the trial of leaving us for the present. Those 
words said, I shook hånds with her, and went up-stairs. 

The door which led to Laura's room, was the door of an ante-chamber 
openiog on to the passage. When I tried it, it was bolted on the inside. 

I knocked, and the door was opened by the same heavy, orergrown 
housemaid, whose lumpish insensibility had tried my patienoe so severely, 
OD the day when I found the wounded dog. I had, since that time, dis¬ 
covered that her name was Margaret Porcher, and that she was the most 
awkward, slatternly, and obstinate servant in the house. 

On opening the door, she instantly stepped out to the threshold, and 
stood grinning at me in stolid silenoe. 

“Whydo you stand there?” I said. “Don’t you see that Iwantto 
come in?** 

“Ah, but you mustn’t oome in,” was the answer, with another and a 
brooder grin still. 

** How dåre you talk to me in that way ? Stand back instantly I** 

She stretched out a great red hånd and arm on each side of her, so as to 
bar the doorway, and slowly nodded her addle head at me. 

“Masteres orders,** she said; and nodded again. 

I had néed of all my self-control to wam me against oontestmg the 
matter with 7ter, and to remind me that the next words I had to say must 
be addressed to her master. 1 tumed my back on her, and instantly went 
down stairs to find him. My resolution to keep my temper under all the 
irritations that Sir Fercival could offer, was, by this time, as oompletely 
forgotten—I say so to my shame—as if 1 had never made it. It did mo 
good-—after all I had suffered and suppressed in that house—^it actually did 
me good to feel how angry I was. 

The drawing-room and the breakfast-room were both empty. I went on 
to the library; and there I found Sir Fercival, the Count, and Madame 
Posco. They were all three standing up, close together, and Sir Fercival 
had a little slip of paper in his hånd. As I opened the door, I heard the 
Count say to him, “ No—a thousand times over, no.** 

I walked straight up to him, and looked him full in the face. 

“ Am I to understand, Sir Fercival, that your wife’s room is a prison, 
and that your housemaid is the gaoler who keeps it ?“ I asked. 

“ Yes; that is what you are to understand,” he answered. “ Take care 
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my gaoler liasn’t got double duiy to do—^take care your room iø not a 
prison, too.” 

“ Take you care how you treat your wife, and how you threaten I 
broke out, in the beat of my anger. “There are laws in England to 
protect women from cruelty and outrage. If you burt a bair of Laura*« 
head, if you dåre to interfere witb my freedom, come what may, to thoae 
laws I will appeal.** 

Instead of answering me, be tumed round to tbe Count. 

“ What did I tell you ?** be asked. “ Wbat do you say now P’ 

“ What I said before,** replied tbe Count—“ No.” 

Eyen in the vebemence of my anger, I felt his calm, cold, gray eyes on my 
face. Tbey tumed away from me, as soon as be bad spoken, and looked 
significantly at bis wife. Madame Fosco immediately moved close to my 
side, and, in tbat position, addressed Sir Perdval before eitber of us could 
speak again. 

“ Favour me witb your attention, for one moment,” sbe said, in her 
clear icily-suppressed tones. “ I have to tbank you, Sir Percival, for your 
bospitality; and to decline taking advantage of it any longer. I remain in 
no bouse in wbicb ladies are treated as your wife and Miss Halcombe have 
been treated bere to-day 1** 

Sir Percival drew back a step, and stared at her in dead silenoe. Tbe 
declaration be had just heard—a declaration wbicb be well knew, as I well 
knew. Madame Fosco would not have ventured to make witbout her 
busband*s permission—seemed to petrify bim witb surprise. The Count 
stood by, and looked at bis wife witb tbe most entbusiastic admiration. 

" Sbe is sublime !** be said to bimself. He approacbed her, while be 
spoke, and drew her band through bis arm. am at your service, 
Eleanor,” be went on, witb a quiet dignity tbat 1 bad never notioed in bim 
before. **And at Miss Halcombe*s service, if sbe will bonour me by 
accepting all tbe assistance I can offer her.” 

“ Damn it! what do you mean ?** cried Sir Percival, as tbe Count 
quietly moved away, witb bis wife, to tbe door. 

** At otber times I mean wbat I say; but, at tbis time, I mean what my 
wife says,** replied tbe impenetrable Itaban. We have changed plaoes, 
Percival, for once; and Madame Fosoo*s opinion is—^mine.” 

Sir Percival cmmpled up tbe paper in bis band; and, pushing past tlio 
Count, witb anotber oatb, stood between bim and tbe door. 

“Have your own way,” be said, witb baffled rage in bis low, balf- 
whispering tones. “Have your own way—and see wbat comes of it.** 
WiUi tbose words, be left the room. 

Madame Fosco glanced inquiringly at her husband. “He bas gone 
away very suddenly,** sbe said. “ What does it mean ?** 

“ rt means that you and I togetber bavo brougbt tbe worstrtnmperod 
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fflfln in all England to bia senaes* anawered tbe Goont. meansi 
Ifisg Halcombe, tbat Lady Giyde is relievcd from a gross indignity, 
and you from tbe repetition of an nnpardonable insult. Suffer me to 
express my admiration of your conduct and your courage at a very tiying 
moment." 

“ Sincere admiration," suggested Madame Fosco. 

"Sincere admiration," ecboed tbe Gount. 

I had no longer tbe strengtb of my first angry resistanoe to outrage and 
injnry to support me. My beort-sick anxiety to see Laura; my sense of 
my own belpless ignorance of wbat bad bappened at tbe boat-bouse, pressed 
on me witb an intolerable weigbt. I tried to keep up appearances, by 
speaking to tbe Count and bis wife in tUe tone wbich they bad chosen 
to adopt in speaking to me. But tbe words failed on my lips—my 
breatb came sbort and thick—^my eyes looked longingly, in silence, at tbe 
door. Tbe Gount, nnderstanding my anxiety, opcned it, went out, and 
pnlled it to after bim. At tbe same time Sir Perdvars beavy step 
descended tbe stairs. I beard tbem wbispering togetber, outside, wbile 
^ladame Fosco was assnring me in ber calmest and most conventional 
imuiner, tbat sbe rejoioed, for all our sakes, that Sir PercivaPs concbict had 
not odiged ber busband and berself to leave Blackwater Park. Before sbe 
had done speaking, tbe wbispering ceased, tbe door opened, and tbe Gount 
looked in. 

" Miss Halcombe," be said, ** I am happy to inform you tbat Lady Giyde 
ia mistress again in ber own bouse. I thougbt it might be more agreeable 
to you to bear of this cbange for tbe better from me, than from Sir 
Percival—and I have therefore expressly retumed to mention it." 

** Admirable delicacy 1" said Madame Fosco, paying back her husband’s 
tribute of admiration, with the Gount’s own coin, in the Gount’s own 
manner.. He smiled and bowed as if he bad received a formal compliment 
from a pobte stranger, and drew back to let me pass out first. 

Sir Percival was standing in the hall. As I hurried to the stairs 1 beard 
him caU impatiently to the Gount, to come out of tbe library. 

“What are you waiting there for?" he said; “I want to speak to 
you." 

** And I want to think a bttle by myself," replied tbe other. ** Wait till 
later, Percival—wait till later." 

Neither be nor bis friend said any more. I gained the top of the stairs, 
nnd ran along the passage. In my haste and my agitation, 1 left the door 
of the antechamber open—^but 1 closed the door of the bedroom the 
Moment I was inside it. 

Laura was sitting alone at the far end of tho room; bor arms resting 
^carily on a table, and ber face bidden in ber bands. She started up, witb 
« cry of debght, when she saw me. 
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How did you get heie she asked, “ Who gave you leave ? Not 
Sir Percival ?” 

In my overpowering anziety to hear wbat ske kad to tell me, I ooold 
not aoswer ker—I oould only put questions, on my side. Laura’s eager* 
ness to know wkat kad passed down stairs proved, kowever, too strong to 
be resisted. Ske persistently repeated ker inqniries. 

“ Tke Connt, of course,” I answered, impatiently. “ Wkose itfluence in 
tke kouse— 

Ske stopped me, witk a gesture of disgust. 

**Don’t speak of kim,** ske cried. ‘^Tke Gount is tke vilest cieatare 
kreathing I Tke Count is a miserable Spy-T 

Before we oould eitker of us say anotker word, we were idarmed a 
Boft knocking at tke door of tke bedroom. 

I kad not yet sat down; and I went first to see wko it was. Wken I 
epened tke door, Madame Fosco confronted me, witk my kandkerckief in 
ker kand. 

**Yoa dropped tkis down stairs. Miss Halcombe,” ske said; ‘‘and I 
tkougkt 1 oould bring it to you, as 1 was passing by to my own 
room.** 

; Her ^Me, naturally pale, kad tumed to suck a gkastly wkiteness, tkat I 
•taited at tke si^t of it. Her kands, so sure and steady at all otker times, 
trembled violently; and ker eyes looked wolfiskly past me tkrougk tke 
erpen door, and fixed on Laura. 

Ske kad been listening befare ske knooked 1 I saw it in ker wkite &oe; 
I saw it in ker trembling kands; 1 saw it in ker look at Laura. 

After walting an instant, ske tomed from me in silenoe, and slowly 
walked away. 

1 olosed tke door again. “ Ok, Laura I Laura 1 We skall botk rue tke 
day wken you oalled tke Count a Spy I” 

“ You would kave oalled kim so yourself, Marian, if you kad known 
wkat I know. Anne Gatkeriok was rigkt. Tkere was a tkird person 
watohing us in tke plantation, yesterday; and-tkat tkird perso n " ■ ” 

“ Ariø you sure it was tke Count?" 

“lam absolutely oertain. He was Sir Perdvars spy—ke was Sir Per- 
dval’s informer—^ke set Sir Percival watohing and waiting, all tke moming 
tkrougk, for Anne Catkerick and for me," 

“ Is Anne found ? Did you see ker at tke lake ?" 

“ No. Ske kas saved kerself by keeping away from tke plaoe. Wken I 
got to tke boat-kouse, no one was tkere." 

“Yes? yes?" 

“ 1 went in, and sat waiting for a few minutes. But my restlessnesa 
made me get up again, to walk about a little. As 1 passed out, 1 saw 
some marks on tke sand, close under tke front of tke boat-kouse. 1 
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itooped down to examine them, and discovered a word writtcn in lar^ge 
lettere, on the sand. The word was-r-LOOK.” 

** And you scraped away the sand, and dug a hoUow place in it 
** How do yon know that, Marian ?** 

"Isaw the hollow place myseif, when I followed you to the boat-hoiue. 
Go on—go on!” 

" Yes; I scraped away the sand on the sorfaoe; and in a little while, 1 
came to a strip of paper bidden beneath, which had writing on it. The 
wiiting was signed with Anne Gatherick’s initials.” 

“ Where is it P* 

“ Sir Perciyal has taken it from me.** 

“Oan you rememher what the writing was? Do you think you can 
repeat it to me ?” 

“In substanoe I can, Marian. It was very short. You would haTO 
remesnbered it, word for word.” 

“ Try to tell me what the substance was, before we go any further.” 

She complied. I write the lines dowh heie, ezactly as she repeated thern 
to me. They ran thus: 

“ I was seen with you, yesterday, by a tall stout old man, and had to 
nm to save myseif. He was not quick enough on . his feet to follow me, 
md he lost me amoi^ the trees. I dåre not risk coming back here to-day, 
at the same time. 1 write this, and bide it in the sand, at six in the 
m(miing, to tell you sa Wh^ we speak next of your wicked husband’s 
Secret we must speak safely or not at all. Try to have patience. I 
promiae you shall see me again; and that soon.— tA. G.” 

The rderence to the “ tall stout old man ’* (the terms of which Laura was 
certain that she had repeated to me oorrectly), left no doubt as to who the 
intrader had been. I called to mind that I had told Sir Fercival, in the 
Gonnifs presence, the day before, that Laura had gone to the boat-^honse to 
look for her broocb. In all probability he had followed her there, In Iiis 
ofiOcious way, to relieve her mind about the matter of the signature, imme- 
diately after he had mentioned the change in Sir Fercivars plans to me in 
the drawing-room. In this case, he could only have got to the neighbour- 
hood of the boafr-house, at the very moment when Anne Catheiick dia 
oovered him. The suspiciously huiried manner in which she parted from 
Laura, had no doubt prompted his useless. attempt to follow her. Of the 
oonversation which had previously taken place between them, he could 
have heard notbing. The distance between the house and the lake, and 
the time at which he left me in the drawing-room, as compared with the 
time at which T ^ura and Anne Catheiick had l^en speaking together, 
proved that faet to ns, at any rate, beyond a doubt. 
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Having arrived at Bometbing like a conclusion, so far, niy next greak 
interest was to know what disooveries Sir Fercival bad made, after Gomit 
Fosco had given bim bis information. 

“ How came yon to lose possession of tbe letter ?” I asked. “ Wbat did 
you do with it, when yon fonnd it in tbe sand ?” 

“ After reading it once tbrougb,” sbe replied, “ I took it into tbe boat- 
bouse witb me, to sit down, and look over it a second time. While I was 
reading, a shadow feil across tbe paper. I looked up; and saw Sir Per- 
cival standing in tbe doorway watcbing me.” 

“ Did you try to bide tbe letter ?” 

“I tried—but he stopped me. ‘You needn*t trouble to bide that,’ be 
said. ‘ 1 bappen to bave read it.’ I could only look at bim, belplessly— 
could say nothing. ‘You understand?’ be went on; ‘I bave read it. I 
dug it up out of tbe sand two bours since, and buried it again, and wrote 
tbe word above it again, and left it ready to your bands. You can’t lie 
yourself out of tbe scrape now. You saw Anne Catberick in secret 
yesterday ; and you bave got ber letter in your band at tbis moment. I 
bave not caugbt her yet; but I bave caugbt you. Give me tbe letter.’ 
He stepped close up to me—I was alone witb bim, Marian—wbat could I 
do?—gare bim tbe letter.” 

“ Wbat did bo say wben you gave it to bim?” 

“ At first, be said notbing. He took me by tbe arm, and led me out of 
tbe boat-bouse, and looked about bim, on all sides, as if be was afiaid of 
our being seen or beard. Tben, be clasped his band fast round my arm, 
and wbispered to me,—‘ What did Anne Catberick say to you yesterday ?— 
I insist on bearing every word, from first to last.’ ” 

“ Did you tell bim ?” 

“ I was alone with bim, Marian—bis cruel band was bruising my arm— 
wbat could I do ?” 

“ Is tbe mark on your arm still? Let me see it?” 

“ Wby do you want to see it ?” 

“ I want to see it, Laura, because our endurance must end, and our 
resistance must begin, to-day. Tbat mark is a weapon to strike bim with. 
Let me see it now—may bave to swear to it, at some future time.” 

“ Ob, Marian, don’t look so 1 don’t talk so! It doesn’t burt me^ now!” 

“ Let me see it I” 

Sbe sbowed me tbe marks. I was past grieving over tbem, past crying 
over tbem, past sbuddering over tbem. Tbey say we are eitber better tbai 
men, or worse. If tbe temptation tbat bas fallen in some women’s way, 

and made tbem worse, bad fallen in mine, at tbat moment-Tbank God! 

my face betrayed notbing tbat bis wife could read. Tbe gentie, innooent, 
affectionate creature thougbt I was frigbtened for ber and Sony for ber— 
and tbougbt no more. 
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^*Don’t think too seriously of Marian,** she said, simply, as sho pulled 
fler sleeve down again. “ It doesn*! hurt me, now.** 

“I will try to think quietly of it, my love^ for your sake.—^Well ! well f 
And you told him all that Anne Catherick had said to you—all that you 
toldme?” 

“Yes; all. He insisted on it—I was alone with him—could conceal 
nothing.” 

"Did he say anything when you had done?** 

" He looked at me, and laughed to himself, in a mocking, hitter way. 
* 1 mean to have the rest out of you,* he said; ‘ do you hear ?—^the rest.* I 
declared to him solemnly that I had told him everything I knew. ‘ Not 
you!’ he answered ; ‘ you know more than you choose to tell. Won*t you 
tell it? You shall! I’ll wring it out of you at home, if I can’t wring it 
out of you, here.* He led me away hy a strange path through the planta- 
tion— a path where there was no hope of our meeting yoM—and he spoke 
no more, till we came within sight of the house. Then he stopped again, 
and said, ‘ Will you t£&e a second chance, if I give it to you? Will you 
think better of it, and tell me the rest ?* I could only repeat the same 
words I had spoken hefore. He cursed my ohstinacy, and went on, and 
took me with him to the house. ‘You can*t deoeive me,* he said; *you 
know more than you choose to telL 1*11 have your secret out of you; and 
ru have it out of that sister of yours, as well. There shall he no more 
plotting and whispering between you. Neither you nor she shall see each 
other again till you have confessed the truth. 1*11 have you watched 
moming, noon, and night, till you confess the truth.’ He was deaf to 
everything I oould say. He took mé straight up-stairs into my own room. 
Fanny was sitting there, doing some work for me; and he instantly 
ordered her out. ‘ TU take good care yoi^re not mixed up in the con- 
spiracy,* he said. ‘ You shall leave this house to-day. If your mistress 
wants a maid, she shall have one of my choosing.* He pushed me into the 
room, and locked the door on me—he set that senseless woman to watch 
me outside—Marian! he looked and spoke like a madman. You may 
kardly understand it—^he did indeed.” 

“ I do understand it, Laura. He is mad—^mad with the terrors of a 
gnilty conscience. Every word you have said makes me positively certain 
that when Anne Catherick left you yesterday, you were on the eve of dis- 
covering a secret, which might have been your vile hushand’s ruin—and 
he thinks you have discovered it. Nothing you can say or do, will quiet 
that guilty distrust, and convince his false nature of your truth. I don’t 
say this, my love, to alarm you. I say it to open your eyes to your posi¬ 
tion, and to convince you of the urgent necessity of letting me act, as I 
hest can, for y^ur protection, while the chance is our own. Count Fosco’s 
intcrference has secured me access to you to>day; but he may withdrav* 
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diat intcrference to-morrow. Sir Percival has already dismissed Fanny^ 
because she is a quick-witted giri, and devotedly attached to you; and haa 
chosen a woman to take her place, who cares nothing for your interests, 
and whose duil intelligence lowers her to tho level of the watch>dog in the 
yard. It is impossihle to say what violent measures he may take next, 
onless we make the most of our opportunities while we have them.” 

“ What can we do, Marian ? Oh, if we could only leave this house, 
never to see it again I” 

« Listen to me, my love—and try to think that you are not quite help- 
leas 80 long as I am here with you.” 

will think 80 —'I do think so. Don’t altogether forget poor Fanny, in 
thinking of me. She wants help and comfort, too.** 

" I will not forget her. 1 saw her hefore 1 came np here; and I have 
arranged to oommunicate with her to-night. Letters are not safe in the 
post-bag at Blackwater Fark—and I shall have two to write to-day,in your 
interests, which must pass through no hånds but Fanny’s.” 

“ What letters ?” 

I 

“ 1 mean to write first, Laura, to Mr. Gilmore*s partner, who has ofifered 
to help'us in any fresh emergency. Little as I know of the law, I am cer- 
tain that it can protect a woman from such treatment as that mffian has 
Infiicted on you to-day. I will go into no details ahout Anne Catherick, 
because I have no certøin information to give. But the lawyer ^all know 
of those bruises on your arm, and of the violence ofiered to you in this 
room—^he shall, before I rest to-night !** 

“ But, think of the exposure, Marian P 

" 1 am calculating on the exposure. Sir Percival has 'more to dread 
from it than you have. The prospect of an exposure may bring him to 
terms, when nothing else will.” 

I rose as 1 spoke; but Laura entreated me not to leave her. 

" Tou will drive him to desperation,” she said, " and increase our dangera 
tenfold.” 

I felt the truth—the disheartening truth—of those words. Bnt I could 
not bring myself plainly to acknowledge it to her. In our dreadful posi¬ 
tion, there was no help and no hope for us, but in risking the worst. 1 said 
10 ^ in guarded terms. She sighed bitterlyr—but did not oontest the matter. 
She only asked ahout the seoond letter that 1 had proposed writing. To ! 
whom was it to be addressed ? 

“ To Mr. Fairlie,” I said. " Your unde is your nearest male relative^ 
and the head of the family. He must and shall interfere.” 

Laura ahook her head sorrovfuUy. 

“ Tes, yes,*' I wenl on; “ your unde is a weak, selfish, worldly man, 1 
know. But he is not Sir Percival Giyde; and he has no such friend ahoiit 
him as Count Fosco. 1 expect nothing from his kindness, or his tendemeas 
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oT feeling iowards yoa, ar towards me. But he will do any tbing to pamper 
his own indolence, and to secure his own quiet. Let me only persuade him 
that his interference, at this moment, will save him inevitable trouble and 
wretchedness and responsibility hereafter, and he will bestir himself for his 
own sake. I know how to deal with him, Laura—I have bad some practiee.” 

"If yoQ could only preyail on him to let me go back to Limmeridge for 
a little while, and stay there quietly with you, Marian, I could be almost 
as happy again as I was before I was married !” 

Those words set me thinking in a new direction. Would it be possible 
to place Sir Perdval between the two altematiyes of either exposing him- 
Klf to the scandal of legal interference on his wife’s behalf, or of sJlowing 
her to be quietly separated from him for a time, under pretext of a yisit to 
her nncle’s house? And could he, in that case, be reckoned on as likely to 
accept the last resonroe ? It was doubtful—^more ihan doubtfuL And yet, 
hopeless as the experiment seemed, surely it was worth trying ? I resolyed 
to try it, in sheer despair of knowing what better to do. 

" Toar unde shall know the wish you haye just expressed,** I said; " and 
. will ask the lawyer’s adyice on the subject, as well. Good may coma of 
it—and will come of it, I hope.” 

Ssying that, I rose again; and again Laura tried to make me resume 
my Seat. 

“Bon’t leaye me,” die said, uneasily. " My desk is on that table. You 
can write here.” 

It tried me to the quick tq refuse her, eyen in her own interests. But 
we had been too long shut up alone together already. Our chance of see- 
iog each other again might entirely depend on our not exciting any fresh 
tnispicions. It was full time to show myself, quietly and unconcemedly, 
among the wretches who were, at that yery moment^ perhaps, thinking of 
tø and talking of us down stairs. I explained the miserable necessity to 
Lama; and pteyailed on her to reoognize it, as I did, 

** I will come back again, loye, in an hour or less,” I said. ** The worst 
is over for to-day. Keep yourself quiet, and fear nothing.” 

** Is the key in the door, Marian ? Gan I lock it on the inside ?” 

"Tes; here is the key. Lock the door; and open it to nobody, un til I 
wme upHBtairs again.” 

I kissed her, and left her. It was a relief to me, as I walked away, to 
hear the key tumed in the lock, and to know that the door was at her own 
comiDand. 

vm. 

JuNB 19 th. —^I had only got as far as the top of the stairs, when the lock- 
iog of Leura’s door suggested to me the precaution of also locking my own 
^oor, and keeping the key safely about me while I was out of the room. 
journal was already secured, with other papers, in the table-drawcr, 
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but my writing xnaterials were left ont. These inclnded a seal, bearing the 
oommon device of two doves drinking out of the same cup; and some 
sheets of blotting paper, which had the impression on them of the closing 
lines of my writing in these pages, traced during the past night. Distorted 
by the suspicion which had now become a part of myself, even such trifies 
as these looked too dangerous to be trusted without a guard—even the 
locked table-drawer seemed to be not sufficiently protected, in my absence, 
ontil the means of access to it had been carefully secured as welL 

I found no appearance of any one having entered the room while I had 
been talking with Laura. My writing materials (which I had given the 
servant instructions never to meddie with) were scattered over the table 
much as usual. The only circumstance in connection with them that at 
all struck me was, that the seal lay tidily in the tray with the pencils and 
the wax. It was not in my careless habits (I am sorry to say) to put it 
there; nelther did I remember putting it there. But, as 1 could not call 
to mind, on the other hånd, where else I had thrown it down, and as I was 
also doubtful whether I might not, for once, have laid it mechanically in 
the right place, I ahstained from adding to the perplexity with which the 
day’s events had filled my mind, by troubling it afresh about a trifle. I 
locked the door; put the key in my pocket; and went down stairs. 

Madame Fosco was alone in the hall, looking at the weather-glass. 

** Still falling,” she said. “ I am afraid we must expect more rain.’’ 

* Her face was composed again to its customary expression and its cnsto- 
maryoolour. But the hånd with which she pointed to the dial of the 
weather-glass still trembled. 

Gould she have told her husband already, that she had overheaid Laura 
reviling him, in my company, as a “ Spy My strong suspicion that she 
must have told him; my irresistible dread (all the more overpowering from 
its very vagueness) of the consequences which might follow; my fixed 
conviction, derived from various little self-betrayals which women notice in 
each other, that Madame Fosco, in spite of her well-assumed extemal 
civility, had not forgiven her niece for innocently standing between her and 
the legacy of ten thousand pounds—^all rushed upon my mind together; all 
irapelled me to speak, in tho vain hope of using my own influence and my 
own powers of persuasion for the atonement of Laura’s offence. 

“ May I trust to your kindness to excuse me. Madame Fosco, if I ven- 
ture to speak to you on an exceedingly painful subject 

She crossed her hånds in front of her, and bowed her head solemnly, 
without uttering a word, and without taking her eyes off mine for a 
moment. 

“ When you were so good as to bring me back my handkerchief,** I went 
on, “ I am very, very much afraid you must have accidentally hea^ Laura 
say something which I am unwilling to repeat, and which I will not 
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Bttempt to defend. I will only ventnre to hope that yon haye not thonght 
it of sufficient importance to mentioned to the Connt ?** 

^ I think it of uo importance whatever,** said liladame Fosco, sharply 
and suddenly. ^ But/’ she added, resuming her icy manner in a moment^ 
“I have no secrets from my husband, even in trifles. When he noticed, 
just now, that I looked distressed, it was my painful duty to tell him why 
I was distressed ; and I frankly acknowledge to you, Miss Halcomhe, that 
I have told him.” 

I was prepared to hear it, and yet she tumed me oold all over when she 
said those words. 

“Let me eamestly entreat you. Madame Fosoo—^let me eamestly entreat 
the Count—^to make some allowances for the sad position in which my 
sister is placed. She spoke while she was smarting under the insult and 
injustice inflicted on her by her husband—and she was not herself when 
she said those rash words. May 1 hope that they will be considerately and 
generously forgiven ?” 

"Most assuredly,” said the Count’s quiet voice, hehind me. He had 
stolen on us, with his noiseless tread, and his book in his hånd, from the 
library. 

"\^en Lady Giyde said those hasty words,” he went on, “ she did me 
an injustice, which I lament—and forgive. Let ns never return to the 
subject. Miss Halcomhe; let us all comfortahly combine to forget it, from 
this moment.” 

“You are very kind,” I said; “you relieve me inexpressibly- ** 

I tried to continue—^but his eyes were on me; his deadly smile, that 
hides eveiything, was set, hard and unwavering, on his broad, smooth face. 
My distrust of his nnfathomable falseness, my sensé of my own degradation 
in stooping to conciliate his wife and himself, so disturbed and oonfused me, 
that the next words failed on my lips, and I stood there in silence. 

“ I beg you on my knees to say no more. Miss Halcomhe—am truly 
shocked that you should have thought it necessary to say so mueh.” With 
that polite speech, he took my hånd—oh, how I despise myself! oh, how 
little comfort there is, even in knowing that I submitted to it for Laura’s 
sake!—^he took my hånd, and put it to his poisonous lips. Never did I 
know all my horror of him till then. That innocent familiarity tumed my 
biood, as if it had been the vilest insult that a man could offer me. Yet 1 
hid my disgust from liim—I tried to smile—^I, who once mercilessly 
despised deceit in other women, was as false as the worst of them, as false 
as the Judas whose lips had touched my band. 

1 oould not have maintained my degrading sélf-control—^it is all that 
redeems me in my own estimation to know that 1 could not—^if he had 
still continued to keep his eyes on my iaee. His wife’s tigerish jealoiisy 
came tc my rescue, and forced his attention away from me, the moment he 
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poBBessed himself of my hånd. Her oold blne eyes canght light; her dull 
white cheeks flushed into bright colour; she looked yoars younger than her 
age, in an instant. 

" Connt!” she said. ** Yonr foreign forms of politeness arO not nnder- 
stood by Englishwomen.” 

** Pardon me, my angel I The hest and dearest Englishwoman in tha 
World understands them.” With those words, he dropped my hånd, and 
quietly raised his wife*s hånd to his lips, in plaoe of it. 

I ran back up the stairs, to take refuge in my own room. If there had 
becn time to think, my thoughts, when I was alone again, would have 
caused me bitter suffering. But there was no time to think. Happily for 
the preservation of my calmness and my courage, there was time for 
nothing but action. 

The letters to the lawyer and to Mr, Fairlie, were still to be written; 
and 1 sat down at once, without a moment’s hesitation, to devote myself to 
them. 

There was nø multitude of resources to perplex me—there was absolutely 
no one to depend on, in the first instance, but myself. Sir Fercival had 
neither friends nor relatives in the neighbourhood whose interoession I 
could attempt to employ. He was on the coldest terms—^in some cases, on 
the worst terms—^with the fiunilies of his own rank and station who lived 
near him. We two women had neither father, nor brother, to come to the 
house, and take our parts. There was no choice, but to write those two 
doubtful letters—or to put Laura in the wrong and myself in the wrong, 
and to make all peaceable negotiation in the future impossible, by secretly 
escaping from Blackwater Fark. Nothing but the most imminent personal 
peril could justify our taking that second course. The letteis must be tried 
first; and I wrote them. 

I said nothing to the lawyer about Anne Catherick ; because (as I had 
already hinted to Laura) that topic was connected wi^ a mysteiy whicb 
we could not yet explain, and which it would therefore be useless to write 
about to a professional man. I left my correspondent to attribute Sir Per- 
cival’s disgraceful, conduct, if he pleased, to fresh disputes about money 
matters; and simply consulted him on the possibility of taking legal pio- 
ceedings foi Laura’s protection, in the event of her husband’s. refhsal to 
allow her to leave Blackwater Fark for a time and return with me to Lim- 
meridge. I referred him to Mr. Fairlie for the details of this last arrange¬ 
ment—I assured him that I wrote with Laura’s authority—and I ended by 
entreating him to act in her name, to the utmost extent of his power, and 
with the least possible loss of time. 

The letter to Mr. Fairlie oceupied me next. I appealed to him on thø 
terms which I had mentioned to Laura ns the most likely to make him be- 
stir himself; I enclosed a copy of my letter to the lawyer, to show liiin 
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how flerious ihe case was; and 1 represented our removal to Lixnmeridge m 
the only compromise whidi would prevent the danger and distr^ of 
Laora’s present position from inevitably affecting her uncle aa well aa her- 
seir, at no very distant time. 

When I had done, and had sesled and directed the two envelopes, 1 went 
back with the letters to Laura’s room, to show her that they were written. 

** Has anybody diaturbed you 7 ” I asked, when she opened the door to 
me. 

** Hobody has knocked,” she ropUed« But I heard some one in the 
outer room.” 

“ Was it a man or a woman?** 

“ A woman. I heard the nistling of her gown.” 

“ Å rustling like silk ?** 

“Yes; like silk.** 

Madame Fosco had evidently been watching outside. The mischief ^e 
inight do by herself, was little to be feared. But the mischief she might 
do, as a willing instromcnt in her husband*8 hånds, was too formidable to 
be overlooked. 

^ What became of the mstling of the gown when you no longer heard it 
in the ante-room ?*’ 1 inquired. ** Did you hear it go past your wall, along 
the passage?** 

** Tes. 1 kept still, and listened; and just heard it.** 

“ Which way did it go?** 

“ Towards your room.** 

I considered again. The sound had not caught my ears. But I was 
then deeply absorbed in my letters ; and I write with a heavy hånd, and a 
qnill pen, scraping and scratching noisily over the paper. It was more 
likely that Madame Fosco would hear the scraping of my pen than that I 
sbould hear the rustling of her dress. Another reason (if 1 had wanted 
one) for not trusting my letters to the post>bag in the hall. 

Laura saw me thinking. “More difficulties I** she said, wearily; “more 
difficulties and more dangers !** 

“ No dangers,*’ I replied. “ Some little difficnlty, perhaps. I am think¬ 
ing of the safest way of putting my two letters into Fanny’s hånds.** 

“ You have really written them, then ? Oh, Marian, nm no risks—^pray, 
pray run no risks 1** 

“ No, no—no fear. Let me see—what o’clock is it now ?** 

It was a quarter to six. There would be time for me to get to the vil- 
lage inn, and to come back again, before dinner. If I waited till the even- 
ing, I might find no second opportunity of safely leaving the house. 

“ Keep the key tumed in Ihe lock, Ijaura,** I said, “ and don*t be afraid 
ftbout me. If you hear any inquiries made, call through the door, and say 
ihat I am gone out fof a walk.** 
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“ When sliall you be back?” 

**Before diuner, without fail. Courage, my love. By tJua time to* 
morrow, you will have a clear-beaded, trustwortby man acting for yonr 
good. Mr. Gilmore*s partner is our next best friend to Mr. Gilmoie 
himself.” 

A moment’s reflection, as soon as I was alone, convinced me that I bad 
better not appear in my walking-dress, until I had first discovered what 
was going on in the lower part of the house. I had not ascertained yet 
whether Sir Percival was in doors or out. 

The singing of the canaries in the library, and the smell of tobaopo-smoke 
that came through the door, which was not closed, told me at once wbere 
the Count was. I looked over my shoulder, as I passed the doorway; and 
saw, to my surprise, that he was exhibiting the docility of the birds, in bis 
most engagingly polite manner, to the housekeeper. He must have spe¬ 
cially invited her to see them—for she wonld never have thought of going 
into the library of her own accord. The man*s slightest actions bad a pur¬ 
pose of some kind at the bottom of every oue of them. What could be bis 
purpose here ? 

It was no time then to inquire into his motives. I looked about for 
Madame Fosco next; and found her following her favourite circle, round 
and round the fish-pond. 

1 was a little doubtful how she would meet me, after the outbreak of 
jealousy, of which I had been the cause so short a time since. But her hus¬ 
band had tamed her in the interval; and she now epoke to me witb the 
same civility as usual. My only objoct in addressing myself to her was to 
ascertain if she knew what had become of Sir Percival. I contrived to 
rcfer to him indirectly ; and, after a little fencing on eitber side^ she at last 
mentioned that he had gone out. 

“ Which of the horses has he taken ?” I asked, carelessly. 

“ None of them,” she replied. “ He went away, two hours since, on foot, 
As I understood it, his object was to make fresh inquiries about the woman' 
named Anne Gatherick. He appears to be unreasonably anxious about 
tracing her. Do you happen to know if she is dangerously mad. Miss 
Halcombe?” 

“ I do not, Countess.” 

“ Are you going in ?” 

** Yes, 1 think so. I suppose it will soon be time to dress for dinner.” 

We entered the house together. Madame Fosco strolled into the library, 
and closed the door. I went at once to fetch my hat and shawl. Every 
moment was of importance, if I was to get to Fanny at the inn and be back 
before dinner. 

When I crossed the hall again, no one was there; and the singing of tbc 
birds in the library had ceased. I could not stop to make any fresh invw' 
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tigaiioDS. I oould only asanre myself tbat the way was clear, and thcn 
leave the honse, with the two letters safe in my pocket. 

On my way to the village, I prepared myself for the possibility of meet¬ 
ing Sir Percival. As long as I had him to deal with alone, I felt certain of 
not losing my presence of mind. Any woman who is snre of her own wits, 
is a match, at any time, for a man who is not snre of his own temper. 1 
had no sn<^ fear of Sir Ferdval as I had of the Count lustead of flutter- 
ing, it had composed me, to hear of the errand on which he had gone out. 
While the tracing of Anne Gatherick was the great anxiety that oocupied 
him, Laura and I might hope for some cessation of any active persecution 
at his hånds. For our sakes now, as well as for Anne’s, I hoped and 
prayed fervently that she might still escape him. 

I walked on as briskly as the heat would let me, till I reached the cross- 
road which led to the village; looking back, from time to time, to make 
sure that I was not followed by any one. 

Nothing was behind me, all the way, but an empty country waggon. 
The noise made by the lumbering wheels annoyed me; and when I found 
that the waggon took the road to the village, as well as myself, I stopped 
to let it go by, and pass out of hearing. As I looked towards it, more 
attentively than before, I thought 1 detected, at intervals, the feet of a man 
walking close behind it; the carter being in front, by the side of his horses. 
The part of the cross-road which I had just passed over was so narrow, that 
the waggon coming after me brushed the trees and thickets on either side; 
and I had to wait until it went by, before I could test the correctness ot 
my impression. Apparently, that impression was wrong, for when the 
waggon had passed me, the road behind it was quite clear. 

I reached the inn without meeting Sir Percival, and without noticing 
anything more; and was glad to find that the landlady had reoeived Fanny 
with all possible kindness. The giri had a little parlour to sit in, away 
from the noise of the tap-room, and a clean bed-chamber at the top of the 
house. She began crying again, at the sight of me; and said, poor soul, 
tnily enough, that it was dreadful to feel herself tumed out into the world, 
as if she had committed some unpardonable fault, when no blame could be 
laid at her door by anybody—^not even by her master who had sent her away. 

“ Try to make the beat of it, Famiy,” I said. “ Your mistress and I will 
stand your friends, and will take care that your character shall not sufier. 
Now, listen to me. I have very little time to spare, and I am going to put 
a great trust in your hånds. I wish you to take care of these two letters. 
The one with the stamp on it you are to put into the post, when you reach 
London, to-morrow. The other, directed to Mr. Fairlie, you are to deliver 
to him yourself, as soon as you get home. Keep botb the letters about 
you, and give them up to no one. They are of the last importance to your 
mistress’s interests,** 
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jJtoiy put ihe letters into the bosom of her dress. ** There they shall 
stop, miss,” she said, “ till I have done what you tell me.” 

“ Mind you are at the station in good time to-morrow moming,” I con- 
tinued. ** And, when you see the housekeeper at Limmeridge, give her my 
oompliments, and say that you are in my service, until Lady Giyde is able 
to take you back. We may meet again sooner than you t hink. So keep a 
good heart, and donH miss the seven o’clock train.” 

“ Thank yoU, miss—thank you kindly. It gives one courage to hear your 
voioe again. Piease to offer my duty to my lady; and say I left all the 
things as tidy as I could in the time. Oh, dear 1 dear! who will dress her 
for dinner to-day ? It really breaks my heart, miss, to think of it.” 

When I got back to the house, I had only a quarter of an hour to spare, 
to put myself in order for dinner, and to say two words to Laura before 1 
went down stairs. 

*‘The letters are in Panny’s hånds,” I whispered to her, at the door. 
“ Do you mean to join us at dinner ?” 

“ Oh, no, no—^not for the world I” 

^ Has anything happened ? Has any one disturbed you ?” 

** Yes—just now—Sir Percival-” 

Did he oome m?” 

No: he frightened me by a thump on the door, outside. I saidj^'W^’s 
there f ‘ You know,* he answered. ‘ Will you alter your mind, and tell 
me the rest ? You shall 1 Sooner or later, TU wring it out of you. You 
know where Anne Gatherick is, at this moment!’ ‘Indeed, indeed,’ I 
said, ‘I don’t.’ ‘You dol’ he called back. ‘Pil crush your obstinacy— 
mind that!—I*!! wring it out of you!’ He went away, with those words— 
went away, Marian, hardly five minutes ago.” 

He had not found Anne I We were safe for that night—he had not 
found her yet. 

“ You are going down stairs, Marian ? Come up again in the evening.” 

“ Yes, yes. Don’t be uneasy, if I am a little late—I must be careful not 
to give offence by leaving them too soon.” 

The dinner-bell rang; and I hastened away. 

Sir Percival took Madame Fosco into the dining-room; and the Count 
gave me his arm. He was hot and ffushed, and was not dressed with his 
customary care and completeness. Had he, too, been out before dinner, 
and been late in getting back ? or was he only suffering from the heat a little 
more severely than usual ? 

However this might be, he was unquestionably troubled by some secret 
annoyance or amdety, which, with all his powers of deception, he was not 
able enlirely to conceid. Through the whole of dinner, he was almost as 
ulent as Sir Percival himself; and he, every now and then, Icoked at nis 
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trife with an expressirøi of furtive uneasinéss, which was quite new in my 
exp^enoe of him. The one social obligation which he seemed to be seil* 
possessed enough to perform as carefuliy as ever, was tbe obligation of being 
persistently civil and attentive to me. Wbat vile object he has in view, I 
caiinot still discover; but, be the design what it may, invariable politeness 
towaids myself, invariable hnmility towards Lama, and invariable snppres* 
sioQ (at any oost) of Sir Ferdval's dnmsy violenoe, have been the means 
he has resolntely and impenetrably nsed to get to his end, ever sinoe he set 
foot in this honse. I suspected it, when he hrst interfered in our favour, 
on the day when the deed was prodnoed in the library, and I feel oertain of 
it, now. 

When Madame Fosoo and 1 rose to leave the table, the Count rose also tc 
soeompany ns back to the drawing-room. 

“What are you going awayforP* asked Sir Perdval—mean yoM, 
Fosoo.'’ 

“lam going away,becanse I have haddinner enough,and wineenough,” 
answered the Gount. “ Be so kind, Perdval, as to make allowances for 
my fordgn habit of going out with tiie ladies, as well as coming in with 
them.” 

“Nonsensel Another glass of claret won't hurt you. Sit down ag^in 
like an Englishman. I want half an hour's quiet talk with you over our 
wine,” 

“ A qmet talk, Percival, with all my heart, but not now, and not over 
ihe wine. Later in the evening if you piease—^later in the evening.” 

“ Civil r said Sir Percival, savagely. “ Civil behaviour, upon my soul, 
to a man in his own house 1” 

I had more than once seen him look at the Count uneasily during dinner- 
time, and had observed that the Gount carefdlly abstained from looking at 
him in return. This circumstance, coupled with the host’s anxiety for a 
little quiet talk over the wine and the guest’s obstinate resolution not to sit 
down again at the table, revived in my memory the request which Sir 
Perdval had vainly addressed to his friend, earlier in the day, to oome out 
of the library and speak to him. The Gount had deferred granting that 
private interview, when it was first asked for in the aftemoon, and had 
again deferred granting it, when it was a second time asked for at the 
dinner-table. Whatever the coming subject of discnssion between them 
might be, it was clearly an important subject in Sr PerdvaPs estimation— 
and perbaps (judging from his evident reluctance tb approach it), a dan- 
gerous subject as well, in the estimation of the Gount. 

These considerations occurred to me while we werø passing from the 
dining-TOom to the drawing-room. Sir Perdvd’s angry commentary on 
his friend's desertion of him had not prodnoed the slightest effect. The 
Djunt obstinately aocomponied ns to the tea-table'—waited a minute 
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two in the room—went out into the hall—and rotumed with the post- 
bag in his hånds. It was then eight o’clock—^the hour at which the letters 
were always despatched from Blackwater Park. 

“ Have you any letter for the post, Miss Haloomhe he asked, approach' 
ing me, with the bag. 

I saw Madame Fosco, who was making tho tea, panse, with the sugar- 
tongs in her hånd, to listen for my answer. 

“ No, Oount, thank you. No letters to-day.*’ 

He gave the bag to the servant, who was then in the room; sat down at 
the piano; and played the air of the lively Neapolitan street-song, ** La 
mia Carolina,” twice over. His wife, who was usually the most deliberate 
of women in all her movements, made the tea as quickly as I could have 
made it myself—finished her own cup in two minutes—and quietly glided 
out of the room. 

I rose to follow her example—partly because I suspected her of attempt- 
ing some treachery up-stairs with Laura; partly, because I was resolved 
not to remain alone in the same room with her husband. 

Before I could get to the door, the Gount stopped me, by a request for a 
cup of tea. I gave him the cup of tea; and tried a second time to get 
away. He stopped me again—this time, by going back to the piano, and 
Buddenly appealing to me on a musical question in which he declaxed that 
the honour of his country was concemed. 

I vainly pleaded my own total ignorance of music, and total want of 
taste in ^t direction. He only appealed to me again witb a vehemence 
which set all further protest on my part at defiance. “ The English and 
the Germans (he indignantly declared) were always reviling the Italiana 
for their inabiUty to cultivate the higW kinds of music. We were per- 
petually talking of our Oratorios; and they were perpetually talking of 
their Symphonies. Did we forget and did they forget his immortal friend 
and oountryman, Hossini ? What was * Moses in E^pt,' but a sublimo 
oratoiio, wHch was acted on the stage, instead of being coldly sung in a 
ooncert-room ? What was the overture to Guillaume Tell, but a Symphony 
under another name? Had I heard Moses in Egypt? Would I listen to 
this, and this, and this, and say if anything more sublimely sacred and 
grand had ever been composed by mortal man ?”—^And, without waiting 
for a word of assent or dissent on my part, looking me hard in the face all 
the time, he began thundering on the piano, and singing to it with loud 
and lofty enthusiasm; only interrupting himself, at intervals, to announce 
to me fiercely the titles of the different pieces of music: “ Chorus of 
Egyptians, in the Plague of Darkness, Miss Halcombe!”—** Bedtativo of 
Moses, with the tables of the Law.”—“ Prayer of Israelites, at the passage 
of the Bed Sea. Ahal Aha! Is that sacred? is that sublime?” Tho 
piano trembled imder his powerful hånds i and the teacups on the tablq 
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rattled, as hid hig bass voioe thundered out the notesy and his heayy fix>t 
beat time on the fioor. 

Thcre was something horrible-HSomething fieroe and devilisb, in the out- 
bnrst of his delight at his own singing and playing, and in the triumph 
with which he watched its effect npon me, as 1 shrank nearer and nearer to 
the door. 1 was released, at last, not by my own efforts, but by Sir 
Percirars interposition. He opened the dining-room door, and oalled out 
angrily to know what ** that infemal noise ” meant. The Gount instantly 
got up from the piano. “ Ah I if Percival is coming,” he said, “ hannony 
and melody are both at an end. The Muse of Music, Miss Haloombe, deserts 
us in dismay ; and I, the fat old minstrel, exhale the rest of my enthusiasm 
in the open air 1” He stalked out into the verandah, put his hånds in his 
pockets, and resumed the recitativo of Moses,*’ sotto voce, in the garden. 

I heard Sir Percival call after him, from the dining-room window. But 
he took no notice: he seemed determined not to hear. That long-deferred 
quiet talk between them was still to be put off, was still to wait for the 
Connt’s absolute will and pleasure. 

He had detained me in the drawing-room nearly half an hour from the 
time when his wife left us. Where had she been, and what had she been 
doing in that interval ? 

I went up-stairs to ascertain, but I made no disooveries; and when I 
questioned Laura, I found that she had not heard anything. Nobody had 
^turbed her—no faint rustling of the silk dress had been audible, either 
in the ante-room or in the passage. 

It was then twenty minutes to nine. After going to my room to get my 
journal, I retumed, and sat with Laura; sometimes writing, sometimes 
stopping to talk with her. Nobody came near us, and nothing happened. 
We remained together till ten o’clock. I then rose; said my last cheering 
words; and wished her good night. She locked her door again, after we had 
ananged that I should come in and see her the first thing in the moming. 

I had a few sentences more to add to my diary, before going to heå 
myself; and, as I went down again to the drawing-room after leaving 
Laura, for the last time that weary day, I resolved merely to show myself 
there, to make my excuses, and then to retire an hour earlier than usual, 
for the night. 

Sir Percival, and the Count and his wife, were sitting together. Sir 
Percival was yawning in an easy-chair; the Count was reading; Madame 
Fosco was fanning herself. Strange to say. Tier face was flushed, now. 
She, whonever suffered from the heat, was most undoubtedly Buffering from 
it to-night. 

“I am afraid, Countess, you are not quite so well as usual?** I said. 

**The very remark I was about to make to you** she replied. “ You are 
Vwking pale, my dear.” 
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My dcar! It was the fint time she had ever addressed me with thai 
familiarity! There was an insolent smile, too, on her face, when she sud 
the words. 

^ I am Buffering from one of my bad headacfaes,” I answered, ooldly. 

**Ah^ indeedP Want of exercise, I suppose? A walk before diimei 
would have been just the thing for you.” She referred to the ** walk” 
with a strange emphasis. Had she seen me go out? No matter if she 
had. The letters were safe now, in Fanny^s hunds. 

** Gome, and have a smoke, Fosco^” said Sir Percival, rising, with another 
uneasy look at his fri^d. 

** With pleasnre, Fcrdval, when the ladies have gone to bed,” replied the 
Count. 

Excuso me, Ckmntess, if I set you the example of retiring,” 1 said. 
^ The only remedy for such a headache as mine is going to bed.” 

I took my leave. There was the same insolent smile on the woman’s 
face when I shook hånds with hen Sir Percival paid no attention to me. 
He was looking Impatiently at Madame Fosco, who showed no signs of 
leaving the room with me. The Cbunt smiled to himself behind his book. 
There was yet another delay to that quiet talk with Sir Percival—and the 
Oountess was the impediment, this time. 

IX. 

JtTNB 19th.-- Onee safely ahut into my own room, I opened these pages, 
and prepared to go on ^nth that part of the day’s record whidi was still left 
to wfite. 

For ten minutes or more, I sat idle, with the pen in my hånd, thihking 
over the events of the last twelve hours. When I at last addressed myself 
to my task, I found a difficulty in prooeeding with it which I had never 
nxperienced before. In spite of my efforts to fix my tboughta on the matter 
in hånd, they wandered away, with the strengest persistency, in the one 
direction of Sir Percival and the Oonnt; and all the interest whioh I tried 
to ooncentrate on my journal, centred, instead, in that private interview 
between ihem, which had been put off all through the day, and which was 
now to take plaoe in the silenoe and solitude of the night. 

In this perverse state of my mind, the reoollection of what had passed 
sinoe the moming would not oome back to me; and there was no resouroe 
but to close my journal and to get away from it for a little while. 

■ I opened the door which led from my bedroom into. my sitting-room, 
and, having passed through, pulled it to again, to prevent any accident, in 
case of draught, with the candle left on the drcssing-table. My sitting- 
room window was wide open; and I leaned out, lisUessly, to look at t^ 
night. 

U was dark and quiet. Neither moon nor stars wcre visible. ITicrs 
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was a fiméll like ram in tbo stilig heavy air; and I put my band out of 
wmdow. No. Tbe rain was only threatening; it bad not oozne yet^ 

I remained leaning on tbe window-aill for nearly a quarter of an bour, 
looking out abøently into tbe black darkness, and bearing notbing, exccpt, 
now and tben, tbe voioes of tbe servants, or tbe distant sound of a closing 
door, in tbe lower pårt of tbe bouse. 

Just as I was tuming away wearily from tbe window, to go back to tbe 
bedroom, and make a second attempt to complete tbe unfinisbed entry in 
my journal, I smelt tbe odour of tobacco-smoke, stealing towards me on tbe 
heavy nigbt air. The next moment I saw a tiny red spark advancing 
from tbe farther end of tbe bouse in tbe pitcb darkness. I beard no foot- 
steps, and I could see notbing but tbe spark. It travelled along in tbe 
nigbt; passed tbe window at wbicb I was standing; and stopped opposite 
my bedroom window, inside wbicb I bad left tbe ligbt buming oa tbe 
dressing-table. 

Tbe spark remained stationary, for a moment, tben moved back again in 
tbe direction from wbicb it bad advanced. As I followed its progress, I 
saw a second red spark, larger tban tbe £rst, approacbing from tbe distance. 
The two met togetber in tbe darkness. Kemembering wbo smoked- 
sigaiettes, and wbo smoked cigars, I inferred, immediately, that tbe Count 
nad oome out first to look and listen, under my window, and tbat Sir 
Percival bad afterwards joinéd bim. Tbey must botb have been walking 
on tbe lawn—or I sbould oertainly have beard Sir Percival’s heavy footfall, 
thou^ tbe Count’s soft step migbt have escaped me, even on tbe gravel 
walk. 

I waited quietly at tbe window, certain tbat tbey could neitber of tbem 
see me, in tbe darkness of tbe room. 

** Wbat’s tbe matter T* I beard Sir Percival say, in a low voice, “ Why 
don’t you come in and sit down ?” 

“ I want to see tbe ligbt out of tbat window,” replied tbe Count, softly, 

“ Wbat barm does tbe bght do ?” 

“ It shows she is not in bed yet, Sbe is sbarp enough to suspect some- 
thing, and bold enough to come down stairs and listen, if sbe can get tbe 
chance. Patience, Percival—^patience.” 

“ Humbug I You’re always talking of patience.” 

“ I sball talk of something else presently, My good friénd, you are on 
tbe edge of your dornes tic precipice; and if I let you give tbe women one 
otber chance, on my sacred word of honour tbey ^vill push you over it!” 

“ Wbat tbe devil do you mean 

“ We will come to our explanations, Percival, wben tlie ligbt is out of 
tbat window, an i wben I have bad one little look at tbe rooms on eacb 
side of tbe bbrary, and a peep at tbe staircase as well.” 

Tbey slowly moved away; and tbe rest of tbe conversation between ther* 
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(which had been condncted, thronghout, in tho same low tones) oeaacd to 
audible. It was no matter. I had heard enough to determine me on 
justifying the Gonnt’s opinion of my sharpness and my courage. Before 
the red sparks were out of sight in the darkness, I had made up my mind 
that there should be a listener when those two men sat downto théir talk— 
and that the listener, in spite of all the Count’s precautions to the oontrary, 
should be myself. I wanted but one motive to sanction the act to my 
own conscienoe, and to give me courage enough for performing it; and 
that motive I had. Laura’s honour, Laura’s happiness—Laura’s life itself 
—might depend on my quick ears, and my fistitUM memory, to-ni^t. 

I had heard the Gount say that he meant to examine the rooms on each 
side of the library, and the staircase as well, before he entered on any 
explanations with Sir Percival. This expression of his intentions was 
necessarily sufficient to inform me that the library was the room in which 
he proposed that the conversation should take place. The one moment of 
time which was long enough to bring me to that conclusion, was also the 
moment which showed me a means of baffiing his precautions—or, in other 
words, of hearing what he and Sir Percival said to each other, withont the 
risk of descending at all into the lower regions of the house. 

In speaking of the rooms on the ground floor, I have mentioned ind- 
dentally the verandah outside them, on which they all opened by means of 
French Windows, extending from the comice to the floor, The top of this 
verandah was flat; the rain-water being carried off from it, by pipes, into 
tanks which helped to supply the house. On the narrow leaden roof, 
which ran along past the bedrooms, and which was rather less, I should 
think, than three feet below the silis of the Windows, a row of flower-pots 
was ranged, with wide intervals between each pot; the whole being pro- 
tected from falling, in high winds, by an ornamental iron railing along the 
edge of tho roof. 

The plan which had now occurred to me was to get out, at my sitting- 
room window, on to this roof; to creep along noiselessly, till I reached that 
part of it which was immediately over the library window; and to crouch 
down between the flower-pots, with my ear against the outer railing. If 
Sir Percival and the Gount sat and smoked to-night, as I had seen them 
sitting and smoking many nights before, with their chairs close at the opeu 
window, and their feet stretched on the zinc garden seats which were 
placed under the verandah, every word they said to each other above a 
whisper (and no long conversation, as we all know by experience, can be 
carried on in a whisper) must iuevitably reach my ears. If, on the other 
hånd, they chose, to-night, to sit far back inside the room, then, the 
chances were, that I should hear little or nothing; and, in that case, I 
must run the far more serious risk of trying to outwit them down stairs. 

Strmgly as I was fortified in my resolution by the desperate nature e( 
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our situation, 1 hoped most fervently tbat I migbt escape tbis last 
emeigency. My courage was only a woman’s courage, after all; and 
it was yery near to failing me, wben I tbougbt of trusting myself, on thc 
gFound floor, at the dead of nigbt, witbin reacb of^ir Percival and tbe 
Count, 

I went softly back to my bedroom, to try tbe safer experiment of tbe 
verandah roof, first. 

A complete cbange in my dress was imperatively necessary, for many 
reasons. I took off my slik gown to begin witb, because the sligbtest 
noise from it, on tbat still nigbt, migbt have betrayed me. I next removed 
the white and cumbersome parts of my underclothing, and replaced tbem by 
a pettiooat of dark flannel. Over tbis, I put my black travelling cloak, and 
pulled the bood on to my head. In my ordinary evening costume, I took 
iip the room of three men at least. In my present dress, wben it was beld 
close about me, no man could have passed tbrough tbe narrowest spaces 
more easily tban I. Tbe little breadtb left on tbe roof of tbe verandah, 
between tbe flower-pots on one side, and tbe wall and tbe Windows of tbe 
hoTise on tbe otber, made tbis a serious consideration. If I knocked 
anything down, if I made tbe least noise, wbo could say wbat tbe oon- 
sequences migbt be ? 

I only waited to put tbe matcbes near tbe candle, before I extinguisbed 
it, and groped my way back into the sitting-room. I locked that door, as 
I had locked my bedroom door—^then quietly got out of the window, and 
cautiously set my feet on tbe leaden roof of the verandah. 

My two rooms were at the inner extremity of the new wing of the house 
inwhicb we all lived; and 1 bad flve Windows to pass, before I could 
reach tbe position it was necessary to take up immediately over the 
library. Tbe first window belonged to a spare room, wbicb was empty. 
The second and tbird Windows belonged to Laura’s room. The fourtb 
window belonged to Sir PercivaFs room. The fifth, belonged to the 
Countess’s room. Tbe others, by wbicb it was not necessary for me to 
pass, were tbe Windows of tbe Count’a dressing-room, of the bath-room, 
and of tbe second empty spare room. 

Ko sound reacbed my ears—tbe black blinding darkness of tbe nigbt 
was all round me wben I first stood on the verandah, except at tbat part 
of it wbicb Madame Fosco’s window overlooked. There, at the very place 
ahove tbe library, to wbicb my course was directed—^there, I saw a gieam 
of light! The Countess was not yet in bed. 

It was too late to draw back; it was no time to wait. I determined to 
go on at all bazards, and trust for security to my own caution and to tbe 
darkness of the nigbt. For Laura’s sake 1” I Ibougbt to myself, as I took 
the first step forward on the roof, witb one band holding my cloak close 
ronnd me, and otber groping agamst tbe wall of the house. It was 
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beiter to briish close by the wall, tban to risk striking my feet against tlie 
ilower-pots within a few inches of me, oa tbe other side. 

I passed the dark window of the spare room, tryiag the leaden roof, at 
lach step, with my foot, before I risked resting my weight on it. I passed 
the dark Windows of Laura s room (“ God bless her and keep her to-night T). 
I passed the dark window of Sir Percivars room. Then, I waited a moment, 
knelt*down, with my hånds to supi)ort mo; and so crept to my position, 
under the protection of the low wall betweun the bottom of the lighted 
window and the verandah roof. 

When I ventured to look up at the window itself, I found that the top 
of it only was open, and that the blind inside was drawn down. While I 
was looking, I saw the shadow of Madame Fosco pass across the white 
field of the blind—then pass slowly back again. Thus far, she could not 
have heard me—or the shadow would surely have stopped at the blind, 
cven if she had wanted courage enough to open the window, and look 
out? 

1 placed myself sideways against the railing of the verandah; first 
asoertaining, by touching them, the position of the flower-pots on either 
side of me. There was room enough for me to sit between them, and no 
more. The sweet-scented leaves of the flower on my left band, just 
brushed my cheek as 1 lightly rested my head against the railing. 

The.first sounds that reached me from below were caused by the opening 
or closing (most probably the latter) of three doors in succession—the 
doors, no doubt, le^ng into the hall, and into the rooms on each side of 
the library, which the Count had pledged himself to examine. The first 
object that I saw was the red spark again travelling out into the night, 
from under the verandah; moving away towards my window; waiting 
a moment; and then retuming to the place from which it had set out. 

“ The devil take your restlessness I When do you mean to sit down ?*’ 
growled Sir Percival’s voice beneath me. 

“ Guf I how hot it is I” said the Count, sighing and pufifing wearily. 

His exclamation was foUowed by the scraping of the garden chairs on the 
tiled pavement under the verandah—^the weloome sound which told me 
they were going to sit close at the window as usual. So far, the chance 
was mine. The clock in the turret struck the quarter to twelve as they 
settléd themselves in their chairs. I heard Madame Fosco through the 
open window, yawning; and saw her shadow pass once more across the 
white field of the blind. 

Meanwhile, Sir Percival and the Count began talking togcther below; 
now and then dropping their voices a little Iqwer than usual, but neyer 
sinking them to a whisper. The strangeness and peril of my situation, the 
dread, which I could not master, of Madame Fosco’s lighted window, made 
t difiioult, almost impossiblo for me, at first, to keep my presence of mind 
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and to fix my attention solely on the oonrersation beneath. For somo 
minntes, I conld only succeed in gathering the general substance of it. 1 
undentood the Connt to say that the oue window alight was his wife’s; 
that the ground fioor of the house was qoite clear; and that they might 
now speak to each other, without fear of accidcnts. Sir Perdval merely 
answered hy upbraiding his fnend with having nnjnstifiably slighted his 
wisbes and neglected his interests, all through the day. The Gount, 
thereupoD, defended himself hy declaring tliat he had been beset by oertain 
troubles and anxieties which had ahsorhed all his attention, and that the 
only safe time to come to an explanation, was a time when they could feel 
certain of heing neither intemipted nor ovcrheard, “ We are at a serious 
crisis in our affikirs, Percival,” he said; " and if we are to decide on the 
future at all, we must decide secretly to-night.” 

That sentence of the Goont^s was the first which my attention was 
ready enough to master, exaetly as it was spoken. From this point, with 
oertam breaks and intemiptions, my whole interest fixed breathlessly on 
the conveisation; and I followed it word for word. 

” Crisis F* repeated Sir Pcrcival. " It’s a worse crisis than you think 
for, I can tell you.** 

^‘Solshould suppose, from your behaviour for the last day or two,” 
retumed the other, coolly. “ But, wait a little. Before we advanoe to 
what I do not know, let us he quite certain of what 1 do kuow. Let us 
first see if I am right about the time that is past^ before I make any pro- 
poeal to you for the time that is to oome.” 

“ Stop till I get the brandy and water. Have some yourself.** 

“ Thank you, Percnval. Tlie cold water with pleasnre, a spoon, and the 
hasin of sngar. Eau imerée, my friend—nothing more.” 

** Sugar and water, for a man of your age I—There! mix your sickly 
mess. You foreigners are all alike.” 

“ Kow, listen, Percival. I will put our position plainly before you, as I 
understand it; and you shall say if I am ri^t or wrong. You and I both 
came back to this house from the Coutineut, with our affaiis very seriously 
emharrassed- 

"Gut it short! I wanted some thousands, and you some hundreds— 
and, without the money, we were hoth in a fair way to go to the dogs 
together. There’s the situation. Make what you can of it. Go on.” 

“ Well, Percival, in your own solid English words, you wanted some 
thousands and 1 wanted some hundreds; and the only way of getting ihem 
was for you to raise the money for your own necessity (with a small 
margin, beyond, for my poor littie hundreds), by the help of your wife 
What did I tell you ahout your wife on our way to England ? and what did 
I tell you again, when we had come here, and when I had seen for mysell 
Ihe sort of woman Miss Haloombe was ?'* 
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“ How should I know ? You talked nineteen to the dozen, I 8upxx)8e, 
just as usual.” 

** 1 said this: Human ingenuity, my friend, has hitherto only discoverod 
two ways in which a man can manage a woman. One way is to knock her 
down—a method largely adopted by the brutal lower orders of the peoplc, 
but utterly abhorrent to the refined and educated classes above them. The 
other way (mueh longer, mueh more difficult, but, in the end, not less cer- 
tain) is never to accept a provocation at a woman’s hånds. It holds with 
animals, it holds with children, and it holds with women, who are nothing 
but children grown up. Quiet resolution is the one quality the animR]«^ 
the children, and the women all &il in. If they can once shake this supe- 
rior quality in their master, they get the better of him. K they can. never 
succeed in disturbing it, he gets the bétter of tliem. I said to you, Eemember 
that plain tnith, when you want your wife to help you to the money. I 
said, Remember it doubly and trebly, in the presence of your wife’s sister. 
Miss Halcombe. Have you remembered it? Not once, in all the compli- 
cations that have twisted themselves about us in this house. Every pro¬ 
vocation that your wife and her sister could offer to you, you instantly | 
accepted from them. Your mad temper lost the signature to the deed, lost j 
the ready money, set Miss Halcombe writing to the lawyer for the first 
time—” 

** First time ? Has she written again ?” I 

“ Yes; she has written again to-day,” 

A chair feil on the pavement of the verandah—feil with a crash, as if it 
had been kicked down. 

It was well for me that the Gount’s revelation roused Sir Percival’s anger 
as it did. On hearing that I had been once more discovered, I started so 
that the railing against which I leaned, cracked again. Had he followed 
me to the inn ? Did he infer that I must have given my letters to Fanny, 
when I told him I had none for the post-bag ? Even if it was so, how 
couTd he have examined the letters, when they had gone straight from my 
hånd to the bosom of the girl’s dress ? 

“ Thank your lucky star,” I heard the Count say next, ** that you havo 
me in the house, to imdo the harm, as fast as you do it Thank your 
lucky star that I said, No, when you were mad enough to talk of tuming 
the key to*day on Miss Halcombe, as you tumed it, in your mischievous 
folly, on your wife. Where are your eyes ? Can you look at Miss Hal- 
oombe, and not see that she has the foresight and the resolution of a man? 
With that woman for my friend, I would snap these fingers of mine at the 
World. With that woman for my enemy, I, with all my brains and expe- 
rience—I, Fosco, eunning as the devil himself, as you have told me a 
hundred times—I walk, in your English phrase, upon egg-shclls! And 
this grand creature—drink her health in my sugar and water— this grand 
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ercature^ who stands iti the strcngth of her love and her courage, firm as s 
rock between us two, and that poor flimsy pretty blonde wife of yours— 
this magnificent woman, whom I admire with all my soul, though I oppose 
her in your interests and in mine, you drive to cxtremities, as if she was no 
»harper and no holder than the rest of her sex. Percival I Percival I you 
deserve to fail, and you Aave lailed.** 

There was a pause. I write the villain’s words about myself, because I 
mean to remember them; because I hopo yet for the day when I may speak 
ont ODce for all in his presence, and cast them back, one by oue, in his 
teeth. 

Sir Percival was the first to break the silence again. 

“Yes,yes; bully and bluster as mueh as you like,” he said, sulkily; 
“thedifficulty about the money is not the only difficulty. You would bo 
for taking strong measures with the women, yoiirself—^if you knewas mueh 
as I do.” 

“ We will come to that second difficulty, all in good time,” rejoined the 
Count. ** You may confuse yourself, Percival, as mueh as you piease, but 
you shall not confuse me. Let the questiou of the money be settled first. 
Have I convinced your obstinacy? have i shown you that your temper 
will not let you help yourself?—Or must I go back, and (as you put it in 
your dear straightforward English) bully and bluster a littie more^ 

“ Pooh! It’s easy enough to grumble at me. Say what is to be done— 
that's a litUe harder.” 

“ Is it ? Bah 1 This is what is to be done: You give up all direction 
in the business from to-night; you leave ir, for the future, in my hånds 
only. I am talking to a Practical British man—^ha ? Well, Practical, will 
that do for you ?” 

** What do you propose, if I leave it all to you ?” 

“ Answer me first. Is it to be in my bands or not ?” 

“ Say it is in your hånds—^what then ?” 

“ A few questions, Percival, to begin with. I must wait a little, yet, to 
let drcumstances guide me; and I must know, in every possible way, what 
those circumstances are likely to be. There is no time to lose. I havo 
told you already that Miss Halcombe has written to the lawyer to-day, for 
the second time.” 

“ How did you find it out ? What did she say ?” 

“If I told you, Percival, we should only come back at the end to where 
we are now. Enough that I have found it out—and the findi ng has caused 
that trouble and anxiety which made me so inaccessible to you all through 
to-day. Now, to refresh my memory about your affairs—it is some time 
sinoe I talked them over with you. The money has been raised, in the 
absence of your wife’s signature, by means of bilis at three months- - 
mised at a cost that makes my povcrty-stricken foreign hair stand on end 
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to tliink of it I Wheii the bilis are due, is there really and truly no carihly 
way of paying them but by the help of your wife F** 

“ None.” 

“ What I You have no money at the bankers!” 

** A few hundreds, when I Vrant as many thousands.” 

Have you no other security to borrow upon 
“ Not a shred.** 

“ What have you actually got with your wife, at the present moment 
** Nothing but the interest of her twenty thousand pounds—barely enough 
lo pay our daily expenses.” 

“ What do you expect from your wife ?” 

Three thousand a year, when her unde dies.” 

“ A fine fortune, Perdval. What sort of a man is this unde ? Old ?” 

“ No—-neither old nor young.” 

“A good-tempered, freely-living man? Married? No—I think my 
wifis told mc, not married.” 

“ Of oourse not. If he was married, and had a son. Lady Giyde wonU 
not be next heir to the property. 1*11 tell you what he is. He’s a maudlin, 
iwaddling, selfish fool, and bores everybody who comes near him about the 
!itate of his health.” 

** Men of that sort, Percival, live long, and marry malevolently when you 
;least expeot it. I don*t give you mueh, my friend, for your chance of the 
three thousand a year. Is there nothing more that oomes to you from your 
wife? 

“ Nothing.” 

“ Absolutely nothing ?** 

“ Absolutely nothing—except in case of her death.** 

** Aha! in the case of her death.” 

There was another pause. The Count moved from the verandah to the 
gravel walk outside. I knew that he had moved, by his voice. “ The rain 
has oome at last,” I heard him say. It had oome. The state of my cloak 
showed that it had been falling thicklv for some little time. 

o w 

The Goimt went back under the verandah—^1 heard the chair creak 
beneath his weight as he sat down in it again. 

“ Well, Percival,” he said; “ and, in the case of Lady Glyde’s death, 
what do you get then ?” 

“ If she leaves no children—— ’ 

“ Which she is likely to do?” 

“ Whidi she is not in the least likely to do—” 

« Tes?” 

“ Why, then I get her twenty thousand pounds.” ^ ^ 

** Paid down ?” 

“ Faid down.” - 
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Tbey were silent onoe more. As tlieir voices ccascd, Madame 'Fosoo’s 
shadow darkened the blind again. Instead of passing this time, it remained, 
for a moment, qnite stilL I saw her fingers stcal round the oomer of the 
blind, and draw it on one side. The dim white outline of her face, look- 
ing ont straight over me, appeared behind the window. I kept still, 
slirouded from head to foot in my black cloak. The rain, which was fast 
wetting me, dripped over the glass, blurred it, and prevented her from see- 
ing anything. ** More rain 1” I heard her say to herself. She dropped the 
blind—and I breathed again freely. 

The talk went on below me ; the Oount resnming it, this time. 

“ Perdval I do you care about your wifeF* 

“ Fosco! that’s rather a downright question.’* 

** I am a downright man; and I repeat it.’* 

“ Why the devil do you look at me in that way ?** 

“ You won*t answer me? Well, then; let us say your wife dies befora 
the sommer is out—” 

^ Drop it, Fosoo !* 

“ Let us say your wife dies-” 

“ Drop it, I tell you!” 

“In that case, you would gain twenty thousandpounds; and youwould 

iose-i** 

“ I should lose the chance of three thousand a year,” 

“ The remote chance, Percival—^the remote chance only. And you want 
money, at once. In your position, the gain is certain—the loss doubtful.” 

“ Speak for yourself as well as for me. Some of the money I want has 
been borrowed for you. And if you come to gain, my wife’s death would 
be ten thousand pounds in your wife’s pocket. Sharp as you are, you 
seem to have convcniently forgotten Madame Fosco’s legacy. Don’t look at 
me in that way! I won’t have it! What with your looks and your ques- 
tions, upon my soul, you make my flesh creep 1” 

“Your fleshP Does flesh mean conscience in English? I speak of 
your wife’s death, as I speak of a possibility. Why not ? The respectable 
lawyers who scribble-scrabble your deeds and your wills, look the death s of 
living people in the face. Do lawyers make your flesh creep P Why 
should IP It is my business to-night, to clear up your position beyond 
the possibility of mistake—and I have now done it. Here is your position. 
If your wife lives, you pay those bilis with her signaturetothe parchment. 
If your wife dies, you pay them with her death.” 

As he spoke, the light in Madame Fosoo’s room was extingnished; and 
the whole second floor of the house was now sunk in darkness. 

“ Talk! talk 1” grumbled Sir Percival. “ One would think, tohear you, 
that my wife’s signature to the deed was got already.” 

You havo left the matter in my bands,” retorted the Count j “ and 
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have more than two months before me to tam round in. Say nø mere 
iilKJUt it, if you piease, for the present. "When the bilis are dne, you wil. 
see for yourself if my ‘ talk! talk 1* is worth something, or if it is not. 
And now, Percival, having done with the money-matters for to-night, I 
ciin place my attention at yonr disposal, if you wish to consult me on that 
sccond difficnlty which has mixed itself up with our little embarrassments, 
and which has so altered you for the worse, that I hardly know you again. 
Speak, my friend—^and pardon me if I shock your dery natiomd tastes by 
mixing myself a second glass of sngar and water.” 

“ It’s very well to say speak,’* replied Sir Percival, in a fai more quiet 
and more polite tone than he had yet adopted; but it’s not so easy to 
know how to begin.” 

“ Shall I help you ?” suggested the Count. “ Shall I give this private 
difficulty of yours a namc ? What, if I call it—Anne Catherick ?” 

Look here, Fosco, you and I have known each other for a long time; 
and, if you have helped me out of one or two scrapes before this, I have 
done the hest I could to help you in return, as far as money would go. 
We liave made as many frlcndly sacrifices, on both sides, as men could; 
but we have had our secrets from each other, of course—haven’t we ?” 

“ You have had a secret from me, Percival. There is a skeleton in your 
cupboard here at Blackwater Park, that has peeped out, in these last few 
days, at other people besides yourself.” 

Well, suppose it has. If it doesn’t concem you, you needn’t be euiious 
about it, need you ?” 

** Do I look curious about it?” 

" Yes, you do.” 

**Sol so! my føce speaks the truth, then? What an immense founda- 
tion of good there must be in the nature of a man who arrives at my age, 
and whose face has not yet lost the habit of speaking the trath!—Come, 
Giyde! let us be candid one with the other. This secret of yours has 
sought me: 1 have not sought tt. Let us say I am curious—do you ask 
me, as your old friend, to respect your secret, and to leave it, once for all, in 
your own keeping ?” 

“ Yes—that’s just what I do ask.” 

“ Then my curiosity is at an end. It dies in me, from this moment.” 

Do you really mean that ?” 

“ What makes you doubt me ? 

“ I have had some experience, Fosco, of your roundabout ways; and I 
am not so sure that you won’t worm it out of me after all.” 

The chair below suddenly creaked again—felt the trellis-work pillar 
under me shake from top to bottom. The Count had started to hia feet 
and had struck it with his hånd, in indignation. 

“Percival! Percival!” h'e cried, passionately, “do you know me no 
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betler tlian that? Has all yoar experienoe shown yon uothing of my 
character yet ? I am a man of the antiqiie type! I am capable of the 
mostexalted acts of virtue—when I have the chance of performing them. 
It has been the misfortune of my life that 1 have had few chances. My 
conception of friendship is sublime! Is it my fault that your skeleton bns 
peeped out at me ? Why do I confess my curiosity ? You poor superficial 
Englishman, i t is to magnify my own self^control. I could draw your 
secret out of you, if I liked, as I draw this finger out of the palm of my 
hånd—you know I could ! But you have appealed to my friendship; and 
the duties of friendship are sacred to me. See I I trample my base curiosity 
under my feet. My exalted sentiments lift me abo/e it. Eeoognise them, 
Percival ] imitate them, Percival I Shake hånds—I forgive you.” 

His voice faltered over the last words—faltered, as if he was actually 
shedding tears! 

Sir Percival confusedly attempted to exense himself. But the Ck>ui:l 
was too magnanimous to listen to him. 

“ No!” he said. “ When my friend has wounded me, I can pardon him 
without apologies. Tell me, in plain words, do you want my help ?** 

“Yes, badly enough.” 

“Andyou can ask for it without compromising yourself ?** 

“ I can try, nt any rate.” 

“ Try, then.” 

“ Well, this is how it stands:—told you, to-day, that 1 had done my 
hest to find Anne Gathcrick, and failed.” 

“ Yes; you did.” 

“ Tosco! I’m a lost man, if I don^t find her.” 

“ Ha! Is it so serious as that ?” 

A little stream of light travelled out under the verandah, and feli over 
the gravel-walk. The Count had taken the lamp from the inner part of 
the room, to see his friend clcarly by the light of it. 

“Yes!” he said. “ Jour face speaks the truth this time. Serious, 
indood—as seriouS* as the money matters themselves.’’ 

“ More serious. As true as I sit here, more serious 1” 

The light disappeared again, and the talk went on. 

“ I showed you the letter to my wifo that Anne Catherick hid in the 
sand,” Sir Percival continued. “ There’s no boasting in that letter, Fosco 
—she doea know the Secret.” 

“ Say as little as possible, Percival, in my presence, of the Secret. l)oes 
she know it from you ?” 

“ No; from her mother.” 

“ Two womeii in possession of your private mind—^bad, bad, bad, my 
friend! One question here, before we go any farther. The motive of your 
sbittiug up the daughter in the asylum, is now plain enough to me—^but 
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tl)o mannGr of her escape is not qnite so clear. Do you sttspect the people 
in charge of hor of closing their eyes purposely, at the instanoe of aome 
enemy who could aiford to inake it worth their while ?*’ 

** No; she was the hest-behaved patient they had—^and, like foola, they 
trusted her. She’s just mad cmongh to be shut up, and just sane enough 
to ruin me when she’s at large—^if you understand that ?” 

“ I do understand it. Now, Percival, come at once to the point; and 
then I shall know what to do. Where is the danger of your position at the 
present moment 

** Anne Gatherick is in this neighbourhood, and in communication with 
Lady Giyde—^there’s the danger, plain enough. Who can read the letter 
she hid in the sand, and not see that my wife is in possession of the secret, 
leny it as she may ?” 

“ One moment, Percival. If Lady Giyde does kndw the secret, she must 
icnow also that it is a compromising secret for you» As your wife, surely it 
is her interest to keep it ?” 

** Is it ? I’m Corning to that. It might be hor interest if she cared two 
straws about me. But I happen to be an encumbranoe in the way of 
another man. She was in love with him, before she married me—^she*8 in 
love with him now—'in infemal vagabond of a drawing-master, named 
Hartright.” i 

“ My dear friend * what is there extraordinary in that ? They arø all in 
love with some other, man. Who gets the first of a woman’s heart? In 
ill my experiehoe I have never yet met with the man who was Kumber 
One. Number Two, sometimes. Number Three, Pour, Five, often. 
Number One, never I He exists, of oourse—^but, I have not met with him.” 

“ Waitl I haven’t done yet. Who do you think helped Anne Gatherick 
to get the start, when the people from the madhouse were after her ? 
Hartright. Who do you think saw her again in Gumberland ? Hartright 
Both times, he spoke to her alone. Stopl don’t interrupt me. The 
scoundrel’s as sweet on my wife, as she is on him. He knows the secret, 
and she knows the secret. Once let them both get together again, and its 
her interest and his interest to tum their information against me.” 

“ Gently, Percival—^gently ? Are you insensible to the virtue of Lady 
Giyde?” 

** That for the virtue of Lady Giyde I I believe in nothing about her 
but her money. Don’t you see how the case stands ? She might be harm* 
less enough by herself; but if she and that vagabond Hartright- ** 

“ Yes, yes, I see. Where is Mr. Hartright ?** 

** Out of the country. If he means to keep a whole skin on his bonefi^ I 
rooommend him not to oome back in a hurry.” 

“ Are you sure he is out of the country ?” 

“ Oertain. I had him watched from the time he left Gumberland to ti* 
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timø he sailed. Oh, IVe been careful, 1 can tell you! Anne Catherick 
lived with some people at a farm-house near Limmeridge. I went there, 
myself, after she had given me the slip, and made snre that they knew 
nothing. I gave her mother a form of letter to write to Miss Halcombe, 
exonerating me from any had motive in putting her under restraint. I*ve 
spent, l’m afraid to say howmuch, in trying to trace her. And, in spite of 
it all, she tums up here, and escapes me on my own property I How do 1 
know who else may sce her, who else may speak to h^ ? That prying 
scoundrel, Hartright, may come hack without my knowing it, and may 
Diake use of her to-morrow—” 

“ Kot he, Percival! While I am on the spot, and while that woman is 
in the nei^hourhood, I will answer for our laying hånds on her, hefore Mr. 
Hartri^t—even if he does come hack. 1 see! yes, yes, 1 seel The 
finding of Anne Catherick is the hrst necessity: make your mind easy 
ahout the rest. Your wife is here, under your thumh ; Miss Halcomho is 
inseparahle from her, and is, therefore, under your thumh also; and Mr. 
Hartright is out of the country. This invisihle Anne of yours, is all we 
have to think of for the present. You have made your inquiries 

** Yes. I have heen to her mother; I have ransacked the village—and 
»U to no purpose.’* 

**Is her mother to he depended cm?” 

“Yes.” 

“ She has told your secret once.” 

“ She won*t tell it again.” 

“ Why not ? Are her own interests conoemed in keeping it, as well as 
yours?” 

“ Yes—deeply concemed.” 

“ I am glad to hear it, Percival, Tor your sake. Don’t he discouraged, 
my friend. Our money matters, as I told you,* leavo me plenty of time to 
torn round in; and I may search for Anne Catherick to-morrow to hetter 
purpose than you. One last question, hefore we go to hed.” 

^ What is it ?** 

*• It is this. When I went to the hoah-house to tell Lady Giyde that the 
little difficulty of her signatuie was put o£f, accident took me there in time 
to see a strange woman parting in a very suspicious manner from your 
wife. But accident did not hring me near enough to see this same woman’s 
&ce plainly. I must know how to recognise our invisihle Anne. What is 
she like ?” 

“Idke? Come 1 1*11 tell you in two words. She*s a sickly likeness of 
my wife.” 

The chair creaked, and the pillar shook onoe more. The Count was on 
his feet agaiu—^this time in astoniahment. 

What!! r* he exclaimed, eagerly. 
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** Ifancy my wife, after a bad illness, with a touch of sometbing wroBg 
in her head—and there is Anne Catherick for yon,” answered Sir Perdval. 

“ Arc they related to each other ?’* 

“ Not a bit of it.” 

‘‘And yet, so like?” 

“ Yes, 80 like. Wliat are you langhing about ?” 

There was no answer, and no sound of any kind. The Goont was 
^aughing in his smooth silent intemal way. 

“ What are you laughing about ?” reiterated Sir Percival. 

“ Perhaps, at my own fancies, my good friend. Allow me my Italian 
humour—do I not come of the illustrious nation which invented tlit 
exhibition of Punch ? Well, well, well, I shall know Anne Catherick when 
I see her—and so enough for to-night. Make your mind easy, Percival. 
Sleep, my son, the sleep of the just; and see what I will do for you, when 
daylight comes to help us both. I have my projects and my plans, here in 
my big head. You shall pay those bilis and find Anne Catherick—^my 
sacred word of honour on it, but you shall I Am I a friend to be treasured 
in the hest corner of your heart, or am I not ? Am I worth those loans of 
money which you so delicately reminded me of a little while since ? What- 
ever you do, never wound me in my sentiments any more. Recognise 
them, Percival I imitate them, Percival 1 I forgive you a^n; I shake 
hånds again. Good night 1” 

Not another word was spoken. I heard the Count close the library 
door. I heard Sir Percival barring up the window-shuttfers. It had been 
raining, raining all the time. I was cramped by my position, and chilied 
to the bones. When I first tried to move, the effbrt was so painfiil to me, 
that I was obliged to desist. I tried a second time, and succeeded in rising 
to my knees on the wet roof. 

As I crept to the wall, and raised myself against it, I looked back, and 
saw the window of the Count's dressing-xoom gieam into light. Mv sink- 
ing courage flickered up in me again, and kept my eyes fixea on his 
window, as I stole my way back, step by step, past the wall of the house. 

The clock struck the quarter after one, when I laid my hånds on the 
window-sill of my own room. I had seen nothing and heard nothing 
which could lead me to suppose that my retreat had been discovered. 

X. 

m m * m m 

June 20Tn.— Eight o’clock. The sim is shining in a clear sky. I have 
not been near my bed—have not once closed my weary, wakefiil eyes. 

the same window at which I looked out into the dar lmagB of last 
iu||it, I look out, now, at the bright stillness of the moming. 
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I oouiit the hours tbat have passed sinoe I esoaped to tbe shelter of tbU 
nx>m, by my own sensations—^and those bours scem like weekc. 

How short a time, and yet bow long to me —since 1 sank down in tba 
darkness, bere, on tbe floor; drencbed to tbe skin, cramped in eveiy limb, 
cold to tbe bones, a useless, belpless, panic-stricken creature. 

I hardly know when I roused myself. 1 hardly know wben I groped 
my way ^ck to tbe bedroom, and ligbted tbe candle, and searched (witb a 
strange ignorance, at first, of wbere to look for tbem) for dry clotbes to 
warm me. Tbe doing of tbese tbings is in my mind, but not tbe time 
when tbey were done. 

Can I even remember wben tbe cbilled, cramped feeling left me, and tbe 
throbbing heat came in its place ? 

Surely it was before tbe sun rose ? Yes; I beard tbe clock strike three. 
I remember the time by tbe sudden brigbtness and cleamess, tbe feverish 
strain and excitement of all my faculties which came witb it. I remember 
my resolution to control myself, to wait patiently bour after bour, till tbe 
chance offered of removing Laura from tbis horrible place, witbout tbe 
danger of immediate discovery and pursuit. I remember the persuasion 
settling itself in my mind tbat tbe words tbose two men bad said to eacb 
other, would furnisb ns, not only witb our justibcation for leaving tbe 
house, but witb our weapons of defence against tbem as well. I recal tbe 
impulse tbat awakened in me to preserve tbose words in writing, exactly as 
they were spoken, wbile tbe time was my own, and wbile my memory 
vividly retained tbem. All tbis 1 remember plainly: tbere is no confusion 
in my head yet. The coming in bere from the bedroom, witb my pen and 
ink ond paper, before sunrise—tbe sitting down at tbe widely opened 
window to get all the air I could to cool me—tbe ceaseless writing, laster 
and faster, botter and botter, driving on more and more wakefully, all 
through tbe dreadful interval before tbe bouse was astir again—how clearly 
recal it, from tbe b^inning by candleligbt, to the end on tbe page before 
tbis, in tbe sunshine of the new day! 

Wby do I sit bere still ? Why do I weary my bot eyes and my buming 
head by writing more ? Wby not lie down and rest myself, and try to 
queneb tbe fever tbat consumes me, in sleep ? 

I dåre not attempt it. A fear beyond all otber fears bas got possession 
of me. I am a&aid of tbis beat tbat parches my skin. I am afraid of tbo 
creeping and throbbing tbat I feel in my head. If I lie down now, bow 
do I know tbat I may have tbe sense and the strengtb to rise again? 

Oh, tbe rain, tbe rain—tbe eruel rain tbat cbilled me last nigbt I 

* * ♦ • ♦ 

Nine o’clock. Was' it nine struck, or eigbt? Nine, surely? I am 
shivering again—shivering, from head to foot, in tbe summer air. Have 
I teen sitting bere asleep ? I don’t know wbat I have been doin|r 
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Oh, my God 1 am I going to be ill? 

111 , at such a time as this! 

My head—am sadly afraid of my head. I can write, but the lines all 
rim togethcr. I see the words. Laura—I eau write Laura, and see I write 
it. Eight or nine—^wliich was it? 

So cold, 60 cold—oh, tliat rain last night I—and the strokes of the clock^ 

the strokes I can’t count, keep striking in my head— 

* * • * * 

NOTE. 

[At this place the entry in the Diary ceases to be legible. The two or 
thm lines which foUow, contain fragments of words only, mingled with 
blots and scratches of the pen. The last marks on the paper bear some 
resemblance to the first two letters (L and A) of the name of Lady Giyde. 

On the next page of the Diary, another entry appears. It is in a man*s 
handwriting, large, bold, and fimily regular; and the date is “ June the 
21st.’* It contains these lines:] 

P08T8CBIFT BT A 81NCEBB FBIEKD. 

The illness of our excellent Miss Ehilcombe has afforded me the oppor- 
tunity of enjoying an unexpected intellectual pleasure. 

I refer to the perusal (which I hare just completed) of this interesting 
Diary. 

There are many hundred pages here. I can lay my hånd on my heart, 
and declare that every page has charmed, refreshed, delighted me. 

To a man of my sentimeats, it is unspeakably gratifying to be able to 
say this. 

Admirable woman! 

I allude to Miss Halcombe. 

Stupendous effort 1 
I refer to the Diary. 

Yes! these pages are amazing. The tact which I find here, the dis- 
cretion, the rare courage, the wonderful power of memory, the accurate 
observation of character, the easy graoe of style, the charming outbursts of 
womanly feeling, have all inexpressibly inereased my admiration of this 
sublime creature, of this magnifioent Marian. The presentation of my own 
character is masterly in the extreme. I certify, with my whole heart, to 
the fidelity of the portrait. I feel how vivid an impression I must have 
produced to have been painted in such strong, such rich, such massive 
colours as these. I lament afresh the cniel necessity which sets our 
interests at varianoe, and opposes us to each other. Under happier cireum- 
stances how worthy I should have been of Miss Halcombe—how worth}' 
Miss Halcombe wouhi have been of mb. 
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The sentimenta wliich animate xny heart assure me that the lines I have 
jast written express a Profound Truth. 

Thøse sentiments exalt me above all merely personal oonsideratioDS. 1 
l)ear witness, in the most disinterested manner, to the excellence of the 
stratagem by which this nuparalleled woman sorprised the private inter¬ 
view between Percival and myself. Also to the marvelloos aocuracy of her 
report of the whole conveisation from its beginning to its end. 

Those sentiinents have induced me to offer to the nnimpressionable 
doctor who attends on her, my vast knowledge of chemistry, and my 
luminons experienoe of the more subtle resources which medical and 
magnetic science have placed at the disposal of mankincL He has hitherto 
declined to avail himself of my assistance. Miserable man 1 

Finally, those sentiments dictate the lines—grateful, sympathic, patemal 
lines—^which appear in this place. I close the book. My strict sense of 
pTopriety restores it (by the hånds of my wife) to its place on the writer’s 
tablo. Events are hurrying me away. Circumstances aie gniding me to 
serions issnes. Yast peispectives of sitccess nnrol themselves before my 
ayes. 1 accompUsh my destiny with a calmness which is terrible to myself. 
Kothing but the homage of my admiration is my own. I deposit it, with 
mspectful tendemess, at the feet of Miss Halcom'te. 

I breathe my wishes for her recovery. 

I condole with her on the inevitable failure of every plan that she has 
formed for her sister’s benefit. At the same time, I entreat her to believe 
that the information which I have derived from her diary will in no respect 
help me to contribute to that failure. It simply confirms the plan of con- 
duet which I had previously arranged. I have to thank these pages for 
awakening the finest sensibilities in my nature—^nothing more. 

To a person of similar sensibility, this simple assertion will explain and 
ezeose everything. 

Miss Halcombe is a person of similar sensibility. 

In that persuasion, 1 sign myself. 


Fusoo, 
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The Story oontinued hy Fbedebick Faiblie, Esq., of Limmeridge EoueeJ* 

It is the grand misfortnne of my life that nobody will let me alone. 

Why—ask everybody—why worry me t Nobody answers that quee- 
tion; and nobody lets me alone. Relatives, fnends, and strangers all oom- 
bine to annoy me. What have I done ? I ask myself, I ask my servant, 
Louis, fifty times a day—^what have I done? Neither of ns can tell. 
Most extraordinary! 

The last annoyance that has assoiled me is the annoyance of being called 
upon to write this Narrative. Is a man in my State of nervous wretcbed- 
ness capable of writing narratives ? When 1 put this extremely leasonable 
objection, I am told that certain very serious events, relating to my niece, 
have happened within my experience; and that I am the fit person to 
describe them on that aocount. 1 am threatened, if I fail to exert myself 
in the manner required, with consequences which I cannot so much as 
think o^ without perfect prostration. There is really no néed to threaten 
me. Shattered by my miserable health and my &mily troubles, I am 
iucapable of resistance. If you insist, you take your un just au vantage of 
me; and I give way immediately. I will endeavour to remember what I 
can (under protest), and to write what I can (also under protest); and 
what I can’t remember and can’t write, Louis must remember, and write 
for me. He is an ass, and I am an invalid: and we are likely to make all 
sorts of mistakes between us. How humiliating I 

I am told to remember dates. Good heavens 1 I never did such a Hiing 
in my life—^how am I to begin now ? 

I have asked Louis. He is not quite such an ass as I have bitherto 
Bupposed. He remembers the date of the event, within a week or two— 
and I remember the name of the person. The date was towards the end of 
June, or the beginning of July; and the name (in my opinion a remarkably 
vulgar one) was Fanny. 

At the end of June, or the beginning of July, tlien, I was reclining, in 
my customary State, surrounded by the various objects of Art which I have 
collected about me to improve the taste of the barbarous people in my 
neighbourhood. That is to say, I had the photographs of my pictuies, and 
prints, and coins, and so fortn, all about me, which I intend, one of these 
days, to present (the photographs, I mean, if the clumsy English language 
will let me mean anything)—to present to the Institution at Carlisle 


The manner in which Mr. Fairlie’s Narrative, and 'othor Nartaiivos 
are sliortly to follow it, were originally obtained, forms the subject of an 
explauation which will appear at a later period. 
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(horrid placo !), with a view to improving the tastes of the Membcrs (Goths 
and Vandals to a man). It might be supposed tbat a gentleman wbo was 
’n couise of conferring a great national benefit on his oountrymen, was the 
last gentleman in the world to be unfeelingly worried about privato 
cliificulties and family affairs. Quite a mistake, I assure you, in my case. 

However, there I was, reclining, with my art-treasures about me, and 
wanting a quiet moming. Because I wanted a quiet momiug, of oourse 
Louis came in. It was perfectly natural that 1 should inquire what the 
deuce he meant by making his appearanoe, when 1 had not rung my bcll. 
I seldom swear—^it is such an ungentlemanlike habit—^but when Louis 
answered by a grin, 1 think it was also perfectly natural that 1 should 
damn him for grinning. At any rate, 1 did. 

This rigorous mode of treatment, I have observed, invariably brings 
persons in the lower class of life to their senses. It brought Louis to his 
senses. He was so obliging as to leave o£f grinning, and inform me that a 
Young Person was outside, wanting to see me. He added (with the odious 
talkativeness of servauts), that her name was Fanny. 

“ Who is Fanny ?” 

“ Lady Glyde’s maid, sir.” 

“ What does Lady Glyde’s maid want with me T* 

“ A letter, sir—” 

“Takeit.” 

“ She refuses to give it to anybody but you, sir,” 

“ Who sends the letter ?” 

“Miss Halcombe, sir.” 

The moment I heard Miss Halcombe’s name, I gave up. It is a habit ot 
mine always to give up to Miss Bialoombe. I find, by experience, that it 
saves noise. I gave up on this occasion. Dear Marian! 

“ Let Lady Glyde’s maid come in, Louis. Stop! Do her shoes creak ?’* 

I was obliged to ask the question. Creaking shoes invariably upset me 
for the day. I was resigned to see the Young Person, but I was not 
resigned to let the Young Person’s shoes upset me. There is a limit even 
to my endurance. 

Louis afiirmed distinctly that her shoes were to be depended upon. 1 
waved my hånd. He introduoed her. Is it necessary to say that she 
expressed her sense of embarrassment by shutting up her mouth and 
breathing through her nose ? To the student of female human nature in 
the lower arders, surely not; ^ 

Let me do the giri justice. Her shoes did not creak. But why dc 
Young Persons in service all perspire at the hånds? Why have they all 
got fat uoses, and hard cheeks ? And why are their faces so sadly un- 
friished, especially about the comers of the eyelids? I am not streng 
enoQgh to think deeply myself, on any subject; but 1 appeal to piofetr 
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Bional TDon who are. Why have we no variety in onr breed of Young 
Persona? 

** Yon have a letter for me, from Miss Haloombe? Put it down on the 
table, piease; and don’t upset anything. How is Miss Haloombe ?” 

" Very well, thank you, sir.” 

“ And Lady Giyde 

I reoeived no answer. The Young Person's face became more unfinished 
than ever; and, 1 think she began to cry. I oertainly saw something moist 
about her eyes. Tears or perspiration ? Louis (whom I have just oon- 
Bulted) is Inclined to think, tears. He is in her clrøs of life; and he ought 
to know hest. Let us say, tears. 

Exoept when the refining process of Art judiciously removes from them 
all resemblanoe to Nature, I distinctly object to tears. Tears are scientifi- 
cally desoribed as a Secretion. I can understand that a secretion may be 
healthy or unhealthy, but I cannot see the interest of a secretion from a 
sentimental point of view. Perhaps my own secretions being all wrong 
together, I am a little prejudiced on the subject. No matter. I behaved, 
on this occasion, with all possible propriety and feeling. 1 closed my eyes, 
and said to Louis, 

** Endeavour to ascertain what she means.” 

Louis endeavoured, and tho Young Person endeavoured. They sno- 
oeeded in confusing each other to such an extent that I am bound in 
oommon gratitude to say, they really amused me. I think I shdl send for 
them again, when I am in low spirits. I have just mentioned this idea to 
Louis. Strange to say, it seems to make him unoomfortable. Poor 
devill 

Surely, I am not expected to repeat my niece’s maid’s explanation of her 
tears, interpreted in the English of my Swiss valet? The thing is mani- 
festly impossible. I can give my own impressiens and feelings perhaps. 
Will that do as well ? Piease say, Yes. 

My idea is that she began by telling me (through Louis) that her master 
had dismissed her from her mistress’s service. (Observe, throughout, the 
strange irrelevancy of the Young Person. Was it my fault that she had lost 
her place ?) On her dismissal, she had gono to the inn to sleep. (/ don*t 
keep the inn—^why mention it to me f) Between six o*clock and seven, 
Miss Halcombe had come to say good-by, and had given her two letters, 
one for me, and one for a gentleman in London. (/ am not a gentleman in 
London—hang the gentleman in London!) She had carefully put the two 
letters ihto her bosom (what have 1 to do with her bosom ?); she had been 
very unhappy, when Miss Halcombe had gone away again; she had not 
had tho heort to put bit or drop between her lips till it was near bedtime; 
and then, when it was close on nine o’clock, she had thought she should 
like a cup of tea. (Am I responsible for any of these vulgar fiuotuatioiiB, 
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léddh begin wiih tmliappiiiGSs and end with ten ?) Just as she was wa/rm* 
ing the pat (I give the words en the anthoritj of Louis, who says he knows 
what tbey mean, and wislies to explain, but 1 snub bim on principle)— 
just as she was warming the pot, the door opened, and she was struck of a 
heap (her own words ^in, and perfectly unintelligible, this time, to Louis, 
as well as to myself) by the appearance, in the inn parlour, of her lady- 
ship, the Gountess. I give my niecens maid’s description of my sistei^s 
title with a sense of the highest relish. My poor dear sister is a tiresome 
woman who married a foreigner. To resume: the door opened; her lady- 
^hip, the Gountess, appeared in the parlour, and the Young Person was 
itmck of a heap. Most remarkable! 

I must really rest a httle before I can get on any farther. When 1 have 
reclined ibr a few minutes, with my eyes closed, and when Louis has 
refreshed my poor aching temples with a little eau-de-Gologne, I may be 
ahle to proceed. 

Her ladyship, the Gountess- 

Ko. I am able to proceed, but not to sit up. I will recline, and dictate. 
Louis has a horrid accent; but he knows the language, and can write. 
How yery convenient! 

Her ladyship, the Gountess, explained her unexpected appearance at the 
inn by telling Fanny that she had come to bring one or two little messages 
which Miss Halcombe, in her hurry, had forgotten. The Young Person 
thereupon waited anxiously to hear wbat the messages were; but the 
Gountess seemed disinclined to mention them (so like my sisteris tiresome 
way I), until Fanny had had her tea. Her ladyship was surprisingly kind 
and thoughtful about it (extremely unlike my sister), and said, I am 
sure, my poor girl, you must want your tea, We can let the messages 
wait till afterwards. Gome, come, if notbing else will put you at your 
ease, PU make the tea, and have a cup with you.” I think those were the 
words, as reported excitably, in my presence, by the Young Person. At 
any rate, the Gountess insisted on making the tea, and carried her ridiculous 
oatentation of humility so far as to take one cup herself, and to insist on 
the girl’s taking the other. The girl drank the tea; and, according to her 
own account, solemnised the extraordinary occasion, five minutes afterwards, 
by fainting dead away, for the first time in her life. Here again, I use 
her own words. Louis thinks they were accompanied by an increased 
secretion of tears. I can’t say, myself. The efifort of listening being quite 
as mudi as I could manage, my eyes were closed. 

Where did I leave off ? Ah, yes—she fainted, after drinking a cup of 
tea with the Coimtess: a proceeding which might have interested nie, if I 
had been her medical man; but, being nothing of the sort, I felt bored bv 
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hearing of it, nothing more. When she came to herself, in half an houdl 
time, she was on the sofa, and nobody was with her but the landlady. 
The Gountess, finding it too late to remain any longer at the inn, had gone 
away as soon as the giri showed edgns of recovering; and the landlady had 
been good enough to help her up-stairs to bed. 

Left by herself, she had felt in her bosom (I regret the necessity of refer- 
ring to this part of the subject a second time), and had found the two 
letters there, quite safe, but strangely crumpled. She had been giddy in 
the night; but had got up well enough to travel in the moming. She had 
put the letter addressed to that obtrusive strangcr, the gentleman in 
London, into the post; and had now delivered the other letter into my 
hånds, as she was told. This was the plain truth; and, though she could 
not blame herself for any intentional neglect, she was sadly troubled in her 
mind, and sadly in want of a word of ad vice. At this point, Louis thinks 
the secretions appeared again. Perhaps they did; but it is of infinitely 
greater importance to mention ihat, at this point also, I lost my patienoe, 
opened my eyes, and interfered. 

What is the purport of all this ?” I inquired. 

My niece*s irrelevant maid stared, and stood speechless. 

“ Eudeavour to explain,” I said to my servant. “ Translate me, Louis.** 

Louis endeavoured, and translated. In other words, he desoended 
immediately into a bottomless pit of confusion; and the Young Person 
followed him down. I really don*t know when I have been so amused. 
I left them at the bottom of the pit, as long as they diverted me. 
When they ceased to divert me, I exerted my intelligence, and pulled them 
up again. 

It is unnecessary to say that my interference enabled me, in due course 
of time, to ascertain the purport of the Young Personøs remarks. 

I discovered that she was uneasy in her mind, because the train of 
events that she had just dcscribed to me, had prevented her from receiving 
those supplementary messages which Miss Halcombe had intrusted to the 
Gountess to deliver. She was afraid the messages might have beeu of gteat 
importance to her mistress’s interests. Her dread of Sir Percival had 
deterred her from going to Blackwater Park late at night to inquire about 
them; and Miss Halcombe’s own directions to her, on no account to mias 
the train in the moming, had prevented her from waiting at the inn the 
next day. She was most anxious that the misfortune of her fainting-fit 
should not lead to the second misfortune of making her mistress think her 
neglectful, and she would humbly beg to ask me whether I would advise 
her to write her explanations and excuses to Miss Halcombe, requesting to 
leceive the messages by letter, if it was not too late. I make no apologiea 
for this extremely prosy paragraph. I have been ordered to write it. 
Vhcre are people, un«aocoimtable as it may appear, who actually take more 
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interest in what my niecc’s maid' said to me on tbis occasion, than in wbat 
1 said to my niece’s maid. Amusing perversity! 

“I sbonld feel very mncb obliged to you, sir, if you wonld kindly tell 
Die wbat I bad better do/’ remarked tbe Young Person. 

"Let tbings stop as tbej are,” I said, adapting my language to my 
listener. ** I in variably let tbings stop as they are. Yes. Is that all ?” 

“ If you think it would be a liberty in me, sir, to write, of course I 
wonldn’t venture to do so. But I am so very anxious to do all 1 can to 
serve my mistress faitbfuUy-** 

People in tbe lower class of life never know wben or how to go out of 
a room, They invariably require to be belped out by their bettera. I . 
thougbt it high time to help tbe Young Person out. I did it with twc 
jndicious words: 

“ Good moming!” 

Sometbing, outside or inside this singular giri, suddenly creaked. Louis, 
who was looking at her (wbicb I was not), says sbe creaked wben sbe 
cnrtseyed« Gurious. Was it ber shoes, her stays, or her bones ? Louis 
thinks it was ber stays. Most extraordinary 1 

As soon as I was left by myself, I had a little nap—really wanted it, 
Wben I awoke again, I noticed dear Marian’s letter. If I had bad tbe 
least idea of wbat it contained, I sbould certainly not have attempted to 
open it. Being, unfortunately for myself, quite innocent of all suspicion, I 
read tbe letter. It immediately upset me for tbe day. 

I am, by nature, one of tbe most easy-tempered creatures that ever lived 
make allowances for everybody, and 1 take offence at notbing. But, ai 
I have before remarked, there are limits to my endurance. I laid down 
Marian’s letter, and felt myself—justly felt myself—an injured man. 

I am about to make a remark. It is, of course, applicable to tbe very 
serious matter now under notioe—or I sbould not allow it to appear in this 
place. 

Kotbing, m my opinion, sets tne odious seibsnness of mankind in suen a 
Tepulsively vivid ligbt, as tbe treatment, in all classes of society, wbicb tbe 
Single people receive at tbe bands of tbe Marricd people. Wben you have 
once sbown yourself too considerate and self-denying to add a family of 
your own to an already overcrowded population, you are vindictively 
marked out by your married frieuds, wbo have no similar consideration 
and no similar self-denial, as tbe recipient of balf their conjugal troubles, 
and tbe bom friend of all their cbildren. Husbands and wives tdUc of tbo 
cares of matrimony; and bachelors and spin s ers hear tbem. Take my 
own case. 1 considerately remain single; and my poor dear brother, 
Philip, inoonsiderately marries. "VYbat does be do wben be dies? Hø 
luaves bis daugbter to me. Sbe is a sweet giri. Sbe is also a dreadfu^ 
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responsibilifcy. Why lay ber on my sboulders ? Because 1 am bovndy in 
the harmless character of a single man, to relieve my married connexions oi 
all their own troubles. I do my beat with my brother’s responsibility; I 
marry my niece, witb infinite fuss and difficnlty, to the man her father 
wanted her to marry. She and her husband disagree, and iinpleasant oon« 
sequences foUow. What does she do with those consequences ? She 
transfers them to me» Why transfer them to me f Because I am bonnd, 
in the harmless character of a single man, to relieve my married connexions 
vf all their own troubles. Foor single people! Poor human nature 1 

It is quite unnecessary to say that Marian’s letter threatened me. Every- 
body threatcns me. All sorts of horrors were to fall on my devoted head, 
if I hesitated to tum Limmeridge House into an asylum for my niece and 
her misfortunes. I did hesitate, nevertheless. 

I have mentioned that my usual course, hitherto, had been to submit to 
dear Marian, and save noise. But, on this occasion, the consequences 
involved in her extremely inconsiderate proposal, were of a nature to make 
me pause. If I opened Limmeridge House as an asylum to Lady Giyde, 
what security had I against Sir Fercival Glyde’s following her here, in a 
State of violeut resentment against me for harbouring his wife ? I saw 
such a perfect labyrinth of troubles involved in this proceeding, that I 
determined to feel my ground, as it were. I wrote, therefore, to dear 
Marian, to beg (as she had no husband to lay daim to her) that she would 
come here by herself, first, and talk the matter over with me. If she 
could answer my objections to my own perfect satisfaction, then 1 assurcd 
her that I would receive our sweet Laura with the greatest pleasure—but 
not otherwise. 

I felt of course, at the time, that this temporising, on my part, would 
probably end in bringing Marian here in a state of virtuous indignation, 
banging doors. But, then, the other course of proceeding might end in 
bringing Sir Fercival here in a State of virtuous indignation, banging doors 
also; and, of the two indignations and bangings, I preferred Marian’s— 
because I was used to her. Accordingly, I despatched the letter by return 
of post. It gained me time, at all events—and, oh dear me! what a point 
that was to begin with. 

When I am totally prostrated (did I mention that I was totally prostrated 
by Marian’s letter ?), it always takes me three days to get up again. I was 
very unreasonable—^I expected three days of quiet. Of course I didn*t get 
them. 

The third day’s post brought me a most impertinent letter from a person 
with whom I was totally unacquainted. He described himself as the 
acting partner of our man of business—our dear, pig-headed old Gilmore— 
and he informed me that he had lately reeeived, by the post, a letter 
addressed to him in Miss Haloombé’s handwriting. On oiicniug the 
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envelope, he had discovered, to his astonishment, that it containcd nothing 
but a blank shect of note paper. This circumstance appcared to him so 
BQspicious (as suggesting to his rcstless legal mind Ihat the letter had been 
tampered with) that he had at once writteh to Miss Halcombe, and had 
received no answer by return of post. In this difficulty, instead of acting 
like a sensible man and letting things take their proper course, his next 
absurd proceeding, on his own showing, waa to pester mcy by writing to 
inquire if I knew anything about it. What the deuce should I know about 
it? Why alarm me as well as himself ? I wrote back to that effeet. It 
was one of my keenest letters. I have produced nothing with a sharper 
epistolary edge to it, since I tendered his dismissal in writing to that 
extremely troublesome person, Mr. Walter Hartright. 

My letter prodneed its effeet. I heard nothing more from the lawyer. 

This perhaps was not altogether surprising. But it was certainly a 
remarkable circumstance that no second letter reached me from Marian, 
and that no warning signs appeared of her arrival. Her unexpecteii 
absence did me amazing good. It was so very soothing and pleasant to 
infer (as I did of course) that my married connexions had made it up again. 
Five days of undisturbed tranquillity, of delidous single blessedness, quite 
restored me. On the sixth day, I felt strong enough to send for my 
photographer, and to set him at work again on the presentation copies of 
my art treasures, with a view, as I have already mentioned, to the im- 
provement of taste in this barbarous neighbourhood. I had just dismissed 
him to his workshop, and had just b^un coquetting with my coins, when 
Louis suddenly made his appearance with a card in his hånd, 

“ Another Young Person ?” I said. “ I won’t see her. In my state of 
health, Young Persons disagree with me. Not at home.” 

** It is a gentleman this time, sir.” 

A gentleman of course made a difference. I looked at the card. 

Giacious Heaven! my tiresome sistePs foreign husband. Gount Fosoo. 

Is it neoessary to say what my firsi impression was, when I looked at 
my visitor’s card ? Surely not ? My sister having married a foreigner, 
theie was but one impression that any man in his senses could posaibly feel. 
Of course the Count had come to borrow mbney of me. 

“ Louis,” 1 said, “ do you thinfc ne would go away, if you gave him five 
shillings ?” 

Louis looked quite shocked. He suiprised me inexpressibly, by declaring 
that my sistePs foreign husband was dressed superbly, and looked tlie 
picture of prosperity. Under these circumstances, my first impression 
altered to a oertain extent. I now took it for granted, that the Count had 
matrimonial difficulties of his own to contend with, and that he had come, 
like the rest of the feunily, to cast them all on my shouldera. 
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** Did lie mention his buBlneBS I askeu. 

Count Fosco said he had come here, sir, hocause Miss Halcombu wvm 
unable to leave Blackwater Park.” 

Fresh troubles, apparently. Not exactly his own, as I had supposed, 
hut dear Marian’fiL Troubles, any way. Oh dear I 

“ Show him in/* 1 said, resignedly. 

The Count*s first appearance really startlod me. He was such an alarm- 
ingly large person, that 1 quite trembleil. 1 felt certain that he would 
shake the floor, and knock down zny art-treasures. He did neither the 
one nor the other. He was refreshingly dressed in summer costume; his 
manner was delightfully self-possessed and quiet—^he had a charmiiig 
smile. My first impression of him was highly favourable. It is not 
creditable to my penetration—^as the sequel will show—to acknowledge 
this; hut I am a naturally candid man, and I do acknowledge it, notwith- 
standing. 

“ Allow me to present myself, Mr. Fairlie,** he said. “ I come from 
Blackwater Park, and 1 have the honour and the happiness pf being 
Madame Fosco’s husband. Let me take my first, and last, advantage of 
that circumstance, by entreating you not to make a stranger of me. I beg 
you will not disturb yourself—I bog you will not move.** 

** You are very good,** I replied. I wish I was strong enough to get 
up. Charmed to seo you at Limmeridge. Piease take a chair.” 

** I am afraid you are sufferkig to-day,** said the Count. 

As usual,” I said. ** I am nothing but a bundle of nerves dreased up 
to look like a man.’* 

“ I have studied many subjects in my time,** remarked this sympathetic 
person. *<Among others the inexhaustible subject of nerves. May I 
make a suggestion, at onco the simplest and the most profound ? AVill 
you let me alter tho light in your room ?** 

“ Certainly—if you will be so very kind as not to let any of it in on 
me. 

He walked to the wlndow. Sucn a contrast to dear Marian! so er 
tremely considerate in all his movements I 

“ Light,” he said, in that delightfully confidential tone which is so sooth- 
ing to an invalid, *Ms the fiVst esscntial. Light stimulatcs, nourishes, 
preserves. You can no more do without it, Mr. Fairlie, than if you were a 
flower. Observe. Here, where you sit, I close the shutters, to compose 
you. There, where you do not sit, 1 diaw up the blind and let in the 
invigorating sun. Admit the light into your room, if you cannot bear 
it ou yourself. Light, sir, is the grand decree of Providence. You accept 
Piovidenoe with your own restrictions. Accept light—on the same terms." 

I thought this very convincing and attentive. He had taken me in—up 
> that point about the light, he had certainly taken me in. 
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" Yoa see me oonfused,'* he said, veitmiing to his plaoo—my woiti 
of hoDour, Mr. Fairlie, you see me oonfused in yonr presenoe.** 

“ Shocked to hear it, I am sure. May I inquire why T* 

**Sir, can I enter this room (where you sit a sufferer), and see you sux^ 
rounded by these admirable objects of Art, without disoovoring ^at you 
are a man whose feelings are acutely impressionable, whose sympathies are 
perpetually alive ? Tell me, can I do this ?** 

If I had been strong enough to sit up in my chair, I should of oourse 
have bowecL Not being strong enou^, I smiled my acknowledgments 
instead. It did just as well, we both understood one another. 

“ Ptay follow my train of thought^” continued the Count. “ I sit here, 
a man of refined sympathies myself, in the presence of another man of 
refined sympathies also. I am conscious of a terrible necessity for lacerat* 
ing those sympathies by referring to domestic events of a very melancholy 
kind. What is the inevitable consequence? I have done myself the 
honour of pointing it out to you, already. I sit confused.” 

Was it at this point that I began to suspect he was going to bore me? 1 
Tather think it was. 

**18 it absolutely necessary to refer to these unpleasant matters?” I in- 
qnired. ** In our homely English phrase, Count Fosco, won’t they keep 

The Count, with the most ahuming solemnity, siglied and shook his 
head. 

*. “ Must I really hear them ?” 

He shrugged his shoulders (it was the first foreign thin g he had done, 
since he had been in the room); and looked at me in an unpleasantly pene- 
trating manner. My instinets told me that I had betler close my eyes. I 
obeyed my instinets. 

“ Piease break it gently,” I pleaded. “ Anybody dead?” 

“ Bcad!” cried the Count, with unnecessary foreign fieroeness. “ Mr. 
Fairlie! your national composure terrides me. In the name of Heaven, 
what have I said, or done, to make you think me the messenger of 
death ?” 

“Pray accept my apologies,” I answered. “ You have said and done 
Bothing. I make it a rule, in these distressing cases, always to anticipate 
the worst. It breaks the blow, by meeting it half way, and so on. Inex- 
pressibly relieved, I am sure, to hear that nobody is dead. Anybody ill?” 

I opened my eyes, and looked at him. Was he very yellow, when hs 
came in ? or had he tumed very yellow, in the last minute or two ? I 
really can’t say; and I can’t ask Louis, because he was not in the room at 
the time. 

“ Anybody ill?” I repeated; observing that my national composure stUl 
^ppeared to affeet him. 

^ Ihat is part of my bad news, Jlr* Fairlie. Yes. Somebody is ilU” 



274 


THE WOMAN IN WHITE 


“ Grievwl, 1 am sure. Whicli of tliem is it?** 

** To my profonnd sorrow, Miss Halcombe. Perhaps ^you wece in aome 
degree prepared to hear this ? Perhaps, when you formd that Miss Hal¬ 
combe did not oome here by herself, as you proposed, and did not mite a 
seoond time, your affeotionate anziety may have made you fear thåt she 
was ill?** 

I have no doubt my affectionate anziety had led to. that melaneholy 
apprehennon, at some time or other; but, at the moment, my wretched 
memory entirely failed to remind me of the circumstance. . However, I 
said, Yes, in justice to myself. I was miich shocked. It was so very un- 
charaoteristic of such a robust person as dear Marian to be ill, that I coold 
only snppose she had met with an accident. A horse, or a false step on 
the stairs, or something of that sort. ^ 

“ Is it serious ?” I asked. 

** Serious—beyond a doubt,*’ he replied. Dangerous—I hope and trost 
not. Miss Halcombe unhai^ily exposed herself to be wetted through by a 
heavy rain. The cold that followed was of an aggravated kind; and it has 
now brought with it the worst consequence—^Fever.” 

When I heard the word, Fever, aud when I lemembered, at the same 
moment, that the unscrupulous person who was now addressing me had 
just oome from Blackwater Park, 1 thotight I should have ^£dnted oo the 
spot. 

** Grood God 1” I said. " Is it infectious 7” 

‘Not at present,” he answered, with detestable oomposure. “Itmay 
tum to infection—^but no such deplorable oomplication hadtaken plaoe 
>when I left Blackwater Park. I have felt the deepest interest in'the case, 
Mr. Fairlie—have endeavoured to assist the regular medical attendant in 
watching it—accept my personal assurances of the uninfeptieus nåtUKe of 
the fever, when I last saw it.” 

Accept his assurances 1 I never was farther from aocepting anythmg in 
my life. I would not have believed hun on his oath. He was too yellow 
to be believed. He looked like a walking-West-Indian-epidemic. He was 
big enough to carry typhus by the ton, and to dye Ihe very carpet he 
walked on with soarlet fever. In certain emergencies, my mind is remark- 
ably soon made up. I instantly determined to get rid g( him. 

“You will kindly excuse an mvalid,* I said—“but long conferenoes of 
auy kind in variably upset me. May I beg to know exactly what the oh- 
ject is to which I am indebted for thø honour of your visit?” 

I fervently hoped that this remarkably broad hint wonld throw off 
his balance—confuse him—^reduce him to polite apologies—^in short, get 
him out of the room. On the contrary, it only settled him iu his c^r. 
He became additionally solemn and dignified and oonfidential. He held 
up two of his horrid fingers, and gave me anothor of his unpleasantly peisø- 
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trating looks. Whftt was I to do? 1 wm not streng enongh to quarrs) 
witk Mm. Gonæivé my situation, if yon piease. Is language adequate to 
describe it ? I think not^ 

** The ohjects of my Tudt,” he 'went on, quite inepressibly, ** are nnm- 
bered on my fmgers. They are two. First, I come to bear my testimony, 
Nith prafoond sorrow, to the lamentable disagreements between Sir Fer* 
cival and Lady Giyde. I am Sir Percival’s oldest friend; I am related te 
lisdy Giyde by marriage; I am an eye-witness of all that has happened at 
Blackwater Park. In those three capacities I speak with authørity, with 
oonfidenoe, with honourable r^ret. Sir! I inform yon, as the head of Lady 
Glyde’s family, that Miss Halcombe has exaggerated nothing in the letter 
v^hich she wrote to your address. I affirm that the remedy which that ad* 
mir&ble lady bas proposed, is the only remedy that will spare you the 
horrors of. public soandal. A temporary separation between husband and 
wife is the one peaceable solution of this difficulty. Part them for the 
present; and when all causes of irritation are removed, I, who have now 
the hemour of addresstng yon^I will undørtake to bring Sir PerciYal to 
reason. Lady Giyde is innocent, Lady Giyde is injured ; but-^ollow my 
thought here 1—she is, on that very acéount (I say it with shame), the 
cause of irritation wMle she remains under her husbandes roof. No otber 
house can receive her with propriety, but yours. I invite you to open it!” 

Cool. Here was a matrimonial hailstorm pouring in the Sonth of Eng¬ 
land ; and I was invited, by a man with fever in every fold of his ooat, to 
oome out from the North of Enghmd, and take my share of the pelting. I 
tlied to put the point forcibly, just as I have put it here. The Count de- 
iiberately lowered one of his horrid fingers ; kept the other up; and went 
on—fode over me, as it were, without even the oommon coaehmanlike 
attention of crying “ Hi I” before he knocked me down. 

“ Follow my thought once more, if you piease,*’ he resumed. ** My first 
object you have heard. My seoond object in coming to this house is to do 
what Miss Halcombe’s illness has prevented her from doing for herself. 
My large experienoe is oonsulted on all difScult matters at Blackwater 
Park ; and my fitieUdly advieo’was requested on the interesting subject oi 
yonr letter to Miss Haloombe, I understood at once—^for my sympathies 
are your sympathies—why you wished to $ee her here, before you pledged 
youTself to ihviting Lady Giyde. Tou are most right, sir, in hesitating to 
receive the wife, until you are quite certain that the husband will not eXeit 
his authoiity to reola^ her. 1 agree to that. I also agree that such 
delicate explanations as this difficulty involves, are not explanations which 
can be properly disposed of by writing only. My presence here (to my 
own great inoonvenienæ) is the proof that I speak sincerely. As for the 
explanationa themselves, I—Foeco—1 who know Sir Percival muoh better 
than Miss Haloombe knows him, affirm to you, on my honour and my 
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iroid, tbat he will not oome near tbis bouse, or attempt to oommunicate 
witb tbis bouse, wbile bis wifo is IIving in it. His afikirs are cmbanassed. 
Offer bim bis freedom, by means of tbe absence of Lady Giyde. I promise 
you be will take bis freedom, and go back to tbe Continent, at itbe earliest 
moment wben be can get away. Is tbis clear to you as crystal ? Yes, it 
is. Have you questions to address to me ? it so; I am here to 

answer. Ask, Mr. Fairlie—oblige me by asking, to your beart’s oontent.**. 

He bad said so mucb already in spite of me; and \m looked so dreadAiUy 
capable of saying a great deal more, also in spite of me, tbat 1 declined bis 
amiable invitation, in pure self-defence. 

** Many tbanks,*’ 1 replied. I am sinking fast. In my state of healtb, 
I most take tbings for granted. Allow me to do so on tbis occasion. We 
quite understand eacb otber. Yes. Mucb obliged, I am sure, for your 
kind interference. If I ever get better, and ever bavo a seoond opportunity 
of improving our acquaintanoe—** 

He got up. I tbougbt be was going. No. More talk; more time for 
tbe development of iufeotious influenoes^in my room, too; remember 
tbat, in my loom I 

** One moment, yet,** be said; one moment, before I take my leave. I 
ask permission, at parting, to impress on you an urgent necessity. It is 
tbis, sir I Yon must net tbink of waiting till Miss Halcombe recovers, 
before you receive Lady Giyde. Miss Halcombe bas tbe attendance of tbe 
doctor, of tbe bousekeeper at Blackwater Park, and of an experienoed nurse 
as yrell—^tbree persons for wbose capacity and devotion I answer witb my 
life. I tell you tbat. I tell you, also, tbat tbe anxiety and alarm of ber 
sister’s illness bas already affected tbe bealtb and spirits of Lady Giyde, 
and bas made ber totally unfit to be of use in tbe sick-room. Her position 
witb ber husband gro^v8 more and more deplorable and dangerous, every 
day. If you leave her any longer at Blackwater Park, you do notbing 
vvhatcver to basten ber sister’s recovery, and, at tbe same time, you risk 
tbe public scandal, wbicb you, and I, and all of us, are boimd, in tbe 
sacred interests of tbe Family, to avoid. Witb all my soul, 1 advise you to 
mmove tbe serious responsibility of delay from your own shouldeirB, by 
writing to Lady Giyde, to come here at once. Do your affectionate, your 
bonourable, your inevitable duty; and, wbatever bappens in tbe future, no 
one oan Uy tbe blame on you. I speak from my large expeiienoe; I ciffer 
my friendly advice. Is it accepted—Yes, or No ?” 

I looked at bim—^merely looked at bim—witb my sense of bis ammting 
assurance, and my dawning resolution to ring for I^ouis, and have bim 
sbown out of tbe room, expressed in every line of my face. It is perfecUy 
incredible, but quite true, tbat my face did not appear to produoe tbo 
sligbtest impression ou bim. Bom without nerves—evideutly, bom witb* 
out nerves 1 
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"You he^taie?** he said. **Mr. Faiilie! I understand that hesitallon. 
You object—«ee, sir, how my sympathies look straigkt down into yonr 
thoughts!—^yoa object that Lady GUyde is not in health and not in spirits 
to take the long jourriey, from Hampshire to this place, by herself. Iler 
own maid is remored from her, as you know; and, of other servants fit to 
travel with her, from one end of England to another, there are none at 
Blackwater Park. You object, again, that she cannot comfortably stop and 
rest in London, on her way herc, because she cannot oomfortably go alono 
to a public hotel where she is a total stranger. In one breath, I grant both 
objections—in another breath, I remove them. Follow me, if you piease, 
for the last time. It was my intention, when I retumed to England with 
Sir Percival, to settie myseif in the neighbourhood of London. That pur¬ 
pose has just been happily accomplished. I have taken, for six months, a 
little fumished house, in ^e quarter caKed St. John’s Wood. Be so oblig- 
iog as to keep this faet in yonr mind; and observe the programme I now 
propose. Lady Giyde travels to London (a short joumey)—I myseif meet 
her at the jstation—I take her to rest and sleep at my house, which is also 
the house of her aunt—^when she is restored, I escort her to the station 
again—sbe travels to this place, and her own maid (who is now under yonr 
roof) receives her at the carriage-door. Here is oomfort consulted; here 
are the interests of propriety consulted; here is yonr own duty—duty of 
hospitality, sympathy, protection, to an unhappy lady in need of all three 
—smoothed and made easy, from the beginning to the end. I cordially 
invite you, sir, to second my eflforts in the sacred interests of the Family. 
I seriously advise you to write, by my hånds, offering the hospitality of 
your house (and heart), and the hospitality of my house (and heart), to 
that injured and unfortunate lady whose cause I plead to-day.” 

He waved his horrid hånd at me; he struck his infeetious breast; he 
addressed me oratorically—^as if I was laid up in the House of Commons. 
It was high time to take a desx)erate oourse of some sort. It was also high 
time to send for Louis, and adopt the precaution of fumigating the room. 

In this trying emergenoy, an idea oceurred to me—an inestimable idea 
which, 80 to speak, killed two intrusive hirds with one stone. I determfned 
to get rid of the Count’s tiresome eloquenoe, and of Lady Glyde’s tiresome 
tronbles, by oomplying with this odious foreigner*s request, and writing thr 
letter at once. I^ere was not the least danger of the invitation bein^ 
accepted, for there was not the least chance that Laura would consent tc 
leave Blackwater Park, while Marian was lying there ill. How this charm- 
ingly convenient obstacle could have escaped the officious penetration of 
the Gount, it was impossible to conceive—but it liad escaped him. My 
diead that he might yet discover it, if I allowed him any more time to 
think, stimulated me to such an amazing degree, that I Struggled into a 
sitting position; seized, really seized, the writing materials by my si«^ 
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and produced tho letter as rapidly as if I had been a oommon clerk in an 
offioe. ‘‘Dearest Laura, Piease oome, wh^ever you like. Break the 
joumey by sleeping in London at yonr aunt’s house. Grieved to hear of 
dear Marian’s illness. Ever affeetionately yours.” I handed these lines, 
at arm’s length, to the Oount—sank back in my chair—said, ** Excuse 
me; I am entirely prostrated; I can do no more. Will you rest and lunch 
down stairs ? Love to all, and sympathy, and so on. Oood momu^” 

He made another speech—the man was absolutely inezhaustiUe. 1 
closed my eyes; I endeavoured to hear as little as possible. In qdte of my 
endeavours, I was obliged to hear a great deal. My sistePs endkss husband 
oongratulated himself and congratulated me, on the result of our interview; 
he mentioned a great deal more about his sympathies and mine; hedøploréd 
my miserable health; he offered to write me a preseription; he impresse d 
on me the neoessity of not forgetting what he had said about the impoitp 
ance of light; he aooepted my oUiging invitation to rest and lunch; he 
reoommended mo U* expeet I^y Giyde in two or three days* time*; he begged 
my pemdssion io look fesward to our hezt meetings instead of paining hkn* 
self and paiaiog mo, by saying farewell $ he added a great deal more, which, 
1 rejoice to tiiiok, I did not attend to at the time, and do not remember 
now. 1 heard his sympathetic voice.travelling away from me by degreet 
—^but, largo as he was, I never heard Atm. He had the negativt mérit of 
being aleolutely noiaeless. I don’t know whenhe opened the door,orwhen 
he shut it. 1 yontuied to make use of my eyes again, alter an interval ol 
Bilenoe"-and he was gone, 

I rang for Louis, and letired to my bath-room. Tepid water, strengthened 
witb aromatio vinegar, for myself, and copious fdmigation, for my stndy, 
were the obvious precautians to ti^e; and of course I adopted thettL 1 
rejoioe to say, they proved suooessfuL I ei^yed my custennory SMsta. 1 
awoke moist and cooL 

My first inquiries were for the Oount. Had we really got rid df hm f 
Tes—^he had gone away by the aftemoon tiain. Had he lunohed; and, ii 
so, upon what? Entirely upon fruit-tart and cream. What a mani 
What a digestion I 

Am I expected to say anything more ? I oelieve not. I believe 1 have 
reached the limits assigned to me. The shocking drcumstances whidi 
happened at a later period, did not, I am thankiul to say, happea in my 
presence. I do beg. and entreat that nobody will be so very unfeding as to 
lay any part of the blame of those dreumstanoes on me, 1 did everytiung 
for the hest. I am not answerable for a deplorable calamity, whioh it was 
quite impoBsible to foiesee. 1 am ahatteied by it; 1 have sufferéd under h, 
as nobody else has suffered. My servant, Louis (who is really attaohed 
to me, in his unintelligent way), thinks I sball never get over it. He seea 
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me dictating at tbia moment, with my handkerohief to my oyei; I wiah 
to mention, in jnstioe to myself, that it was not my and that 1 am 
quite exhatusted and heartbroken. Need I aay more ? 

The Story continued hy Euza Michelsok, Eottseheeper at BlackuxUer Parh 

L 

1 AK asked to state plainly what I know of the progresø of Miss Haloombe's 
illness, and of the drcumstances under whidi Lady Giyde left Blackwater 
Fark for London. 

Thereason given for making this demand on me is, that my testimony 
is wanted in the interests of tmth. As the widow of a clergyman of the 
Church of England (reduoed by misfortnne to the necessity of accepting a 
situation), I have been taught to place the claims of tmth above all other 
ooDsiderations. I therefore comply with a request which I might otherwise« 
through relnctance to connect myself with distressing family afiairs, have 
hesitated to grant. 

I made no memorandum at the time, and I cannot therefore be sure to a 
of the date; but X believe I am correct in stating that Miss Halcombe’s 
seiious illneas began during the last fortnight or ten days in June. The 
breakfast bour was late at Blackwater Park—eometimes as late as ten, 
never earlier than half-post nine. On the moming to which 1 am now 
leferring, Miss Haloombe (who was usually the first to come do^▼n) did not 
make her appearance at the table. After the family had waited a quarter 
of an hour, the upper housemaid was sent to see after her, and came run- 
ning out of the room dreadfully frightened. I met the servant on the 
stairs, and went at once to Miss Halcombe to see what was the matter. 
The poor lady was incapable of telling me. She was walking about her 
room with a pen in her hånd, quite light-headed, in a State of buming fever. 

Lady Giyde (being no longer in Sir Perdval’s service, I may, without 
impropriety, mention my former mistress by her name, instead of calling 
her My Lady) was the first to come in, from her own bedroom. Bhe was 
80 dreadfully alarmed and distressed, that she was quite useless. The 
Count Fosco, and his lady, who came up-stairs immediately afterwards, 
were both most serviceable and kind. Her ladyship assisted me to get Miss 
Halcombe to her bed. His lordship the Count, remained in the sitting- 
room, and, having sent for my medicine-chest, made a mixture for Miss 
Halcombe, and a cooling lotion to be applied to her head, so as tolose no* 
time before the doctor came. We applied the lotion; but we could not get 
her to. take the mixture. Sir Percival undertook to send for the doctor. 
He despatched a groom, on horseback, for the nearest medical man, Mr. 
Dawson, of Oak Ix)dge. 

Mr. Dawson arrived in less than an hour’s time. He was a respectable 
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elderly man, well known, all ronnd tbe country ; and we were much 
alarmed when we found tliat he considered thecase to be a very serious one. 

His lordship the Count, affably entered into conversation with Mr. Daw- 
son, and gave his opinions with a judicious freedom. Mr. Dawson, not over- 
courteously, inquired if his lordship*s advice was the ad vice of a doctor; 
and being informed that it was the advice of one who had studied medicine, 
unprofessionally, replied that he was not accustomed to consult with 
amateur-physicians. The Count, with truly Christian meekness of temper, 
smiled, and left the room. Before he went out, he told me that he might 
be found, in case he was wanted in the course of the day, at the boat- 
house on the banks of the lake. Why he should have gone there, I can- 
not say. But he did go; remaining away the whole day till seven o’clock, 
which was dinner-time. Perhaps, he wished to set the example of keeping 
the house as quiet as possible. It was entirely in his character to do so. 
He was a most considerate nobleman. 

Miss Halcombe passed a very bad night; the fever coming and going, and 
getting worse towards the moming, instead of better. No nurse fit to wait 
on her being at hånd in the neighbourhood, her ladyship the Countess, and 
myself, undertook the duty, relieving each other. Lady Giyde, most un- 
' wisely, insisted on sitting up with us. She was much too nervous and too 
delicate in health to bear the anxiety of Miss Halcombe’s illness calmly. 
She only did herself harm, without Mng of the least real assistance. A 
more gentie and affectionate lady never lived; but she cried, and she was 
frightened—two weakuesses which made her entirely unfit to be present in 
a sick-room. 

Sir Percivaland the Count came in the moming to make their inquiries. 

Sir Percival (from distress, I presnme, at his lady's affliction, and at Miss 
Halcombe’s illness) appeared much confused and unsettled in his mind. 
His lordship testified, on the contrary, a becoming composure and interest. 
He had his straw hat in one hånd, and his book in the other; and he men- 
tioned to Sir Percival, in my hearing, that he would go out a^n and study 
at the lake. “ Let us keep the house quiet,” he said. “ Let us not smoke 
in-doors, my friend, now Miss Halcombe io ill. You go your way, and I 
will go mine. When I study, I like to be alone. Good moming, Mrs. 
Michelson.” 

Sir Percival was not civil enough—^perhaps, I ought, in justice to say, 
not composed enough—to take leave of me with the same polite attention. 
The only person in the house, indeed, who treated me, at that time or at 
any other, on the footing of a lady in distressed circumstances, was the 
Count. He had the manners of a tme nobleman; he was considerate to¬ 
wards every one. Hven the young person (Fanny by name) who attcnded 
on Lady Giyde, was not beneath his notice. When she was sent away by 
Percival, his lordship (showing me his sweet little Wrds at tb« 



TKB WOHAN IN WHITG. 


281 


time} was most kindly anxious to know what had Y^ecome of her, whers 
she was to go the day she lefb Blackwater Park, and so on. It is in 
sucb little dclicate attentions that the advantages of aristocratic birth idways 
show themselves. I make no apology for introducing these particulars; 
they are brought forward in justice to his lordship, whose character, I have 
reason to know, is viewed rather harshly in certain quarters. A nobleman 
who can respect a lady in distressed circnmstances, and can take a fatherly 
interest in the fortunes of an hmnble servant giri, shows principles and feel* 
ings of too high an order to be lightly called in qnestion. I advance no 
opinions—offer facts only. My endea vour through li fe is to judge not, 
that I be not judged. One of my beloved husband’s hnest sermons was on 
that text, I read it constantly—^in my own copy of the edition printed by 
Bubscription, in the first days of my widowhood—and, at every fresh 
perusal,! derive an increase of spiritual benefit and edification. 

Tbere was no improvement in Miss Haloombe; and the second night was 
even worse than the first. Mr. Dawson was constant in his attendancc. 
The practical duties of nursiug were still divided between the Countess and 
myself; Lady Giyde persisting in sitting up with us, though we hot! 
entreated her to take some rest. “ My place is by Mari^’s bedside,** wai, 
her only answer. “ Whether I am ill, or well, nothing will induce me to 
lose sight of her,” 

Towards mid-day, I went down-stairs to attend to some of my regular 
duties, An hour afterwards, on my way back to the sick-room, I saw the 
Count (who had gone out again early, for the third time), entering the hall, 
to all appearance in the highest good spirits. Sir Percival, at the same 
moment, put his head out of the library-door, and addressed his noble 
friend, with extreme eagemess, in these words : 

“ Have you found her ?” 

His lordship’s large face became dimpled all over with placid smiles; 
but he made no reply in words. At the same time, Sir Percival tumed hia 
head, observed that I was approaching the stairs, and looked at me in the 
most mdely angry manner possible. 

“ Come in here and tell me about it,” he said, to the Count. “ When- 
ever there are women in a house, they’re always sure to be going up or 
down stairs.” 

“ My dear Percival,” observed his lordship, kindly, “ Mrs. Michelson h^ 
duties. Pray recognise her admirable performance of them as sincerely as 
I do I How is the sufferer, Mrs. Michelson ?” 

“ No better, my lord, I regret to say.” 

“Sad—^most sad!” remarked the Coxmt. “You look fatigued, Mrs. 
Michelson. It is certainly time you and my wife had some help in nursing. 
I think I may be the means of ofifering you that help. Circumstances 
have happened which will oblige Madame Fosco to travel to London, either 
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to-mprrow or the day after. She will go awaj in the morning, and retom 
at night; and abe will bring back with her, to relieve you, a nurae of excel¬ 
lent oondnct and capacil^', wbo is now diaengaged. Ilie woman is known 
»o my wife as a person to be truated. Before abe comes bere, say notbing 
about ber, if you piease, to the doctor, beoauae be will look wi^ an eril 
eye on any nurse, of my providing. Wben abe appeais in tbia bonae, abe 
will speak for berself; and Mr. Dawson will be obliged toacknowledgetbat 
tbere is no excuse for not employing ber. Lady Giyde will aay the aame. 
Pray present my beat respects and sympatbiea to Lady Giyde.” 

I expressed my grateful acknowlcdgments for bis lor^bip’s kind con« 
aideration. Sir Percival cut tbem abort by calling to bis noble friend 
(uaing, I regret to say, a profane expreasion) to come into tbe libraiy, and 
not to keep bim waiting tbere any longer. 

I proceeded upatairs. We are poor erring creatures; and bowerer well 
establisbed a woman’s principles may be, abe cannot alwaya keep on ber 
guard against tbe temptation to exercise an idle curioaity. I am asbamed 
to aay tbat an idle curioaity, on this occasion, got tbe better of my piin- 
ciples, and made me unduly inquisitive about tbe queation wbicb Sir Per¬ 
cival bad addreaaed to bis noble friend, at tbe library door. Wbo was tbe 
Gount expected to find, in tbe course of bis studiona morning ramblea at 
Blackwater Park ? A woman, it was to be presumod, from the terms of 
Sir Percival’s inquiry. I did not suspect the Count of any impropriety—1 
knew bis moral character too welL Tbe only queation I asked myaelf 
waa—^Had be found ber? 

To resume. Tbe nigbt paased aa usual, witbout producing any cbange 
for tbe better in Miss Halcombe. Tbe next day abe seemed to improve a 
Uttle. Tbe day after tbat, ber ladyship tbé Countess, witbout mentioning 
Ibe object of her joumey to any one in my bearing, proceeded by the 
morning train to London; b^ noble husband, witb bis customaiy atten¬ 
tion, acoompanying ber to tbe station. 

P 1 was now left in sole charge of Miss Bblcombe, witb ev^ apparent 
chance, in consequence of ber sisteria resolution not to leave tbe bedaide, of 
baving Lady Glyde berself to nurse next. 

Tbe only circuniStance of any importance tbat bappened in tbe oourae of 
tbe day, was tbe occurrence of anotber unpleasant meeting between the 
doctor and tbe Count. 

His lordsbip, on retuming from tbe station, atepped up into Miss Hal- 
combe’s sitting-room to make bis inquiries. I went out from tbe bedroom 
to speak to bim ; Mr. Dawson and Lady Glyde being both witb tbe patient 
at tbe time. Tbe Cbunt asked me many questions about tbe treatment 
and tbe symptoms. I informed bim tbat the treatment was of tbe kind 
described aa **saline;” and tbat tbe symptoms, between tbo attacks of 
<ever, were certainly tboae of increasing weakness and exbaustion. Juat 
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tf I was mentioniDg these last particulars, Mr. Dawaon came oat ton ihs 
bedroMiL. . - - 

^-Good' mmauDg,' ar/’ aud liis lordship^ stepping forward in the most 
nrl^Qe tnanner, and sb^rpingrthé ddetdry with- a hig^-biéd resolution 
impoaijble lo resist^ fear^yon find no impiOTement in tha aymp* 

to®ato*da7?** 

*‘I|[nd deoided imptovement/* azisweréd Mr. DawBOn. 

“ Yon still,peesist in your lowering treatinent of this saaø of fevar T* con-* 
tiniied his lordship. ■ . ; 

**1 persist in the treatment which is justified by my own professional 
experienoe,” said Mr. Dawson. 

** Fermit me to pat one qnestion to yon on the vast snbject of pro^ 
feffiioDjd experience,*’ obsenred the Goont. ^ I presume to offer no more 
adyicer-I only presume to make an inquiry. You live at some distance, 
sir, ton the gigantie centres of sdentific activity—London and Paris. 
Have yon ever heard of the wasting effects of fever being reasonably and 
intelligibly repaired by fortifying the exhausted patient with brandy, wine, 
ammonia, and quinine? Has that new heresy of the highest medical 
authoritios ever reached yoar ears—Yes, or No?** 

^When a pro&ssional man pots that question to me, I shall be glad to 
anawer him/ såid the doctor, opening the door to go out. “ You are not a 
professional man i and I beg to dedine answering yoti.” 

Boffeted in tbis inexeusably andvil way, on one cheek, the Count, like 
a practical Christian, immediately tumed the other, and said, in the 
sweetest manner, Good moming, >Mr. Dawson.” 

If my late beloved husband had heen so fortunate as to know his lord« 
ship, how highly he and the Count would have esteemed each other! 

Her ladyship the Countess retumed by the last train that night, and 
brought with her the nurse from London. I was instructed that this 
person’s name was Mrs. Bubelle. Her • personal appearance, and her im- 
perfeot En^sh, when she spoke, informed me tbat she was a foreigner. 

I have always cultivated a feeling of humane indulgence for foreigners. 
They do not |X)e8ess our blessings and advantages; and they are, for the 
most part, bronght up in the bffnd etrors of popery. It has also always 
been my prec^ and practice, as it was my dear husband’s preoept and 
praotioe hefore me (see Sermon xxix, in the Collection by the late Bev. 
Samuel lfi<helsbn, M.A.), to do as I would be done by. On both these 
aooounts, I will not say that Mrs. Buhelle struck me as being a small, 
wiry, sly person, of fifty or thereabouts, with a dark brown or Creole 
eomplexion, and watchful light gray eyes. Nor will 1 mention, for the 
reasons just alleged, that I thought her dress, though it was of the plainest 
black silk, inappropriately costly in textnre and unnecessarily refined r 
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trimming and finish, for a person in her position in life. 1 should uottike 
these things to be said of me, and therefore it is mj duty not to say them 
of Mrs. Rubelle. I will merely mention that her manners were—^no* 
perhaps unpleasantly reserved—^but only remarkably qniet and retiring; 
that she looked about her a great deal, and said very little, which mi^t 
have arisen quite as mnch from her own modesty, as from distmst of her 
position at Blackwater Fark; and tiiat she declined to partake of supper 
(which was Gurions, perhaps, but surely not suspicious ?), 'although I 
myself politely invited her to that meal, in my own room. 

At the Count’s particular suggestion (so like his lordship’s forgiving 
kindness I), it was arranged that Mrs. Rubelle should not en ter un her 
duties, nntil she had been seen and approved by the doctor the next 
moming. I sat up that night. Lady Giyde appeared to be very unwilling 
that the new nurse should be employed to attend on Miss Haloombe. Such 
want of liberality towards a foreigner on the part of a lady of her edncation 
and refinement surprised me. I ventured to say, ‘‘ My lady, we mnst all 
remember not to be hasty in our judgments on our inferiors—especially 
when they oome from foreign parts.” Lady Giyde did not appear to attend 
to me. She only sighed, and kissed Miss Halcombe’s hånd as it lay on the 
counterpane. Scarcely a judicious prooeeding in a sick-room, with a 
patient whom it was highly desirable not to excite. But poor Lady 
Giyde knew nothing of nuising—^nothing whatever, I am sorry to say. 

The next moming, Mrs. Kubelle was sent to the sitting-room, to be 
approved by the doctor, on his way through to the bedroom. 

I left Lady Giyde with Miss Halcombe, who was slumbcring at the 
time, and joined Mrs. Bubelle, with the object of kindly preventing her 
from feeliug strange and nervous in cohsequence of the uncertainty of her 
situation. She did not appear to see it in that light. She seemed to be 
quite satisfied, beforehand, that Mr. Dawson would approve of her; and 
she sat calmly looking out of window, with every appearance of enjoying 
the country air. Some people might have thought such conduct suggestive 
of brazen assurance. I beg to say that I more liberally set it down to 
extraordinary strength of mind. 

Instead of the doctor coming up to ns, I was sent for to see the doctor. 
I thought this change of affairs rather odd, but Mrs. Bubelle did not appear 
to be afiected by it in any way. I left her still calmly looking out of the 
Tjdndow, and still silently enjoying the country air. 

Mr. Dawson was waiting for me, by himself, in the breakfast^rooDL 

" About this new nurse. Mis. Michelson,** said the doctor. 

“ Yes, sir ?” 

** I find that she has been brought here from London by the wife of tiiat 
fat old foreigner, who is always trying to interfere with me. Mrs. Michel« 
son, the fat old foreigner is a Qua sk.” 



TH£ WOHAK IN WHITE. 


286 


Tilis was very rude. I was naturally shocked at it. 

** Are you aware, sir,” I said, ** that you are talking of a nobleman ?” 

** Pooh 1 He isn’t tho first Quack with a handle to his name. They'n 
all Counts—hang ’em!” 

** He would not he a friend of Sir Percival Glyde’s, sir, if he was not a 
member of tbe highest aristocracy—exoepting the English aristocracy, of 
course.” 

**yery well, Mrs. Michelson, call him what you like; and let us get 
back to the nurse. 1 have been objecting to her alieady.” 

“ Without baving seen her, sir ?” 

“ Tes; without having seen her. She may be the best nurse in ezist- 
enoe; but Edie is not a nurse of æy providing. I have put that objection to 
bir Perdval, as the master of the house. He doesn’t support me. He says 
a nurse of my providing would have been a stranger from London also; 
and he thinks the woman ought to have a trial, after his wife’s aunt has 
taken the trouble to fetch her from London. There is some justice in that; 
and I can*t deoently say No. But I have made it a oondition that she is 
to go at once, if I find reason to compliun of her. This proposal being one 
which I have some right to make, as medical attendant. Sir Percival has 
oonsentod to it. Now, Mrs. Michelson, 1 know 1 can depend on you ; and 
I want you to keep a sharp eye on the nurse, for the first day or two, Jid 
to see t^t she gives Miss Halcombe no medidnes but mine. This foreign 
nobleman of youis is dying to try his quack remedies (mesmerism included) 
on my patient; and a nurse who is brought here by his wife may be a 
little too willing to help him. Ton understand ? Very well, then, we may 
go upstairs. Is the nurse there ? l’ll say a word to her, before she goes 
into the sick-room.” 

We found Mrs. Rubelle stiU enjoying herself at the window. When I 
introdnoed her to Mr. Dawson, neither the doctor*s doubtful looks nor the 
doctor’s searching questions appeared to confuse her in the least. She 
answered him quietly in her broken English; and, though he tried hard ta 
puzzle her, she never betrayed the least ignorance, so far, about any part of 
her duties. This was doubtless the result of strength of mind, as 1 said 
before, and not of brazen assurance, by any means. 

We all went into the bedroom. 

Mrs. Rubelle looked, very attentively, at the patient; curtseyed to Lady 
Giyde; set one or two little things right in the room; and sat down 
quietly in a oomer to wait until she was wanted. Her ladyship seemed 
startled and annoyed by the appearance of the strange nurse. No one said 
anything, for fear of rousing Miss Halcombe, who was still slumbering— 
cxcept tho doctor, who whispered a question about the night. I softly 
answered, “ Much as usualand then Mr. Dawson went out. Lady Giyde 
followed him, I suppose to speak about Mrs. Rubelle. For my own part. 
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I had made up my mind alreådy that this quiet foreign person would keep 
her situatioh. She had all her wits ahout her; and ahe certainly nnderstood 
her buBinesB. So far, 1 ooold hardly have done much better by the bedside, 
myself. 

Bemembering Mr. Da^TSon’s caution to me, 1 subjected Mrs. Bubelle to 
a severe scrutiny, at certain intervals, for the next three or four days. I 
over and over again entered the room softly and suddenly, but I never 
found her out in any suspiciouB action. L^y Giyde, ^ho watohed her as 
attentively as I did, discovered nothing either. I never detected a sign of 
the medicine bottles being tampered with; I never saw Mrs. Bubelle say a 
^rd to the Count^ or thé Count to her. She managed Miss Halcombe 
with unquestionable caxe and discretion. The poor lady wavered bA<^wards 
and forwards between a sort of sleepy exhaustion whioh was htdf faintness 
and half slumbering, and attacks of fever whioh brou^t with tliem more or 
less of wandering in her mind. Mrs. Bubelle never disturbed her in the 
iirst case, and never startled her in the seoond, by appearing too suddenly 
at the bedside in the character of a stranger. Honour to whom honour is 
due (whether foreign or Engli8hy-*^d I give her privilege impartiaUy to 
Mm. Bubelle. She was remarlmbly uncommunicative about hetsalf, and 
Bhe was too quietly independent of all advice'from experienoed persons wbo 
understood the duties of a sick-room-^but, with these drawbacks, she was 
a good nurse; and she never gave either Lady Giyde or Mr. Dawson the 
shadow of a reason for compkining of her. 

The next circumstance of importance that oocnrred in the høQøe was the 
lemporary absence of the Count, odcasioned by business wbich took him to 
London. He went away (I think) on the moming of the fourtb day after 
the arrival of Mrs. Bubelle ; and, at parting, be spoke to Lady Giyde, veiy 
seriously, in my presence, on the subject of Miss Halcombe. 

. ** Trust Mr. Dawson,” be said, ^ for a few days more, if you piease. Bul« 
if tbere is not somo cbange for tbe better, in tbat time, send for advioe 
from London, wbich this mule of a doctor mUst accøpt in spite of himself. 
Ofifend Mr. Dawson, and save Miss Halcombe. 1 say this serioiuly, on my 
word of honour and from the bottom of iny beart.” 

His lordship spoke with extreme feeling and kindness* But poor Lady 
Glyde’s nerves were so completely broken down tbat she seemed qnite 
frightened at bim. Shé trembled fi:om head to foot; and allowed him to 
take his leave, withont uttering a word on her side. She tumed to me, 
when he had gone, and said,** Oh, Mrs. Michelson, 1 am heart-broken aboat 
my sister, and I have no friend to advise me! Do you think Mr. Dowiion 
ts wTong ? He told me himself this moming, that thcre was no fear, and 
no need to send for onother dootor.” 

**With all respeot to Mr. Dawson,’* 1 answered, *^in your ladyahip’s 
^^aoe, I should remember the Oount^s advioe.” 
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Lady Giyde fnmed away from me stiddenly, with an appearance of 
despair, for which I was quite nnable to aocount. 

**^Sis advioe I” she aud to heraelf. God bélp ns —his adyioe !** 

The Oonnt *was aiway from Blaokwater Park, as nearly as I remember, a 
weeL .... 

Sir Pendval seemed to feel tbe loss of his lordship in varions ways, and 
appeared also, I thought, much depressed and altered by the sickness and 
soriow in the hønse. Occasionally, he was so very restless, that I conld 
not help noticing it; coming and going, and wandering here and there 
and eyeiywhere in the gronnds. His inquiries abont Miss Haloombe, and 
abont his lady (whose failing health seemed to canse him sincere anxiety) 
were most attentive. 1 think his heart was mnch softened. If some kind 
clerical frieiid—some such friend as he might have fonnd in my late 
excellent husband—^had been near him at this time, cheering moral pro- 
gress might have been made with Sir Percival. I seldom find myself mis- 
taken on a point of this sort; having had experience to guide me in my 
luippy married days. 

Her ladyship the Conntess, who was now the only company for Sir 
P^val down stairs, rather neglected him, as 1 considered. Or, perhaps, 
it might have been that he nc^lected her. A stranger might almost have 
supposed that they were hent, now they were left together alone, on 
actually avoiding one another. This, of oourse, conld not he. Bnt it did 
80 happen, nevertheless, that the Conntess made her dinner at luncheon- 
fime, and that she always came np-stairs towards evening, althongh Mrs. 
Rubelle had taken the nnrsing duties entirely off her bands. Sir Percival 
dined by himself; and William (the man out of Hvery) made the remark, 
in my hearing, that his master had put himself on half rations of food and 
on a double allowance of drink. I attach no importance to such an insolent 
observation as this, on the part of a servant. I reprobated it at the time 
and 1 wish to he understood as reprohating it once more on this occasion. 

In the course of the next few days, Miss Halcombe did certainly seem to 
all of ns to he mending a little. Our fitith in Mr. Dawson revived, He 
appeared to he very confident about the case , and he assured Lady Giyde, 
when she spoke to him on the suhject, Ihat he would himself propose to 
flfflid for a physician, the moment he felt so much as the shadow of a doubt 
Crossing his own mind. 

The only person among ns who did not appear to be relieved by these 
words, was the Conntess. She said to me privately, that she conld not fee! 
easy abont Miss Halcombe, on Mr. Dawson’s authority, and that she 
shonld wait anxiously for her husband’s opinion, on his return. Thal 
return, his letters informed her,woiild take place in three days’ time. The 
Count and Countess corresponded regularly every moming, during hia 
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lordship's absence. They were in that respect, as in all others, a p at t e m to 
married people. 

On the evening of the third day, I notioed a change in Miss HaloomiMy 
ivhich caused xne serions apprehension. Mrs. Rnbelle noticed it too. We 
said nothing on the subject to Lady Giyde, wbo was then lying asleep, 
oompletoly overpowered by exhaustion, on the sofa in the sitting^room. 

'hil. Dawson did not pay his evening visit till later than usual. As 
soon as he set eyes on his patient, I saw his face alter. He tried to hide 
it; but he looked both confused and alarmed. A messenger was sent to 
his resiaenoe for his medicine-chest, disinfecting preparations were used in 
the room, and a bed was made up for him in the house by his own direo- 
tions. “ Has the fever tumed to infection ?** I whispered to him. “ I 
am afraid it has,** he answered; " we shall know better to-morrow mom- 
mg. 

By Mr. Dawson’s own directions Lady Giyde was kepi in ignorance of 
this change for the worse. He himself absolutely forbade her, on aooount 
of her health, to join us in the bedroom that night. She tried to resist— 
there was a sad scene—^bnt he had his medical authority to support him; 
and he carried his point. 

The next moming, one of the men-servants was sent to London, at 
eleven o*clock,' with a letter to a physician in town, and with orders. to | 
bring the new doctor back with him by the earliest possible train. Half 
an hour after the messenger had gone, the Count retumed to Blackwater 
Park. 

The Countess, on her own responsibility, immediately brought him in to 
see the patient. There was no impropriety that I oould discover in her 
taking this course. His lordship was a married man; he was old enough | 
to be Miss Halcombe’s father; and he saw her in the presence of a female ‘ 
relative. Lady Glyde’s aunt. Mr. Dawson nevertheless protested against 
his presence in the room; but, I could plainly remark, the doctor was too 
much alarmed to make any serious resistance on this occasion. 

The poor suffering lady was past knowing any one about her. Sbe 
seemed to take her friends for enemies. When the Count approached her 
bedside, her eyes, which had been wandering incessantly round and round 
the room before, settled on his face, with a dreadful stare of terror, which 
I shall remember to my dying day. The Count sat down by her; felt her 
pulse, and her temples; looked at her very attentively; and then tumed ^ 
round upon the doctor with such an expression of indignation and ooo- | 
tempt in his face, that the words failed on Mr. Dawson’s lips, and he j 
stood, tor a moment, pale with anger and alarm—^pale and porfectlyspeeoh* 
less. 

His lordship looked next at me. 

** When did the change happen ?” he asked. 
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I told him iho time. 

^ Has Lady Giyde been in the room sinoe 

I replied tbat she bad not. The dector bad abiolately forbidden ber to 
oome into the room, on the evening before, and bad repeated tbe order agpin 
in the moming. 

“ Have yon and Mrs. Rubello been made aware of the fnll extent of the 
miflchief ?**—waa bis next qdestiou. 

We were aware, I answered, that tbe malady waa conaidered infectioua 
He stopped me, before 1 could add anything more. 

“It is Typbus Fever,” he said. 

In tbe minute tbat passed, wbile tbeae questiona and anaweia were goin^ 
OQ, Mr. Dawaon recovered bimself, and addresaed tbe Gount with b. 
cnstomaiy firmness. 

" It is not typbus fever,” be remarked, sbarply. “ I protest against tbis 
introsion, sir. No one bas a right to put questions bere, but me. I have 
done my duty to the hest of my ability- ** 

The Gount interrupted bim—not by words, but only by pointing to tbe 
bed. Hr. Dawaon seemed to feel tbat silent contradiction to bis assertion 
of his own ability, and to grow only the more angry under it. 

“ I say I have done my duty,” he reiterated. “ A pbysician bas been 
sent for from London. I will consult on tbe nature of the fever with bim, 
and with no one else. I insist on your leaving the room.** 

entered tbis room, sir, in tbe sacred interests of humanity,” said tbe 
Gount. ** And in the same interests, if the coming of tbe pbysician is 
delayed, I wiU enter it again. I wam you once more tbat tbe fever bas 
tumed to Typbus, and tbat your treatment is responsible for tbis lament- 
able cbange. If tbat unbappy lady dies, I will give my testimony in a 
eoTirt of justice tbat your ignorance and obstinacy have been tbe cause of 
her deatb.” ■ 

Before Mr. Dawson could answer, before tbe Gount could leave us, tbe 
door was opcned from tbe sitting-room, and we saw Lady Giyde on tbe 
threshold. 

“ I mustf and vnU come in,” sbe said, with extraordinary firmness. 

Listead of stopping ber, tbe Count moved into tbe sitting-room, and 
made way for ber to go in. On all otber occasions, he was tbe last man in 
tbe World to forget anything; but, in tbe surprise of the moment, be 
apparently forgot tbe danger of infection from typbus, and tbe urgent 
necessity of forcing Lady Giyde to take proper care of berself. 

To my astonishment, Mr. Dawson sbowed more presence of mind. He 
stopped ber ladysbip at tbe first step ^e took towards tbe bedside. " I am 
sincerely sorry, I am sincerely grieved,” be said. “ The fever may, I fear, 
be infectious. Until I am certain that it is not, I entreat you to keep out 
of ths room.” 

u 
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She struggled for a moment; then suddenly dropped ber armfl^ and Bank 
forward. Sbe bad fainted. Tbe Ootmtess and 1 took ber from tbe doctor, 
and oarried ber into ber own room. Tbe Gount preceded ns^ and waited in 
tbe passage, liU 1 came out, and told bim tbat we bad reoovered her from 
tbe Bwoon. 

I went back to tbe dootor to tell bIm, by Lady Glyde’s desire, that abe 
insisted on speaking to bim immediately. He witbdrew at once to quiet 
ber ladydiip’a agitation, and to assure ber of tbe pbysician’s arrival in tbe 
oourse of a few bours. Tbose bours passed very slowly. Sir Perdval and 
tbe Gount were togetber down stairs, and sent up, from time to time, to 
make tbeir inquiries. At last, between five and six o’clock, to onr great 
relief, tbe pbysician camé. 

He was a younger man tban Mr. Dawson; veiy serious, and very 
decided. Wbat be tbougbt of tbe previous treatment, I cannot say; but 
it struck- me as curious tbat be put many more questions to myself and to 
Mrs. Bubelle tban be put to tbe doctor, and that be did not appear to listen 
with muoh interest to wbat Mr. Dawson said, wbile be was examining 
Mr. Dawson’s patient. I began to suspeot, brom wbat I observed in this 
way, tbat tbe Gount bad been right about tbe illness all tbe way tihrougb; 
and I was naturally oonbrmed in that idea, when Mr. Dawson, after some 
Uttle delay, asked tbe one important question wblcb tbe London doctør bad 
been sent for to set at rest. 

Wbat is your opinion of tbe fever he inquired. 

“ Typbus,” replied tbe pbysician. ** Typbus fever beyond all doubt.** 

Tbat quiet foreign person, Mrs. Bubelle, erossed ber thin, brown bands 
in front of ber, and looked at me with a very significant smile. The Gount 
bimself oould hardly have appeared more gratified, if be bad been present 
in tbe room, and bad beard tbe confirmation of his own opinion. 

After giving us some useful directions about tbe management of the 
patient, and mentioning tbat be would come again in five days* time, the 
pbysician witbdrew to consult in private with Mr. Dawson. He would 
offer no opinion on Miss Haloombe’s chances of recovery: be said it was 
impossible at tbat stage of tbe illness to pronounce, one way or tbe other. 

' ^Tbe five days passed anxiously. 

' Gduntess Fosco and myself took it by tums to relieve Mrs. Bubelle ; 
Miss HalcOmbe^ oondition growing worse and worse, and requiring ouf 
utmost care and attention. It was a terribly trying time. Lady Glydé 
(såppdrtédi as Mr. Dawson said, by tbe constant strain of ber susp^ose on 
ber siSter’s aocoimt) rallied in the most eztraordinary manner, and idiowed 
a firmness and determination frr wbicb 1 sbould myself never baye given 
ber creditv^ Sb^ insisted on ooming into the sick-room, two or three timea 
every day, to look at Miss Halcombe with ber own eyes; promising not to 
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go too close to the bed, if the dootor wotild oonseut to her wishes, bo far. 
Mr. Dawson Yery unwillingly made the oouoession required of him: 1 
think he saw tbat it was hopeless to dispute with her. 6he came in every 
day; and ehe self-denyingly kept her prømue. I felt it personally so dis- 
tressing (as reminding me of my own affliction dnring my huBband’s last 
illness) to see how she snffered under ihese circumstances, that 1 muat beg 
not to dwell on this part of the snbject any longer. It is more agreeable 
to me to mention tiiat no fresh dispates took plaoe between Mr. Dawson 
and the Ootint. His lordship made oli his inqniries by deputy; and 
remained continually in oompany with Sir Percival, down-stairs. 

On the fifth day, the physician came again, and gave ns a little hope. 
He said the tenth day from the finst appearance of the typhus wonld pro 
bably dedde the result of the illness, and he arranged for his third visit tc 
take plaoe on that date. The interval passed as before—except that the 
Goont went to London again, one moming, and retnmed at night. 

On the tenth day, it pleased a mercifnl Providence to relieve onr honso 
hold from all fnrther anxiety and alarm. The physician positivdy assared 
08 that lÆiss Haloombe was out of danger. She wants no doctor, now-^ 
all she reqnires is carefal watching and nursing, for some time to come; 
and that I see she has.” Those were his own words. That evening I read 
my hnsband’s toUching sermon on Recovery from Sickness, with more 
happiness and advantage (in a spiritual point of view) than I ever remember 
to have derived from it before. 

The effcct of the good news on poor Lady Giyde was, I grieve to say, 
quite overpowering. She was too weak to bcar the violent reaction; and 
in another day or two, she sank into a State of debility and depression, 
which obliged her to keep her room. Rest and qniet, and change of air 
afterwards, were the hest remedies which Mr. Dawson conld snggest for her 
benefit. It was fortnnate that matters were no worse, for, on the very day 
after she took to her room, the Connt and the doctor had another disagree* 
ment; and, this time, the dispute between them was of so serious a nature, 
that Mr. Dawson left the house. 

1 was not present at the time; but I uaderstood that the subject of dis- 
pute was the amoimt of nouri^ment which it was necéssary to give to 
assist Miss Halcombe's convalescence, after the exhaustion of the fever. 
Mr. Dawson, now that his patient was safe, was less inolined than ever to 
snbmit to unprofessional interfeience; and the Count (I cannot imagine 
why) lost all the self-ocmtrol which he had so judieiously preserved on 
former occasions, and taunted the doctor, over and over again, with his 
mistake about the fever, when ic changed to tyfdms. The unfortunate 
affair ended in Mr. Dawson’s appealing to Sir Percival, and threatening 
(now that he conld leave'withont ahsblute danger to Miss Halccnnbe) to 
withdraw from his attendance at Blackwater Park, if the Count’s interfer 
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enoe was not peremptorily auppressed from that moment. Sir Perdval's 
reply (thongh not designedly uncivil) had only resulted in making matten 
woTse; and Mr. Dawson had thereupon withdrawn from the house, in a 
State 6f extreme indignation at Oount Fosoo’s usage of him, and had sent 
in his bili the next morning. 

We were now, therefore, left without the attendanoe of a medical man. 
Althongh there was no actual necessity for auother doctor—-nursing and 
watching being, as the physician had observed, all that Miss Halcombe 
required—1 should still, if my authority had berø oonsnlted, have obtained 
professional assistance, from some other qnarter, for form’s sake. 

The matter did not seem to strike Sir Percival in that light. He said it 
would be time enongh to send for another doctor, if Miss Haloombe showed 
any signs of a relapse. In the mean while, we had the Count to oonsnlt in 
any minor difQculty; and we need not nnnecessarily distnrb our patient, 
in her present weak and nervous condition, by the presenoe of a stranger at 
her bedside. There was mueh that was teaaonable, no doubt, in these 
oonsiderations; but they lefb me a little anxions, nevertheless. Nor was 1 
quite satisfied, in my own mind, of the propriety of our concealing the doctor’s 
absence, as we did, from Lady Giyde. It was a merciful decepdon, I admit 
—^for she was in no State to bear any fresh anxieties. But still it was a 
deception ; and, as such, to a person of my principles, at best a doubtfiil 
proceeding. 

A seoond perplexing circumstance which happened on the same day, and 
which took me oompletely by surprise, added greatly to the sense oi 
uneasiness that was now weighing on my mind, 

I was sent for to see Sir Percival in the library. The Count, who was 
with him when I went in, immediately rose and left us alone together. Sir 
Percival civilly aiiked me to take a seat; and then, to my great asUmish- 
ment, addressed me in these terms : 

**I want to spei.k to you, Mrs. Michelson, about a matter which i 
dccided on some time ago, and which I should have mentioned before, but 
for the sickness and troubie in the house. In plain words, I have reasons 
for wishing to break up my establishment immediately at this plaoe— 
leaving you in charge, of course, as usual. As soon as Lady Giyde and 
Miss Halcombe can travel, they must both have cbange of air. My fnenda, 
Count Fosoo and the Countess, will leave us, before that time^ to live in 
the neighbourhood of London. And I have reasons for not opening the 
house to any more company, with a view to economising as carefnlly as I 
can. I don*t blame you —but my expenses here are a great deal too heary. 
In short^ I shall seil the horses, and get rid of all the servante at onoe. I 
never do things by halves, as you know; and 1 mean to have the hoose 
•».lear of a pack of useless people by this time to-merrow.” 
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1 lietened to him, perfeetly agbast with astonialimeiit 

“ Do you mean. Sir Perdval, that 1 am to dismiss the in-door servants, 
ander my charge^ without the usual monih’s waming ?" I aaked. 

^ Certainly, I do. We may all be out of the houae beforc another 
month; and I am not going to leave the aervanta here in idlenesa, with no 
maater to wait on.” 

*‘Who is to do the oooking. Sir Percival, while you are still staying 
here ?** 

** Margaret Porcher can roast and boil—keep her. What do 1 want with 
a cook, if I don’t mean to give any dinner-parties ?” 

“ The servant you have mentioued is the most uniutelligent scrvant in 
tlie hønse. Sir Percival— 

** Keep her, I tell you; and have a woraan in from the village to do the 
cleaning, and go away again. My weekly expenses must and åhall he 
owered immediately. I don’t send for you to make objections, Mrs. 
Michelson—send for you to carry out my plans of eConomy. Dismiss the 
whole lazy pack of in-door servants to-morrow, exoept Porcher. She is 
as strong as a horse—^and we’ll make her work like a horse.” 

“ Tou will excuse me for reminding you. Sir Percival, that if the servants 
go to-morrow, they must have a montb’s wages in lieu of a month’s 
waming.” 

^ Let them 1 A month’s wages saves a month’s waste and gluttony in 
the servants’-hall.” 

This last remark oonveyed an aspersion of the most offensive kind on my 
management. I had too much self-respect to defend myself under so gross 
an imputation. Christian consideration for the helpless position of Miss 
Halcombe and Lady Giyde, and for the serious inconvenience which my 
Budden absence might inflict on them,*alone prevented me from resigning my 
situation on the spot. 1 rose immediately. It would have lowered me in 
my owu estimation to have pennitted the interview to continue a moment 
longer. 

** Aftcr that last remark, Sir Percival, 1 have nothing more to say. Your 
directions shall be atteuded to.” Pronouncing those words, I bowed my 
head with the most distant respect, and went out of the room. 

The next day, the servants left in a body. Sir Percival himself dis¬ 
missed the grooms and stablemen; sending them, with all the horses but 
one, to London. Of the whole domestic establishment, in-doors and out, 
there now remained only myself, Margaret Porcher, and the gardener; this 
last living in his own cottage, and being wanted to take care of the ono 
norse tbat remained in the stables. 

With the house left in this strange and lonely condition; with the 
mistress of it ill in her room; with Miss Halcombe still as helpless as a 
cbild; and with the doctor’s attendance withdrawn from us in enmity—.it 



294 


THE WOMÅH IN WHITE. 


was BUTely not nnnatnial that my spirits shoald sink, and my costomary 
oomposure be very hard to maintain. My mind was ill at ease. I wished 
the poor ladies both well again; and 1 wished xnyself away fnnn Blaokwater 
Park. 


II. 

The next event that occnrred was of so singular a nature, that it might 
have caused me a feeling of superstitious surprise, if my mind had not been 
fortified hy prindple against any pagan wealmess of that sort. The uneaay 
sense of something wrong in the family which had made me wish myself 
away from Blackwater Park, was actoally foUowed, strange to say, hy my 
departure from the house. It is true that my absence was for a temporary 
period only: but tbe ooincidenoe was, in my opinion, not the less remark¬ 
able on that aooount. 

My departure took place under the following circumstances: 

A day or two after the servants all left, I was again sent for to see Sir 
Fercival. The undeserved siur whidx he had cast on my management of 
the household, did not, I ain happy tb say, prevent me from retuming good 
for evil to the hest of my ability, by complying with his request as readily 
and respectfully as ever. It oost me a struggle with that fallen nature 
which we all share in common, before I could suppress my feelings. Being 
accustomed to self-disdpline, £ accomplished the saorifioe. 

I found Sir Fercival and Oount Fosco sitting together, again. On this 
oocasion his lordship remained present at the interview, and assisted in the 
developmcnt of Sir Fercival’s views. 

The subject to which tbey now requested my attention, related to the 
healthy change of air by wbioh we all hoped that Miss Haloombe and Lady 
Giyde might soon be enabled to profit: Sir Perdval mentioned tbat both 
the ladies would probably pass tbe autumn (by invitation of Frederick 
Falrlie,, Esquire) at Limmeridge House, OumWland. But before they 
went tbere, it was his opinion, confirmed by Oount Fosco (who here took 
up ihe couversalion and continned it to tbe end), that tbey would benefit 
by a short resldence first m the genial blimate of Torquay. The great 
object, therefbre, was to engage lodgings at that place, affording all the 
oomforts and advantagea of which they stood in need; and the great 
diffionlty was to find an experienæd person capable of choonng the sort of 
residence .which they wanted. In this emergenoy, the Oount begged to in- 
quire, on Sir Percivars behalf, wbetiier I would object to give the ladies the 
benefit of my assistance, by proceeding myself to Torquay in tbeir interests. 

It was impossible for a person in my situation, io meet any proposal, 
made in these terms, with a positive objection. 

I could only venture to represent the serious inconvenienoe ot my feavmg 
Blackwater Park, in the oxtraordinary absence of all the in-door servants, 
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with the One exoeptioii of Margaiot Pordier. Bat Sir Feroival and his 
brdship declared that they were both willing to put up with iucou'venienco 
for the sake of the mvalids. I uext respectfully suggested writing to an 
agent at Torquay; but I was met here by being reminded of the imprudenoe 
of taking lodginge without first seeing ^em. I was also infonned that the 
Countess (who would otherwise have gone to Devonshire herself) could not, 
in Lady G^lyde’s present condition, leave her niece; and that Sir Feioival 
and the Connt had business to transact together, which would oblige them 
to remain at Blackwater Fark. In short, it was clearly shown pie, that il 
I did not undertake the errand, no one else could be trusted with- it. 
Under these circnmstanoes, I could only inform Sir Fercival that my 
services were at the disposal of Miss Ealcombe and Lady Glyd& 

It was thereupon arranged that 1 should leave the next moming; that I 
should oocupy one or two days in examining all the most convenient houses 
in Torquay; and that I should return, with my report, as soon as I con« 
veniently could. A memorandum was written for me by his lordship, 
stating the requisites which the place I was sent to take must be found 
to possess; and a note of the pecuniary limit assdgned to me, was added by 
Sir Fercival. 

My own idea, on reading over these instructions, was, that no such 
residence as I saw described could be found at any watering-place in 
England; and that, even if it could by chance be discovered, it would 
certainly not be purted with for any period, on such terms as I was per- 
mitted to offer. I hinted at these difficulties to both the gentlemen; but 
Sir Fercival (who undertook to answer me) did not appear to feel them. 
It was not for me to dispute the question. I said no more; but I felt a 
very strong conviction that the business on which I was sent away was so 
beset by difficulties that my errand was almost hopeless at starting. 

Before I left, I took care to satisfy myself that Miss Halcombe was going 
on favourably. 

There was a painful expression of anxiety in her face, which made me 
fear that her mind, on first recovering itsel^ was not at ease. But she was 
certainly strengthening more rapidly than I could have ventured to antici« 
pate; and she was able to send kind messages to Lady Giyde, saying that 
she was fastgetting weU, and entreating her ladyship not to exert herself 
again too soon. I left her in charge of Mrs. Bubelle, who was still as 
quietly independent of every one else in the house as ever. When 1 
knocked at Lady Glyde’s door, before going away, I was told that she 
was still sadly weak and depressed; my informant being the Countess, 
who was then keeping her company in her room. Sir Fercival and the 
Count were walking on the road to the lodge, as I was driven by in the 
chaise. I bowed to them, and quitted the house, with not a living soul left 
jn the servants* offices but Margaret Forcher. 
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Erory one must feel, what I have felt myself sinoe that time, tLat theøs 
circumstanoes were more than nuusual—^they were almost suspicious. Let 
me, however, say again, that it was impossible for me, iu my depeodent 
position, to act otherwise than I did. 

The result of my errand at Torquay was exactly what I had foreseen. 
No such lodgings as I was instructed to take could be found in the whole 
place; and the terms I wah permitted to give were much too low for the 
purpose, even if I had been able to discover what I wanted. I accordingly 
retumed to Blackwater Park; and informed Sir Percival, who met me at 
the door, that my joumey had been taken in vain. He seemed too much 
occupied with some other subject to care about the failure of my errand, 
and his first words informed me that even m the short time of my absence, 
another remarkable change had taken place in the house. 

The Oount and Oountess Fosoo had left Blackwater Park for their new 
rosidence in St. John*s Wood. 

I was not made aware of the motive for this sudden departure—was 
only told that the Gount had been very particular in leaving his kind oom- 
pliments to me. When I ventured on asking Sir Percival whether Lady 
Giyde had any one to attend to her oomforts in the absence of theCountess, 
he replied tbat she had Margaret Porcher to wait on her; and he added 
that a woman from the village had been sent for to do the work down stairs. 

The answer really shocked me—^there was such a glaring impropriety in 
permitting an under-housemaid to hil the plade of confidential attendant on 
Lady Giyde. I went up-stairs at once, and met Margaret on the bedroom- 
ianding. Her services had not been required (naturally enough); her 
mistress having sufficiently recovered, that moming, to be able to leave her 
bed. I asked, next, after Miss Halcombe; but I was answered in a slonclr- 
ing, sulky way, which left me no wiser than I was before. I did not 
choose to repeat the question, and perhaps provoke an impertinent reply. 
It was in every respect more becoming, to a person in my position, to 
present myself immediately in Lady Glyde’s room. 

I found that her ladyship had certainly gained in health during the lasi 
fcw days. Although still sadly wcak and nervous, she was able to get up 
without assistance, and to walk slowly about her room, feeling no worse 
effect from the exertion than a slight sensation of fatigue. She had been 
made a little anxious that moming about Miss Halcombe, throu^ having 
received no news of her from any one. I thought this seemed to imply a 
blamable want of attention on the part of Mrs. Bubelle; but I said nothing, 
and remained with Lady Giyde, to assist her to dress. When she was 
ready, we both left the room together to go to Miss Halcombe. 

We were stopped in the passage by the appearance of Sir PerdvaL H« 
looked as if he had been purposely waiting there to see us. 

“ Where are you going?” he said to Lady Giyde. 
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*To Marian's room ” she answered. 

"It may spare yon a disappointment,*’ remarked Sir Percival, **if 1 tell 
yoa at once you will not find her there.** 

“ Not find her there !’* 

**No. She left the house yesterday moming with Fosoo and his wife.** 

Lady Giyde was not strong enough to hear the surprise of this extra- 
oidinaiy statement. She tumed fearfully pale; and leaned hack against 
the Wall, looking at her husband in dead silence. 

I was 80 astonished myself, ihat I hardly knew what to say. I asked 
Sir Persival if he really meant that Miss Haloombe had Icft Blackwater 
Park. 

“ I oertainly mean it,” he answered. 

**In her state, Sir Perclval! Without mentioning her intentions to 
Lady Giyde!” 

Before he oould reply, her ladyship recovered herself a little, and spoke. 

** Impossible !** she cried out, in a loud, frightened manner; taking a 
8tep or two forward from the wall. “ Where was the doctor ? where was 
Mr. Dawson when Marian went away ?** 

**Mr. Dawson wasn*t wanted, and wasn’t here,” said Sir Perdval. ** He 
left of his own aocord, which is enou^ of itself to show that she was-strong 
enough to tra^eL How you stare 1 If you don’t believe she has gone, 
look for yourself. Open her room door, and all the other room doers, if you 
like.” 

She took him at his word, and I followed her. There was no one in 
Miss Halcombe’s room but Margaret Porcher, who was busy setting it to 
fights. There was no one in the spore rooms, or the dressing-rooms, when wc 
looked into them afterwards. Sir Percival still waited for us in the passage. 
As we were leaving the last room that we had ezamined, Lady Giyde 
^'hispered, Don’t go, Mrs. Michelson I don’t leave me, for God’s sake!” 
Before I could say anything in return, she was out again in the passage, 
speaking to her husband. 

“ What does it mean. Sir Perdval ? I indst—beg and pray you will 
tell me what it means!” 

**It means,” he answered, **that Miss Haloombe was strong enough 
yesterday moming to sit up, and be dressed; and that she insisted on 
tnking advantage of Fosco’s going to London, to go there too.” 

“ To London I” 

“ Yes—on her way to Limmeridge.” 

Lady Glyde tumed, and appealed to me, 

“You saw Miss Haloombe last,” she said. “Thll me plainly, Mrs 
Michelson, did you think she looked fit to travel ?” 

“ Not in my opinion, your ladyship.” 

Sir Perdval, on his side, instantly tumed, and appealod to me also. 
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“ Before you wenfc away,” he sai^ “ did you, or did you not* tell tho 
aurae that Miss Halcombe looked muoh stronger and better 
“ I certainly made the remark. Sir Percival/* 

He addressed her ladyship again, the moment I ofifered that reply« 

Set one of Mrs. Michelson’s opimons fairly against the other,’’ he said, 
^ and Ixy to be reasonable about a perfectly plain matter# If she had not been 
wellionongh to be moved, do you ihink we should any of us have rieked 
letting her go ? She has got three competent people to look after her— 
Foeoo and your aunt, and Mrs. Enbelle, who went away with them 
expressly for that purpose. 'Ihey took a whole carrii^e yesterday, and 
made a bed for her on the seat, in case she felt tired. To-day, Fosoo and 
Mrs. Rubelle go on with her themselves to Cumberland—” 

**!Why does Marian go to Limmeridge, and leave me. heie by myself ?” 
said her ladyship, interrupting Sir Pereival. 

** Because your uncle won’t receive you till he has seen your sister first,** 
he replied. ** Have you forgotten ^e. letter he wrote to her, at the 
beginning of her illness ? It was shown to you; you read it youiself ; and 
you ought to remember it.** 

I do remember it.** 

you do, why should you be surprised at her leaving you? Tou 
want to be back at Limmeridge; and she has gone there to get'your nnde’s 
leaye for you, on his own terms.** 

Poor Lady Glyde’s eyes filled with tears. 

Marian never left me before,** she said, ** witheutbiddingjGaegood-by.*’ 
*.• She would have bid you,good-by this time,** retmned Sir Pereival, if 
she had not been a&aid of herself and of you. She knew you would try to 
stop her; she knew you would disttess her by mying. Do you want to 
make any more objeotions? if you do, you must come down stairs and ask 
questions in the diuing-room« These worries upset me. 1 want a gliiiia of 
wine.** 

He left us suddenly. 

His manner all through this stiange oonversation had beeu veiy unlike 
what it usually was. He seemed to be almost as nervous and fluttered, 
every now and then, as his lady herself. I should never have supposed 
that his health had been so deUeate, or his composure so easy to upeet. 

I tried to prevail on Lady Giyde to go back to her room; but it wss 
useless. She stopped in the passage, with the look of a woman whose 
mind was panic-stricken: 

** Something has happened to my sister I** she said. 

^ Remember, my lady, what surpnsing energy there is in Miss Haloambe,” 

I suggested. ** She might well make an efibrt which other ladies, in her 
situation, would be unfit for. 1 hope and believe there is nothing wnmg-* 

I do indeed.** 
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muat follow Marian i** said her ladyship, with the same panic- 
itricken look. 1 musi go whero she has gone ; I miist see that she is 
alive and well with my own eyes, Come I come down with me to Sir 
Percival.” 

I hesitated; fearing that my preænoe might be considered an intmsion. 
I attempted to represent this to her ladyship; but she was deaf to mo. 
She held my arm fast enough to force me to go down stairs with her; and 
she still clung to me with all the little strength she had, at the moment 
when I opened the dining-roum door. 

Sir Percival was sitting at the table with a decanter of wine before him. 
He raised the glass to his lips, as we went in, and drained it at a draught. 
Seeing that he looked at me ongrily when he put it down again, 1 
attempted to make some apology for my accidental presence in the room. 

“ Do yon suppose there are any secrets going on here he broke out, 
suddenly; ** there are none—there is nothing underhånd; nothing kept 
from you or from any one.’’ After speaking those strange words, loudly 
and stemly, he filled himself another glass of wine, and asked Lady Giyde 
what she wanted of him. 

“ If my sister is fit to travel, I am fit to travel,^* said her ladyship, with 
more firmness than she had yet shown. ** 1 come to beg you will make 
allowances for my anxiety about Marian, and let me foUow her at once, by 
the aftemoon train.** 

** You must wait till to-morrow,” replied Sir Percival; “ and then, if 
you don’t hear to the contrary, you can go. I don’t suppose you are at all 
likely to hear to the contrary—so I shall write to Fosco by to-nighPs 
post.” 

He said those last words, holding his ^ass up to the light, and looking 
at the wine in it, instead of at Lady Giyde. Indeed, he never once 
looked at her throughout, the conversation. Such a singular want of good 
breeding in a gentleman of his rank, impressed me, 1 own, very pain- 
fuUy. 

“Why should you write to Count Fosco?” she asked, in extreme 
surprise. 

“ To tell him to expect you by the mid-day train,” said Sir Percival. 
** He will meet you at the station, when you get to London, and take you 
on to sleep at your aunt’s, in St. John’s Wood.” 

Lady Glyde’s hånd began to tremble violently round my arm—^why, 1 
could not imagine. 

“ There is no necessity for Count Fosco to meet me,” she said. “ I would 
rather not stay in London to sleep.” 

“ Yon must. You can’t take the whole joumey to Gumberland in one 
day. You must rest a night in London—and I don’t choose you to go by 
yoiirself to an hotel. Fosco made the offer to your unde to give you 
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house-room on tlie way do'wn; and yonr nncle has aocepted It. Hcre ] 
høre is a letter from him, addressed io yourself. I ought to have sent it 
up this moming; but I forgot. Read it, and see what Mr. Fairlie himself 
says to you.” 

Lady Giyde looked at the letter for a moment; and then plaoed it in my 
hånds. 

** Read it,” she said, faintly. “ I don’t know what is the matter with 
me. I can’t read it, myself.” 

It was a note of only four lines—so short and so careless, that it quite 
struck me. If I remcmber correctly, it oontained no more than these 
words: 

“ Dearest Laura, Piease come, whenever you like. Break the jonmey 
by sleeping at your aunt’s house. Grieved to hear of dear Marian’s illness. 
Affectionately yours, Frederick Fairlie.” 

“I would rather not go there—I wonld rather not stay a night in 
London,” said her ladyship, hreaking out eagerly with those words, before 
I had quite done reading the note, short as it was. “ Don’t write to Gount 
Fosco! Pray, pray don’t write to him I” 

Sir Percival filled another glass from the decanter, so awkwardly that he 
upset it, and spilt all the wine over the table. ” My sight seems to be 
failing me,” he muttered to himself, in an odd, mufiied voioe. He alowly 
set the glass up again, refilled it, and drained it oncc more at a dranght. 
I began to fear, from his look and manner, that the wine was getting into 
his head. 

“ Pray don’t write to Count Fosco 1” persisted Lady Giyde, more eamestly 
than ever. 

“ Why not, 1 should like to know ?” cried Sir Percival, with a sndden 
burst of anger that startled us both, “ Where can you stay more properly 
in London than at the place your unde himself chooses for you—^at your 
aunt’s house ? Ask Mrs. Michelson.” 

The arrangement proposed was so unquestionably the right and the 
proper one, that I could make no ];x>ssible objection to it. Much as I syrn- 
pathized with Lady Giyde in other respeets, 1 could not sympathize with 
her in her unjust prejudices against Gount Fosco. I never before met with 
nny lady, of her rank and station, who was so lamentably narrow-minded 
on the subject of foreigners. Neither her uncle’s note, nor Sir PercivaPs 
increasing impatience, seemed to have the least effect on her. She still 
objected to staying a night in London; she still implored her husband not 
to write to the Count. 

“ Drop it I” said Sir Percival, rudely tuming his back on ns. ** If you 
haven’t sense enough to know what is hest for yourself, other people must 
know for you. The arrangement is made ; and there is an end of it. You 
^rc only wanted to do what Miss Halcomlw has done ^fore you^- 
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*'Marian repeatcd her ladyshix), in a bewildered manner; ** Marian 
ilceping in Count Fosco’s house I” 

‘^Yes, in Count Fosoo’s house. She slept thcre, last night, to break the 
jonraey. And yon are to follow her example, and dowhat jour unde teils 
yoa. Yon are to sleep at Fosco’s, to-morrow night, as your sister did, to 
break the joumey. Don’t throw too many obstacles in my way 1 don’t 
make me repent of letting you go at all I” 

He started to his feet; and suddenly walked out into the yerandah, 
through the open glass doors. 

Will your ladyship excuse me,” 1 whispered, “ if I suggest that we had ■ 
better not wait here till Sir Percival comes back ? I am very much afiraid 
he is over-excited with wine.” 

She oonsented to leave t^ie room, in a weary, absent manner. 

As soon as we were safe up-stairs again, I did all I could to compose her 
ladyship’s spirits. I reminded her that Mr. Fairlie’s letters to Miss Ual- 
oomhe and to herself did certainly sanction, and even render necessary, 
sooner or later, the course that had been taken. She agreed to this, and 
even admitted, of her own accord, that both letters were strictly in character 
with her uncle’s peculiar disposition—^but her fears abont Miss Halcombe, 
and her unaccountable dread of sleeping at the Count’s house in London, 
still remained unshaken in spite of every consideration that I could urge. 

I thought it my duty to protest against Lady Glyde’s unfavourable opinion 
of his lordship, and I did so, with becoming forbearance and respect. 

“ Yonr ladyship will pardon my freedom,” I remarked, in conclusion, 
“but it is said, *by their fruits ye shall know them.’ I am sure the 
Count’s coDstant kindness and constant attention from the very beginning o/ 
Miss Haloombe’s iUness, merit our best confidence and esteem. Even his 
lordship’s serious misunderstanding with Mr. Dawson was entirely attri- 
bntablo to his anxiety on Miss Halcombe’s acoount.” 

** What misunderstanding?” inquired her ladyship, with a lookofsudden 
interest. 

I related the unhappy circumstanoes under which Mr. Dawson had with- 
drawn his attendance—mentioning them all the more readily, beeause I dis- 
approved of Sir Fercival’s continuing to conceal what had happened (as he 
had done in my presence) from the knowledge of Lady Giyde. 

Her ladyship started up, with every appearanoe of being additionally 
agitated and alarmed by what I had told her. 

“ Worse I worse than I thought 1” she said, walking about the room, in a 
bewildered manner. ** The Count knew Mt. Dawson would never consent 
to Marian’s taking a joumey—^he puiposely insulted the doctor to get him 
out of the house.” 

“ Oh, my lady 1 my lady I” I remonstrated. 

“ Mrs. Michelson!” she went on, vehemently; “ no words that ever wers 
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epoken will perenade me that my sister is in that man^s power and in that 
man’s house^ with her own consent. My horror of him is such, that notluug 
Sir Pcrcival could say, and no letters my unde could write, wonld induce 
me, if *I had only my own feelings to consult, to eat, drink, or sleep under hia 
roof. Bnt my misery of suspense about Marian gives me the courage to 
follow her anywhere—^to follow her even into Count Fosco’s house.” 

I thought it right, at this point, to mention that Miss Halcomhe had 
alieady gone on to Oumberland, according to Sir Fercival’s account of the 
matter. 

“lam afraid tobelieve it!** answered her ladyship. “I am afraid she 
is still in that man’s house. If I am wrong—if she has really gone on to 
Limmeridge—am resolved I will not sleep to-morrow night under Count 
Fosco’s roof. My dearest fnend in the world, next to my sister, lives near 
London. You have heard me, you have heard Miss ^Icomhe, speak of 
Mrs. Vesey ? I iriean to write, and propose to sleep at her house. I don’t 
know how I shall get there—I don’t know how I shall avoid the Count— 
but to that refbge I will escape in some way, if my sister has gone to Gum- 
berland. All I ask Of you to do, is to see younself that my letter to Mrs. 
Vesey goes to London to-night, as certainly as Sir Percival’s letter goes to 
Count Posco. I have reasons for not trusting the post-bag down stairs. 
Will you kcep my seoret; and help me in this? it is the last favour, 
perhaps, that 1 shall ever ask of you.” 

I hesitated—I thot^ht it alt very strange—almost feared that her lady- 
■hip’s mind had been a little affécted by recent anxiety and suffering. At 
my own risk, however, I ended by giving my consent. If the letter had 
been addressed to a stranger, or to any one hut a lady so well known to me 
by report as Mrs. Vesey, I might have reftised. I thank God—looking to 
what happened afterwards—I thank God I never thwarted that wish, or 
any other, which Lady Giyde expressed to me, on the last day of her resi- 
denoe atBlackwater Park. 

The letter was written, and given into my bands. I myself put it into 
the post-hox in the village, that evening. 

We saw nothing more of Sir Percival for the rest of the day. 

I slept, by Lady Glyde’s own desire, in the n«t room to hers, with the 
door open betweeh us, There was something so strange and dreadiul in 
the lonelinass and emptiness of thé house, that I was glad, on my side, to 
have a companien near me. Her ladyship sat up latej readin^ letterfe and 
buihing them, and emptying her drawers and cabinets of htfle things sbe 
priaed, as if she never expected to return to Blackwåter Park. Her sleep 
was sadly disturbed when she st last went to bed; she cried out in it, 
several times—onoe, so loud that she woke herself. Whateyer her dreams 
were, she did not think fit to'oominunieate them to me. Perhaps, in my 
situation, I had no right to expect that she should do so. It matters httle, 
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ttow. I was flony for her>-I was måeeå heartily sorry for her all the 
same. 

The next day was fine and aunny. Sir Percival came up, after hreakfimt, 
to tell us that the chaise would be at the door at a qnarter to twelve; the 
train to London stopping at onr station, at twenty minutes aftér. He 
informed Lady Giyde that he was obiiged to go ont, bnt added that he 
hoped to be back Wore she lefb. If any nnforeseen accident delayed him, I 
was tc accompany her to the station, and to take special care that she was 
in time for ^e train. Sir Percival commnnicated these directions very 
hastily; walkii^ heie and there abont Ihe room all the time. Hér lady- 
ship looked attentively after him, wherever he went. He never once 
looked at her in return. 

She only spoke when he had done; and then she stoppod him as he 
approached the door, by holding out her hånd. 

sball see yon no more,** she said, in a veiy marked manner. This 
is OUT parting—onr parting, it may be for ever. Will yon try to forgive 
me, Perdval, as heartily as I forgive y&u f* 

His face tamed of an awful whiteness all over; and great heads of 
perspiratioQ broke ont on bis bald forehead. I shall oome back,” be said 
‘-and made for the door, as hastily as if his wife's farewell words had 
hightened him ont of the room. 

1 had never liked Sir Percival—hut the manner in which heleft Lady 
Olyde made me léel ashamed of having eaten his bread and lived in his 
service. I thought of saying a few comforting and Christian words to the 
poor lady ; but tbere was something in her face, as she looked' after hér 
husband When the door closed on him, that made me alter my mind and 
keep silenæ. 

At the time named, the chaise drew up at the gates. Her ladyship was 
right—Sir Percival never came back« 1 waited for him till the la^t moment 
~and waited in vain, 

No positive responsibility lay on my shonlders; and yet, I did not feel 
easy in my mind. “ It is of yonr own free wUl,** I said, as the chaise 
dinve through the lodge-gates, that your ladyship goes to London ?” 

“ I will go anywhere,” she answered, “ to end the dreadful snspense that 
I am Buffering at this moment.** 

She had made me feel almost as anxions and as nncertain labont Miss 
Haloombe as she felt herself. I presumed to ask her to write me a line, 
if all went well in London. She answered, “Most ynllingly, Mw. 
Miohelson.” “ We all have our crosses to bear, my lady,” I said, seeing 
her silent and thonghtful, after she had promised to write. She made no 
reply: she seemed to be too muoh wrapped up in her own thoughts to 
attend to me. “ I fear yonr ladyship rested badly last night,” 1 remarked 
after waiting a little. “Yes,** she saidj “I was terribly disturhed by 
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drcams.** ** Indeed, my lady ?” 1 thought she was going to tell me Kat 
dreams; but no, when she spoke next it was only to ask a questiou 
“ Yoii posted the letter to Mrs, Vesey witb your own bands ?” Yes, my 
lady.” 

** Did Sir Fercival say, yesterday, tbat Count Fosco was to meet me at 
ibfe terminus in London ?” “ He did, my lady.” i 

She sigbed heavily wben I answered tbat last question, and said no 
more. 

We arrived at the station, witb bardly wo minutes to spare. Tko 
gardener (wbo bad driven us) managed about tbe luggage, wbile I took tbe 
ticket. ^e wbistle of the train was sounding, when I joined her ladyabip 
on tbe platform. She looked very strangely, and pressed her band over 
her beart, as if some sudden pain or frigbt bad overcome her at tbat 
moment. 

** I wish you were going witb me !” she said, catcbing eagerly at my I 
arm, wben I gave her tbe ticket. 

If tbere bad been time; if I bad felt tbo day before, as I felt then, 1 
would have made my arrangements to accompany ber—even tbough the 
doing so bad obliged me to give Sir Fercival waming on the spot. As it 
was, her wishes expressed at tbe last moment only, were expressed too late 
for me to comply witb them. She seemed to understand tbis herself 
before I could explain it, and did not repeat her desire to have me for a 
travelling oompanion. Tbe train drew up at the platform. She gave tbe 
gardener a present for bis cbildren, and took my band, in her simple, 
hearty manner, before she got into the carriage. 

** You have been very kind to me and to my sister,” she said—kind 
wben we were botb friendless. I sball remember you gratefully, as long as 
I live to remember any one. Good-by—and God bless you 1” 

She spoke tbose words witb a tone and a look wbicb brougbt tbe 
tears into my eyes—she spoke them as if she was bidding me farewell for 
ever. 

“ Good-by, my lady,” I said, putting her into the carriage, and trying 
to chcer her; “ good-by, for tbe present only; good-by, witb my hest and 
kindest wishes for bappier times!” 

She shook her head, and sbuddered as she settled berself in tbe carriage. 
The guard closed the door. ** Do you believe in dreams ?” ^e wbiapered 
*0 me, at tbe window. ** My dreams, last night, were dreams I have never 
kad before. The terror of them is hanging over me still.” Tbe wbistle 
iounded before I could answer, and tbe train moved. Her pale quiet face 
looked at me, for tbe last time ; looked sorrowfully and solemnly from tbe 
window. She waved her band—and I saw her no more. 

Towards five o’olook on tbe aftemoon of that same day, baving m littla 
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time to myself in the midst of the honaehold dutiefl which now pressed 
rtt)on me, 1 sat down alone in niy own room, to try and compose my mind 
with tlio Yciume of my husband’s Sermons. For the first time in my life, 
I found my attention wandering over those pious and cheering words. 
CoQcluding that Lady Glyde’s departnre must have disturbed me far more 
seriously than I had myself supposed, I put the book adide, and went out 
to take a tum in the garden. Sir Peroival had not yet letnmed, to my 
knowledge, so I oonld feel no hesitation abont showing myself in the 
grounds. 

On tuming the comer of the house, and gaining a view of the garden, 
I vas startled by seeing a straiiger walking in it. Tlie stranger was a 
woman—she was lounging aloug the path, with her back to me, and was 
gathering the flowers. 

As I approached, she heard me, and tumed round. 

My blo^ curdled in my veins. The strango woman in the garden was 
Mrs. Rubelle 1 

I oould neither move, nor speak. She came up to me, as composedly as 
ever, with her flowers in her hånd. 

“ What is the matter, ma*am V* she said, qnietly. 

**Tou hero!** I gasped out. **Not gone to London! Kot gone to 
Cumberland 1” 

Mrs. Bubelle smelt at her flowers with a smile of malicious pity. 

** Certainly not,” she said. “ I have never left Blackwater Park.” 

I summoned breath enough and courage enough for another question. 

** Where is Miss Halcombe ?” 

Mrs. Rubelle &irly laughed at me, this time; and replied in tliese 
words: 

** Miss Halcombe, ma’am, has not left Blackwater Park, either.” 

When I heard that astounding answer, all my thou^ts were slartled 
back on the instant to my pailing with Lady Giyde. 1 can hardly say i 
reproached myself—but, at that moment, 1 think 1 would have given raany 
a year’s hard savings to have known four hours earlier what 1 knew now. 

Mrs. Rubelle walted, quietly arranging her nosegay, as if she expocted 
me to say something. 

1 could say nothing. I thought of Lady Giyde s wom-out energies and 
weakly health; and I trembled for the time when the shock of the discovery 
that 1 had made wouid fail on her. For a minute, or more, my fears for 
the poor ladies silenceu me. At the end of that time, Mrs. Rubelle looked 
np sideways from her flowers, and said, “ Here is Sir Percival, ma*am/ 
retumed from his ride.” 

I saw him as soon as she did. He came towards us, slashing vioiously 

the tiowers with his riding-whip. When h? was near enough to see my 
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fibce, he Btopped, struck at his boot with tbe whip, and burst out lar^Mugi 
80 j^rshly and so Tiolently, that the hirds flow away, starUed, fiMa the 
tree by which he stood. 

“Well, Mrs. Miohelson,” he said; “you ha^e fbimd itout ailsst*- 
have you 

I jxuÅe no reply. He tiimed to Mrs. Buhelle. 

“ Whon did you show yoursdf in the gardep?*' 

“ I showed myself ahout half an hour ago, sir. You said I poigh take 
my liherty again, as soon as Lady Giyde had gone away to London.*' 

“Quite right. I don't hlame you—1 only asked the question.** He 
waited a moment, and then addressed himself once more to me. “You 
»n’thelieve it, canyou?*’ he said, mockingly. “Herel come along and 
see for yourself.” 

He led the way round to the front of the house. I lollowed him; and 
Mrs. Bubelle followed me. After pasning throi^ the iroa s^teB, he 
stopped, and pointed with his whip to the disused middle wing of the 
huilding. 

“ There V* he said. “ Look up at the flrst floor. You know the old 
Elizabethan bedrooms ? Miss Håloombe is snug and safe in one of the hest 
of them, at this moment. Take her in, Mm. Bubelle (you have got your 
key ?); take Mrs. Michelson in, and let her own eyes satisfy heir that theie 
is no deception, this time«** 

The tone in which he spoke to me, and the minute or two that had 
passed since we left the garden, helped me to reoover my spirits a little. 
What I might have done, at this critical moment, if all my life had beea 
passed in service, I cannot say. As it was, possessing ^e feelings, the 
principles, and the bringing-up of a lady, 1 could not hesitate ahout the right 
course to pursue. My duty to myself, and my duty to Lady Gl^'de, alike 
forbade me to remain in the employment of a man who had shamefully 
deceived us both by a series of atrodous falsehoods. 

“ 1 must beg permission. Sir Perdval, to speak a few words to you in 
private," I said. “ Håving done so, I s^ll be ready to proceed with this 
person to Miss Halcomhe’s room." 

Mrs. Bubelle, whom I had indicated by a slight tam of my hesJ, 
iiisolently snifled at her nosegay, and walked away, with great delilmratioo, 
towards the house door. 

“ Well," said Sir Perdval, sharply; “ what is it now ?” 

“ 1 wish to mention, sir, that 1 am desirous of resigning the situation I 
now hold at Blackwater Park." That was literally how 1 put ih. 1 waa 
resolved that the flrst words spoken in his presence should be words which 
ezpresaed my intention to leave his service. 

He eyed me with one of his bUckest looks, and thmst his hånds savagdy 
info the pocketa of his riding-ooat. 
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Why T* he sald; “ why, I ahould like to know ?*• 
is not for me, Sir Perdval, to ezpress an opinion on what has taken 
()laee In this hnase« I desiro to giTe no of^ence, 1 merely wish to say tliat 
I do not feel it oonsistent wiih my duty to Lady Giyde and to myself to 
remain uiy longer in yoor seryice,** 

** Is it oonsistent with your duty to me to stand there, casting suspicion 
cm me.to my face?” he broke out^ in his most violent manner. see 
wbat^Qu’re driying at. Yon have taken your own mean, underhånd viev 
of an innooent deeeption practised on Lady Giyde, for her own good. It 
was essendal to her l^lth that she should have a cdiange oi air immediately 
—and, you know as well as I do, she would never have gone away, if she 
had beeU told Miss Haloombe was still left here. She has been deceived in 
her own interests—^and I don*t care who knows it. Go, if you like—there 
are plenty of housek^pers. as good as you, to be had for the asking. Go, 
when you pleaso-^'but take eare how you spxead scandals about me and my 
afiOurs, when you’re out oi my service. Tell the truth, and nothing but 
the tril&, or it will be the worse for you 1 See Miss Halcombe for your- 
self ;^8ee' if she hasn’t been as well taken care of in one part of the house as 
in the otiier. Bemember the doctors own orders that Lady Giyde was to 
have a change of air at the earliest possible opportunity. all that weH 
in mind—^and then say anything against me and my proceedings if you 
dåre P* 

He poured out these words fieroely, all in a breath, walking backwaids 
and forwards, and striking about him in the air with his whip. 

Nothing that he said or did shook my opinion of the disgraceful series of 
falsehoods thåt he had told, in my presenoe, the day .before, or of the cruel 
deeeption by wbich be had separated Lady Giyde £r >m her sister, and had 
sent her usélessly to Londony when she was half distracted ^th anxiety on 
Miss Haloombé’s acooilnt, I naturally kept these thoughts to myself, and 
said nothing more to irritate him; but I was not the less resolved to 
persist in my purpose. A sofb answer tunieth away wrath; and I 
suppressed my own feelings, accordingly, when it .was my tom to reply. 

“ While I am in your service, Sir Percival,”. I said, “ I hope I know my 
duty well enough not to inquire into your motives. When I am out of 
your service, I hope I know my own place well enough not to speak of 
måtters which don’t oonoem me-” 

“ When do yon want to go?” he asked, interrupting me without cere- 
mony. Don't snppose I am aoxious to keep you-rdon't suppose I care 
about your leaving the house. I am perfeetly fair and open in this matter, 
from first to last. When do you want to go V 

I should wish to leave at your earUest convenieuoe, Sir Percival.” 

^ My convenience has nothing to do with ih I shaU be out of the house, 
for good and all, to-morrowmoming; and I can settie your. iKWOunti 
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to-night. If you want to study anybody’s oonvenience, it had hetter be 
Miss HalcomWs. Mrs. Bubelle’s time is up to-day; aud she has reasoiis 
for wishing to he in London to-night. If you go at onoe, Miss Haloombel 
won’t have a soul left here to look after her.” 

I hope it is unnecessary for me to say that I was quite Incapahle of 
deserting Miss Haloomhe in such an emergency as had now befallen Lady 
Giyde and herself. After first distinctly ascertaining Sir Perciva! 
that Mrs. Buhelle was certain to leave at once if I took her place, and 
after also ohtaining permission to arrange for Mr. Dawson’s resuming his 
attendance on his patient, I willingly oonsented to remain at Blackwater 
Park, until Miss Halcomhe no longer required my services. It was settled 
that I should give Sir Percival’s solicitor a week*s notice hefore I left: and 
that he was to undertake the necessary arrangements for appointing my 
successor. The matter was discussed in very few words. At its conclusion, 
Sir Percival abruptly tumed on his heel, and left me free to join Mrs. Bubelle. 
That singular foreign person had been sitting oomposedly on the door-step, 
all this time, waiting till I could follow her to Miss Halcombe’s room. 

I had hardly walked half way towards the house, when Sir Percival, 
who had withdrawn in the opposite direction, suddenly stopped, and called 
{ne back. 

• Why are you leavirg my service ?” he asked. 

The question was sc extraordinary, after what had just passed between 
us, that I hardly knew what to say in answer to it. 

“ Mind I I don’t know why you are going,” he went on. “ You must 
give a reason for leaving me, I suppose, when you get another situation. 
What reason ? The 1/reaking up of the family ? Is that it T* 

“ There can be no f ositive objection. Sir Percival, to that reason-^ 

“Very well! That’s all I want to know. If people apply for your 
character, that’s your reason, stated by yourself. You go in consequence 
of the breaking up of the family.’* 

He tumed away again, before I could say another word, and walked out 
rapidly into the grounds. His manner was as strange as his language. I 
acknowledge he alarmed me. 

. Even the patience of Mrs. Bubelle was getting exhausted, when I joined 
her at the house door. 

At last!” idie said, with a shrug of her lean foreign shoulders. She led 
the way into the inhabited side of the house, ascended the stairs, and opened 
with her key the door at the end of the passage, which communicated with 
the old Elizabethan rooms—a door never previously used, in my time, at 
Blackwater Park. The rooms themselves I knew well, having enteved 
them mysel^ on various occasions, from the other side of the house. Hfb. 
Bubelle stopped at the third door aiong the old ^llery, handed me the key 
af it, with the key of the door of communication, and told me I should find 
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Mis8 Haloombe in that room. Before I went in, I ihonght it deniable to 
makfi her understand that her attendanoe had oeased. Accordingly, I told 
ber in plain woids that the charge of the sick lady henceforth dcTolved 
eotirely on myself. 

*4 am glad to hear it, ma’am,” said Mrs. Rubelle. ** I want to go very 
mucL” 

“ Bo you leave to-day ?” I asked, to make sure of her. 

*^Now that you have taken charg«^, ma*am, I leave in half an hour*i 
time. Sir Percival has kindly placed at my disposition the gardener, and 
the chaise, whenever 1 want them. I shall want them in half an hour’s 
time, to go to the station. I am packed up^ in anticipation, already. 1 
wish you good day, ma’am.” 

She dropped a brisk curtsey, and walked back along the gallery, hum- 
ming a little tune, and keeping time to it cheerfuliy with the nosegay in 
her hånd. 1 am sincerely thankful to say, that was the last I saw of Mrs. 
Buhelle. 

When I went into the room, Miss Halcombe was asleep. I looked at her 
anxiously, as she lay in the dismal, high, old-fashioned bed. She was 
oertmnly not in any respect altered for the worse, since I had seen her last. 
She had not been neglected, I am bound to admit, in any way that 1 could 
perceive. The room was dreary, and dusty, and dark; but the window 
^ooking on a solitary court-yard at the back of the house) was opened to 
let in the fresh air, and all that could be done to make the place comfortable 
had been done, The whole cruelty of Sir PercivaVs deception had fallen on 
poor Lady Giyde. The only ill usage which either he or Mrs. Rubelle had 
inflicted on Miss Haloombe, consisted, so far as 1 could see, in the first 
ofifence of hidiug her away. 

I stole back, leaving the sick lady still peacefully asleep, to give the 
gardener instructions about bringing the doctor. 1 begged the man, afte: 
he had taken Mrs. Rubelle to the station, to drive round by Mr. Dawson’s, 
and leave a message, in my name, asking him to call and see me. 1 knew 
he would oome on my aocount, and I knew he would remain when he found 
Count Fosco had left the house. 

In due conrse of time, the gardener retumed, and said that he had 
driven round by Mr. Dawson’s residence, after leaving Mrs. Rubelle at the 
slation. The doctor sent me word that he was poorly in health himself, 
but that he would call, if possible, the next moming. 

Having delivered his message, the gårdener was about to withdraw, but 
I stopped him to request that he would come back before dark, and sit up, 
that night, in one of the empty bedrooms, so as to be within call, in case I 
wanted him. He understood readily enough my unwillingness to be left 
^one all night, in the most desolate part of that desolate house, and we 
arranged that he should come m betweeu eight and uine. 
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He came punctnally; and I found cause to be thankfal thåt 1 had 
adopted the precantion of calling him in. Before midnight^ Shr Percival’s 
■trange temper brc^e out in the most violent and most alarming måzmer; 
and if the gardener had not been on the spot to pacify him on the instant, I 
am afraid to think what might have happened. 

Almost all the aftemoon and eyening, he had been walking about the 
house and grounds in an tmsetiled, excitable manner; having, in all pn> 
bability, as I thought, taken an excessive qnantity of wine at his solitary 
dinner. However that may be, I heard hia voioe calling londly and angrily, 
in the new wing of the house, as 1 was takii^ a tum backwards and for¬ 
wards along the gallery, the last thing at night. The gardener imme- 
diately ran down to him; and I closed the door of communication, to keep 
the alarm, if possible, from léaching Miss Halcombe’s ears. It was fiill 
half an hoor before the gardener came back. He declared that his master 
was quite out of his s^es—^not through the excitement of drink, as I had 
supposed, but through a kind of panic or frenzy of mind, for which it was 
impossible to åccount. He had found Sir Perdval wisilking backwards and 
forwards by himself in the hall; swearing, with every appearance of the 
most violent passion, that he would not stop another minute alone in such 
a dungeon as his own house, and ihat he would take the first stage bf his 
Joumey immediately, in the middle of the night. The gardener, on 
approaching him, had been hunted out, with oaths and threats, to get the 
horse and cfaaise ready hMtantly. In a quarter of im hbur S!t«3^eival had 
Jøined him in the had jumped into the chaise^ ånd, lashing t&IHiarBe 
into a gallop,-båd driven himself away, with his foce as pale as åshes ih the' 
meonli^h The ^rdener had heard him shonting and cursihg at the 
lodge-keeper to get up and open the gate—^had heard the whcfehr roU 
fudoaslyon again,in the still night, when the ^tewas uxdocked^and 
knewnomore« 

The néxt day, or a day or twd after, I forget Which, the cfaaiåe wås 
brought back frcmi Knowiesbuty, our nearest town, by tthe ostler åt tin bid 
inn. Sir Peroival had stopped there, ånd had afterwards lefb by the train— 
for what destination the man could not tell.- 1 nevér received'åny fixriher 
information, either from himseH or from any one e Ise, of Sir PfercivaFs 
proceedings; and I am not even aware, at this moment, whether he is in 
England or out of it< He and I hate not met, sinoe he drove away, like 
an escaped criminal, from his own house; and it is my fervent hope and 
piayer that we may never meet again. 


Hy own part of this sad family story is now drawing to an end. 

1 have been infoimed that the particulars of Miss HalcombeV waldng, 
and of what passed between us when she fonnd me sittlng by her bedside, 
are not material to the purpose which is to be answeied by the pRseat 
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lan'ative. It will l)e sufficient for ikie to say, in this place, that she was 
uot herself conscions of the means adopted to remova her from the inhalnted 
to the uninhabited part ef the house. She was in a deep sleep at the time, 
whetber naturally or artificially prodnæd she oonld not say. In my ab¬ 
sence at Torquay, and in the absence of all the resident serrants, ezcepi 
Margaret Porcher (who was perpetually eating, drinking, or sleeping, when 
she was not at work), the secret transfer of Miss Halcombe from one part 
of the house to the o&er was no doubt easily performed. Mrs. Rubelle (as 
I discovered for myself, in looking about the room) had provisions, and all 
other necessaries, together with the means of heating water, broth, and so 
on, without kindling a fire, plaæd at her disposal during the few days of 
her imprisonment with the sick lady. She had declined to answer the 
questions which Miss Halcombe naturally put; but had not, in other 
respects, treated her with unkindness or neglect. The disgrace of Icnding 
herself to a vile deception is the only disgrace with which I can conscien- 
tiously charge Mrs. Rubelle. 

I need write no particulars (and 1 am relieved to know it) of the effect 
produced on Miss Halcombe by the news of Lady Qlyde’s dejwrture, or by 
the far more melancholy tidings which reached us only too soon afterwarda 
at Blackwater Park. In both ca^ I prepared her mind beforehand as 
gontly and as carefullyas possible; having the doctoPs advice to‘guide me, 
in the last case only, through Mr. Dawson’s being too unwell to come to 
the house for some days after I had sent for him. It was a sad time, a 
time which it affiicts me to think of, or to write of, now. The precious 
blessings of religions oonsolation which I endeavoured to convey, were long 
in reaching Miss Haloombe’s heart; but I hope and believe they came 
home to her at last, I never left her till her strength was restored. The 
train which took me away from that miserable house, was the train which 
took her away also. We parted very moumfdlly in London. I remained 
with a relative at Islington; and she went on to Mr. Pairlie*s house in 
Cumberland. 

I have only a few lines more to write, before I close this painful state¬ 
ment. They arø diotated by a sense of duty. 

In the firet place, I wish to record my own personal conviction that no 
blame whatever, in connexion vrith the events which I have now related, 
attaches to Count Fdsco. I am informed that a dreadful suspicion has 
been raised, and that some very serious constructions are placed upon his 
lordship’s conduct. My persuasion of the Count’s innocence remains, how- 
ever, quite unshaken. If he assisted Sir Percival in sending me to Tor- 
quay, he assisted under ar delusion, fi:>r which, as a foreigner and a stranger, 
be was not to blame. If he was concemed in bringing Mrs. Rubelle to 
Blackwater Park, it was his misfortune and not his fault, when that foreign 
person was base enough to assist a deception planned and carried out bV 
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the master of the house. I protests in the Interesis of mondity, aguinst 
blame being gratuitously and wantonly attached to the proceedings of the 
Coimt. 

In the second plaoe, I desire to ezpress my regret at my own inability to 
remember the precise day on which Lady Giyde left Blackwater Park for 
London. I am told that it is of the last importance to ascertain the exact 
date of that lamentable jonrney; and I have anxiously taxed my memory 
to recal it. The effort has been in vain. I can only remember now tbat 
it was towards the latter part of July. We all know the difficnlty, after a 
lapse of time, of fixing precisely on a past date, unless it has been pre> 
viously writtcn down. That difficulty is greatly increased, in my case, by 
the alarming and confusing events which took plaoe ahont the period of 
Lady Glyde*s departure. 1 heårtily wish I had made a memorandum at 
the time. I heårtily wish my memory of the date was as vivid as my 
memory of that poor lady’s face, when it looked at me sorrowfully for the 
last time from the carriage window. 

The Stobt continued ih sevebal Nabratives. 

1. The Narrative of Hesteb Pinhobn, Cook in the Service of CouET 

Fofioo. 

\Taken down from her own statement,'] 

I AU sorry to say that I have never leamt to read or write. I have been s 
hard-working woman all my life, and have kept a good character. I know 
that it is a sin and wickedness to. say the tbing which is not; and I wlll 
truly heware of doing so on this occasion. All that I know, I will tell; 
and I hnmhly beg the gentleman who takes this down to put my language 
right as he goes on, and to make allowances for my being no scholar. 

In this last summer, I happened to be out of place (through no fault of 
my own); and I heard of a situation, as plain cook, at Number Five, 
Forest-road, St. John’s Wood. I took the place, on trial. My master’s 
name was Fosco. My mistress was an English lady. He was Count and 
she was Countess. Tliere was a giri to do housemaid’s work, when I got 
there. She was not over clean or tidy—but there was no harm in her. I 
and she were the only servante in the house. 

Our master and mistress came after we got in. And, as soon as they 
did come, we were told, down stairs, that oom 2 >any was expeejied from the 
country, 

The company was my mistress’s niece, and the back bedroom on the 
fii-st floor was got ready for her. My mistress mentioned to me that Lady 
Giyde (that was her name) was in poor health, and that I must be par- 
ticular in my cooking accordingly. She was to come that day, as well as 
I can rcnienilwr—but, whatever you do, don’t trust my memory in the 
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matter. 1 am sorry to sav it’s no use asking me about days of the montb, 
and such-like. Except Sundays, half my time I take no heed of them; being 
a hard-working woman and no scbolar. All I know is, Lady Giyde came; 
and, when she did come, a fine frigbt she gave us all, surely. *1 don’t 
know how master brought her to tlie housc, being hard at work at the 
time. But he did bring her, in the aftemoon, I think; and the housemaid 
opened tbe door to them, and showed them into the parlour. Before she 
had been long down in the kitchen again with me, we heard a hurry- 
skiirry, upstairs, and the parlour beil ringing like mad, and my mistress’s 
voioe calling out for help. 

We both ran up; and there we saw the lady laid on the sofa, with hor 
&ce gbastJy white, and her hånds fast clenched, and her head drawn down 
to oDe side. She had been taken with a sudden fright, my mistress said; 
and master he told us she was in a fit of convulsions. I ran out, knowing 
the neigbbourhood a little better than the rest of them, to fetch the nearest 
doctor’s help. The nearest help was at Goodricke’s and Garth’s, who 
worked together as partners, and had a good name and connexion, as 1 
have beard, all round St. John’s Wood. Mr. Goodricke was in ; and he 
came back with me directly. 

It was some time before he could make himself of much use. The poor 
nnfbrtunate lady feil out of one fit into another—and went on so, till she 
was quite wearied out, and as helpless as a new-bom babe. We then got 
her to bed. Mr. Goodricke went away to his house for medicine, and came 
back again in a quarter of an hour or less. Besides the medicine he 
brought a bit of hollow mahogany wood with him, shapcd like a kind of 
trumpet; and, after waiting a little while, he put one end over the lady’s 
heart and the other to his ear, and listened carefully. 

Wben he bad done, he says to my mistress, who was in the room, 
“ Tbis is a very serious case,” he says; “ I recommend you to write to 
Lady Glyde’s friends directly.” My mistress says to him, “ Is it heart- 
disease ?” And he says, “ Yes; heart-disease of a most dangerous kind.” 
He told her exactly what he fhought was the matter, which I was not 
elever enough jto understand. But 1 know this, he ended by saying that 
he was afraid neither his help nor any other doctor’s help was likely to bo 
of much service. 

My mistress took this iU news more quietly than my master. He was a 
big, fat, odd sort of elderly man, who kept hirds and white mice, and 
spoke to them as if they were so many Christian children. He seemed 
terribly cut up by what had happened. ** Ah ! poor Lady Giyde! poor 
dear Lady Giyde!” he says—and went stalking about, wringing his fat 
bands more like a play-actor than a gentleman. For one question my 
mistress asked the doctor about the lady’s chances of getting round, he 
SLsk'id a good fifty at least. I declare he quite tormented us all—^and, when 
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Ae was qiiiet at last, out he went ioto tbe Int of back gården, pickmg 
trampery little nosegays, and asking me to take ihem up-stairs and make 
the sick-room look pretty with them. As if that did any good! I tbink 
he must have been, at times, a little soft in bis head. But he was not a 
bad master: he had a monstrous civil tongue of his own; and a jolly, easy, 
ooaxing way with him. 1 liked him a deal better than my mistress. Shc * 
was a hard one, if ever there was a hard one yet. 

Towaids night-time, the lady roiised up a little. She had been so 
wearied out, before that, by the convnlsions, that she never stirred band or 
/bot, or spoke a word to any body. She moved in the bed now; and stafed 
about her at the room and us in it. She mnst have been a nice-looking 
.‘ady, when well, with light hair, and hine eyes, and all that. Her rest 
was troubled at night—^at least so I heard from my mistress, who sat up 
alone with her. I only went in once before going to bed, to see if I oould 
be of any use ; and then she was talking to herself, in a confnsed, rambling 
manner. She seemed to want sadly to speak to-somebody, who was absent 
from her somewliere. I couldn't catch the name, the first time; and the 
second time master knocked at the door, with his regular mouthful of 
questions, and another of his trumpery nosegays. 

When I went in, early the next moming, the lady was clean wom out 
again, and lay in a kind of faint sleep. Mr. Goodricke brought his partner, 
Mr. Garth, with him to ad vise. They said she must not be disturbed out 
of her rest, on any account. They asked my mistress a many questions, 
at the other end of the room, about what the 1ady*s health had been in past 
times, and who had attended her, and whether she had ever auffered much 
and long together under distress of mind. I remember my mistress said, 

“ Yes,” to that last question. And Mr. Goodricke looked at Mr. Garth, 
and flhook his head; and Mr. Garth looked at Mr. Goodricke, and shook 
his héad. They seemed to think that the distress might have something 
to do with the mischief at the lady’s heart. She was but a frail thing to 
’ook at, poor creature I Very little strength, at any time, I should say— 
very little strength. 

Later qn the same moming, when she woke, the lady took a sudden 
tum, and got seemingly a great deal better. I was not let in again to see 
her, no more was the housemaid, for the reason that she was not to be dis¬ 
turbed by strangers. What I Heard of her being better was through my 
master. He was in wonderful good spirits about the change, and looked in 
at the kitchen window from the garden, with his great hig curly-brimmed 
white hat on, to go out. 

“ Good Mrs. Cook,” says he, ** Lady Giyde is better.' My mind is more 
cMy than it was; and I am going out to stretch my hig legs wkh a sonny 
little summer walk. Shall I order for yott, shall I market for you, Mrs. 
Cook ? What are you making there ? A nice tart for dmnAy ? Much 
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ernsi^ if yon pleftse—^mncH oriøp onist, my dear, that mefts and cnimblei 
detidooB in te mouth.” That waa hit way. He was past sixty, and fond 
of pastry. Jnst think o[ that I 

The doctor camø again in the forenoon, and saw for himaelf that Lady 
Grlyde had woke np bøtter. He forhid ns to talk to her, or to let her talk 
to ns, in case she waa that way disposed; saying abe mnst be kept qniet 
before all things, and enoonia^ to sleep as mnch as possible. She did 
not seem to want to talk whenever I saw her—except ovemight, when I 
conldn’t make out what she waa saying—she seemed too much wom down, 
Mr. Qoodricke waa not nearly in such good spirits about her as master. 
He said nothing when he came down stairs, exoept that he would call again 
at five o’dock. * 

About that time (whioh waa before master came home again), the bell 
rang hard from the bedroom, and my mistress ran out into the landing, and 
cahed to me to go for Mr. Goodxicke, and tell him the lady had fainted. 
1 got on my bonnet and ahawl, when, as good luck woidd have it, the 
doctor bimself came to the house for his promised yisit. 

1 1^ him in, and went np-stairs along with him. ** Lady Giyde 
was just as usual,*’ says my mistress to him at the doer; ** she was awake, 
and looking about her, in a stiange, forlom manner, when I heard her give 
a sort of half cry, and she fainted in a moment.’* The doctor went tip to 
the bed, and stooped down over the sick lady. He looked very seiious, all 
on a audden, at the sight of her; and put bis hånd on her heart 
My mistrerø stared hard in Mr. Goodricke’s face. ** Not dead T says 
she, whiapering) and tuming all of a tremble from head to foot. 

“ Yes,” says the doctor, very quiet and grave. “ Dead. I was afraid it 
would happen suddenly, when I examined her heart yesterday.** My 
mistresa stepped back flom the hedside, while he was speaking, and 
tremhled and trembled again. “ Dead !” she whispers to herself; “ dead 
80 snddenly 1 dead so soon I What will the Gount say ?** Mr. Goodricke 
advised her to go down-stairs, and qniet herself a little. ** You have been 
sitting np all nigbt,” says be; ** and yonr nerves are shaken. This 
persem,” says he, iheaning me, ** this person will stay in the room, till I can 
send for the necessary assistance.” My mistress did as he told her. ** I 
mnst prepaie the Gount,” she says. ** I must carefally prepare the Conni.” 
And so she left ns, shaking from head fh foot, and went out. 

** Yonr master is a foreigner,” says Mr. Goodricke, when my mistress 
had left us. ‘‘Does he understand about registering thø death?” ‘1 
can’t rightly tell, sir,” says I; “ hut I should think not.** The doctor 
oonsider^ a miinute; and then, says he, “ I don’t usually do snch things,” 
says he, “ hut it may save the family trouhle in this case, if 1 register the 
teth myself. I shall pass the district ofiBce in half an hour’s time; and 1 
easily look in. Mmtion, if you piease, that I will do so.” “ Yes, sir,’ 
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Mys I, with thanks, Tm sure, for 3 'our kindness in thinking of it.** “ Yoid 
(lon’i mind staying here, till 1 cati send you the proper peison?” says heb 
**No, sir,’* says I; **ril stay wifii the poor lady^ till then. I suppose 
nothing more oould bo done, sir, than was done T* says I. ^ No/’ says he; 
** nothing; she must have suffered sadly before ever 1 saw her; the caaa 
was hopeless wben I was called in.” Ah, dear me I we all come to it, 
sooner or later, don’t wc, sir ?” says I. He gave no answer to that; he 
didn’t seem to care about talking. He said, ^Good day,” and wrøt 
out. 

1 stopped by the bedaide from that time, till the time when Mr. Good- 
ricke sent the person in, as he had promised. She was, by name, Jane 
Gould. I considered her to be a respectable-looking woman. She made 
no remark, except to say that she nnderstood what was wanted of her, and 
that she had winded a many of them in her time. 

How master bore the news, when he first heard it, is more than I can 
tell; not having been present. When I did see him, he looked awfhlly 
overoome by it, to be sure. He sat qniet in a comer, with his fat hånds 
hanging over his thick knees, and his head down, and his eyes looldng at 
nothing. He seemed not so much sorry, as scared and dazed like, by what 
had happened. My mistress managed alLthat was to be done about the 
fimeral. It must have cost a sight of money: the coffin, in particnlar, 
being most beautiful. The dead lady’s husband was away, as we heard, in 
foreign parts. But my mistress (being her aunt) settled it with her friende 
in the country (Guml^rland, I think) that she should be buried there, in 
the same grave along with her mother. Everything was done handsomely, 
in respect of the funeral, I say again ; and master went down to attend the 
burying in the oountiy himself. He looked grand in his deep monming, 
with his big solemn face, and his slow walk, and his broad hatband—that 
hedid! 

In conclusion, I have to say, in answer to questions put to me. 

( 1 ) That neither I nor my fellow-servant ever saw my master give 
Lady Giyde any medicine himself. 

( 2 ) That he was never, to my knowledge and belief, left alone in the 
room with Lady Giyde. 

(3) That I am not ablo to say what cansed the sudden firight, which my 
mistress informed me had seized the lady on her first ooming into the 
house. The eause was never explained, either to me or to my feQow- 
servant. 

The above statement has been read over in my presenoe. I havo'nothiBg 
to add to it, cr to take away from it. 1 say, on my oath as a Chriatiaii 
woman, This is the truth. 

fSigued) Hkster Pikhobn, Her + Mark. 
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2. l%e Narraiive qf ihe Dodcr. 

To the Registrar of the Sub-District in which the nnder-mentioiied Death 
took placG.—hereby certify that I attended Lady Giyde, aged Twenty-One 
ast Birthday; tbat 1 last saw her, on Thursday, the 25th Jnly, 1850; that 
•he died on the same day at No. 5, Forest-road, St. John*s Wood; and that 
Uie canse of her death was, Anenrism. Dnration of Disease, not known. 

(Signed) Alfbed Goodbicke. 

Title. MM,CJ5, Eng. LJB.Å, 

Aidress. 12, Croydon Gardens^ St, John*å Wood, 

3. Narrativt ^ Jane Gould. 

I WAS the person sent in by Ifr. Goodricke, to do what was right and 
needfnl by the remains of a lady, who had died at the house named in the 
oeitificate which preoedes this. I fonnd the body in charge of the servantg 
Hester Pinhom. I remained with it, and prepared it, at the proper time, 
for the grave. It was laid in the cof^, in my presence; and 1 afterwards 
nw the cofidn screwed down, previons to its removal. When that had 
been done, and not before, I received what was due to me, and left the 
hønse. 1 refer persons who may wish to investigate my character to 
Mr. Goodricke. He will bear witneas that I can be trusted to tell the 
tmth. 

(Signed) Jane Gould. 

4 . The NamUive of the TombeUme, 

Sacrod to the Memory of Laura, Lady Giyde, wife of Sir Percival Giyde, 
Bart., of Blackwater Park, Hampshire; and daughter of the late Philip 
Fairlie^ Esq., of Limmeridge House, in this parish. Bom, March 27tli, 
1829; married, December 22nd, 1849; died, July 25th, 1850. 

5. TTieNarm^we^WALTEBHABTBiGHT. 

EabIiT in the summer of 1850, 1, and my surviving companions, left the 
wilds and forests of Central America for home. Arrived at the coast, we 
took ship there for England. The vessel was wrecked in the Gulf of 
Mexico; I was among the few saved from the sea. It was my third 
escape irom peril of death. Death by disease, death by the ^dians, 
death by drowning—all three had approached me; all three had passed 
me l^. 

The survivors of the wreck were rescued by an American vessel, bound 
for Liverpool. The ship reached her port on the thirteenth day of October, 
1660. We landed late in the aftemoon; and I arrived in London the same 
nigbt. 

These pages are not the record of my wanderings and my dangers away 
from bome. The motives which lod me from my country and my fnenda 



THE WOMÅN IN WHITE. 


518 

to a new world ot adventure and peril are known. From tbat self-impoeed 
exile I came back, as I had hoped, pra 3 ^, believed 1 should oome back—a 
changed man* In the waters of a new life I had tempeied mj nature 
afiesh. In the stem school of extremity and danger my will had leamt to 
be strong, my heart to be resolute, my mind to rely on itself. I had gone 
out to ily from my own future. I came back to face ib, as a man should. 

To (aoo it with that inevitable suppression of myself, which 1 knew it 
would demand from me. 1 had parted with the worst bittemess of the 
past, but not with my heart’s remembrance of the sorrow and the tender- 
ness of that memorable time. 1 had not ceased to feel the one irreparable 
disappointment of my life—I had only leamt to bear it. Laura Fairlie 
was in all my thooghts when the ship bore me. away, and I looked my last 
at England. Laura Fairiie was in all my thoughts when the ship brought 
me back, and the moming light showed the friendly shore in view. 

My pen traces the old letters as my heart goes back to the old love. I 
write of her as Laura Fairlie stilL It is hard to think of her, it is hard to 
speak of her, by her husband's name. 

There are no more words of expknation to add, on my appearing for the 
seoond time in these pages. This naviative) if X have the streng^ and 
the courage to write it, may now go on. 

My first anxieties and first hopes, when the moming came, centered in 
my mother and my sister. 1 felt the necessiiy of preparing them for the 
joy and surprise of my return, atter absence, during which it had been 
impossible for them to reoeive any tidings of me for months past. . Early in 
the moming, I sent a letter to the Bampstead CSottage; and followed it 
myself in an houFs time. 

When the first meeting was over, when our quiet and composuie of other 
days began gradually to return to us, 1 saw something in my mother’s face 
which told me that a secret oppression lay heavy on her heart. There was 
more than love—^there was sorrow in the anxions eyes that looked on me 
80 tenderly; there was pity in the kind hånd that slowly and fondly 
strengthened its hold on mine. We had ho concealments from each other. 
She knew how the hope of my life had been wrecked—she knew why I had 
left her. It was on my lips to ask as composedly as I oould, if any letter 
had come for me from Miss Halcombe—if there was any news of her sister 
that 1 might hear. But, when I looked in my mother’s face, I lost ooniagø 
to put the question eveh in that guarded form« I oould only say, doubtingly 
and restrainedly, 

“ You have something to tell me.” 

My sister, who ^d been sitting opposite to us, rose suddenly, withont s 
word pf explanation—^rose, and left the room. 

My mother moved doser to me on the sofa, and put her arms lound my 
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oeck. ThOse fond araiB trembled ; the tears flowed fast over the faithfhl 
loving face. 

“ Walter I” she whispered—“ my own darliug! my heart is heavy fol 
you. Oh, my son 1 my son I tiy to remember that I am still Icft !** 

^ My head sank on her hosom. She had said all, in ssying those words. 

• » • • « 

S > 

It was the mommg of the third day sincjs my return—the moming of the 
sixteenth of-October. 

1 had remamed with them at the Cottage; 1 had tried hard not to 
embitter the happmess of my return, to them^ as it was embittered to me. 
I had done all man ooold to rise after the shock, and accept my life re- 
signodly—let my great ^sorrow oome in tendemess to my heart, and not 
in despair. It was useless and hopeless. No tears soo^ed my aching 
eyes; no relief came to me from my sister’s sympathy or my mother's 
love. 

On that third moming, I opened my heart to them* At last the words 
passed my lips which I had longed to spefiik on the day when my mother 
told me of her death. 

** Let me go away alone, for a little while,’* I said. ^ I shall bear it 
better when I have looked once more at the place wheie I first saw her— 
^7ben I have knelt and prayed by the grave where ti&ey have laid her to 
rest.” N. 

I departed on my journey—my joumey to thé grave of Liti^a Fairlie. 

It was a quiet autumn aftemoon, when I stopped at the solitary station, 
and set forth alone, on foot, by the well-remembered road. Thh^mning 
snn was shining faintly through thin white clouds; the air was warm 
still; the peaoefulness of the Icmely country was over^shadowed and 
saddened by the induence of the fialling year. 

I reached the moor; 1 stood again on the brow of the hili; I looked on, 
along the path—and theré were the familiax garden trees in the distance, 
the clear sweeping semicircle of the drive, the high white walls of Limme- 
lidge House. The chances and changes, the wanderings and dangers of 
months and mouths past, all shrank and shrivelled to nothing in my mind. 
It was like yesterday, siuce my feet had last trodden the fn^rant heathy 
ground! ' I thought I should see her coming to meet me, with her little 
8 traw hat shading her face, her simple dress fluttering in the air, and her 
well-filled sketch-book ready in her hånd. 

Oh, Death, thou hast thy sting! oh. Grave, thou hast thy victory! 

I tumed aside; and there below me, in the gien, was the lonesome gray 
church; the porch where I had waited for the coming of the woman in 
white; the hills endrcling the quiet burial-gi’ound; the brook bubbling 
oold over its stony bed. There was the marble cross, fair and white, at the 
head of the tomb^the tomb that now rose over mother and danghter alika 
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I approached tbe grave. I crossed once more tbe iow atone stile, and 
bared my bead aa I touebed tbe sacred groimd. Sacred to gentlcness and 
goodneaa; sacred to reverence and grief. 

1 stopped before the pedestal from wbicb tbe cross rose. On one side of 
it, on tbe side nearest to me, tbe newly*cut inscription met my eyes—the 
hard, clear, cruel black letters wbich told tbe story of her life and death. 1 
tried to read them. I did read, as far as the name. ** Sacred to tbe 

Memory of Laura- ** The kind bluc eyes dim with tears; the fair head 

drooping wearily; tbe innocent, parting words wbich implored me to leave 
her—oh, for a happier last memory of her than this ; tbe memory I took 
away with me, the memory I bring back with me to her grave! 

A second time I tried to read the inscription. 1 saw, at the end, the 
date of her death; and above it- 

Above it, there were lines on the marble, tbere was a name among them, 
which disturbed my tboiights of her. I went round to the other side of 
the grave, where there was nothing to read—nothing of earthly vileness to 
force its way between her spirit and mine. 

I knelt down by the tomb. I laid my bands, I laid my head, on the 
broad white stone, and closed my weary eyes on tbe earth around, on tbe 
light above. I let her come back to me. Ob, my love 1 my love I my 
heart ^y speak to you nowl It is yesterday again, since we parted— 
yesterday, since your dear hånd lay in mine—yesterday, since my eyes 

looked their last on you. My love! my love 1 

• • * » • 

Time had flowed on; and Silence had fallen, like tbick night, over its 
course. 

The first sound that camc, after the beavenly peace, nistled faintly, liko 
a passing breath of air, over the grass of the burial-ground. I heard it 
nearing me slowly, until it came cbanged to my ear—came like footsteps 
moving onward—^then stopped. 

I looked up. 

The simset was near at band. Tbe clouds bad parted; the slanting 
light feli mellow over the hilis. llie last of the day was oold and clear and 
still in the quiet valley of the dead. 

Beyond me, in tbe burial-ground, standing together in the cold clcamess 
of the lower light, 1 saw two women. They were looking towaids the 
tomb; looking towards me, 

Two. 

They came a Uttle on; and stopped again. Their veils were down, and 
hid their faces from me. When they stopped, one of them raised her veiL 
In the still evening li^t, I saw the face of Marian Haloombe. 

Cbanged, cbanged as if years had passed over it I The eyes laige and 
wild, and looking at me with a strenge tenor in them. ^^e face worp 
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and wasted piteonsly. Tain and fear and grief written on her aa w!th a 
brand. 

I took one step to^varda ner fiom the grave. She never xnoved—^ahe 
never apoke. The veiled woman with her cried out faintly. I atopped. 
TJie springs of my life feil low; and the ahuddering of an unutterable dread 
crept over me from head to fbot. 

The woman with the veiled face moved away ftom her oompanion, and 
came towarda me slowly. Lefb by herself, standing by heraelf, Marian 
Haloombe apoke. It was the voioe tbat I lemembered—the voioe not 
cbanged, like the frightened eyes and the wasted face. 

“My dreainl my dreaml” I heard her say fhoae worda softly, in the 
awful silenoe. She sank on her kneesi and raiaed her claaped hånds to Uie 
heaven. **Fatherl strengthen him. Fatherl help him, in his hour of 
need.” 

The woman came on *, alowly and ailently came on. I looked at her—at 
her, and at none other, from that moment. 

The voioe that was praying for me, hiltered and sank low—^then rose 
on a sadden, and called affrightedly, called despairingly to me to come 
away. 

But the veiled woman had possession of me, body and soul. She stopped 
on one side of the gmve. We stood face to face, with the tombstone 
between us. She was close to the inscription on the side of the pedestal. 
Her gown touched the black letters. 

The voice came nearer, and rose and rose more passionately still. 
“ Hide your face 1 don’t look at her 1 Oh, for God’s sake spare him!—** 

The woman lifted her veil. 

“ Sacred to the Memory of Laura, Lady Giyde— 

Laura, Lady Giyde, was standing by the inscription, and was Icoking a 
me over the grava. 


f 27ia Sbcvnd Epoch ^ ihe Story do&M heroA 
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7%e Btory eontintbtd ly Walteb HABTBraar 

L 

I OFEK a new pago. I advance my narrative by one week. 

The history of the interval wldch I thus pass over must lemaln ume* 
corded. My heart tums faint, my mind sinks in darkness and ooniusioii 
when I think of it. This must not be, if I, Who write, am to guide, as I 
ought, you who read. This must not be, if the due that leads throu^ the 
windings of the* Story is to remain, from end to end, untangled in my 
hånds. 

A life suddenly changed—^its whole purpose created afresh; its bopes 
and fears, its struggles, its interests, and its sacrifices, all tumed at onoe 
and for ever into a new ^rection—^this is the prospect which now opens 
before mo, like the burst of view from a mountain’s top. I left my narra- 
tive in the quiet shadow of Limmeridge churdh: 1 resume it^ one week 
later, in the stir and turmoil of a London Street. 

The Street is in a populous and a poor nei^bourhood. The ground floor 
of One of the houses in it is occupied by a small newsvendor's shop; and 
the first floor and the seoond are let as fumished lodgings of the humblest 
kind. 

I have taken tfaose two floors in an assumed name. Qn the tipper floor 
I live, with a loom to work in, a room to sleep in. Qn the lower floor, 
under the same assumed name, two women live, who are desciibed as my 
sisters. I get my bread by drawing and engraving on wood for the cheap 
periodicals. My sisters are supposed to help me by taking in a little 
needlework. Our poor plaoe of abode, our humble calling, onr aasomed 
lelationship, and our assumed name, are all used alike as a means of hiding 
38 in tk« bouse-forest of London. We are numbered no longer with the 
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people whoae lives are open and known. 1 am an obscute, nnnoticod man, 
without patron or firiend to help me. Marian Halcombe is nothing now, 
but my eldest sister, who provides for our honsehold wants by the toil oi 
her own bands. We two, in the estimation of otbers, are at onoe the 
dupes and the agents of a dariug impoeture. We are snpposed to be the 
aooomplices of mad Anne Catherick, who claims the name, the place, and 
the living personality of dead Lady Giyde. 

That is oor situation. That is the changed aspect in which we three 
must appear, henoeforth, in this nanative, for many and many a page to 
oome. 

In the eye of reason and of law, in the estimation of relatives and friende, 
aooording to every received formality of civilised society, “Laura, Lady 
Giyde,” lay buried with her mother in Limmeridge churchyard. Tom in 
her own lifetime from the list of the living, the daughter of Philip Fairlie 
and the wife of Percival Giyde might still exist for her sister, might still 
exist for me, but to all the world besides she was dead. Dead to her unde 
who had renounoed her; dead to the servants of the house, who had &iled 
to recognise her; dead to the persons in authority who had transmitted her 
fortune to her husband and her aunt; dead to my mother and my sister, 
who believed me to be the dupe of an adventuress and the victim of a fraud; 
Bocially, nlorally, legally—dead. 

And yet alive 1 Alive in poverty and in hiding. Alive, with the poor 
drawing-master to fight her battie, and to win the way back for her to her 
place in the world of living beiugs. 

Did no suspicion, excited by my own knowledge of Anne Catherick’s 
resemblance to her, cross my mind, when her face was first revealed to me ? 
Kot tho shadow of a suspicion, from the moment when she lifted her veil 
by the side of the inscription which recorded her death. 

Before the sun of that day had set, before the last glimpse of the home 
which was closed against her had passed from our view, the farewell words 
1 spoke, when we parted at Limmeridge House, had been recalled by both 
of us; repeated by me, recognised by her, “ If ever the time comes, when 
the devotion of my whole heart and soul and strength will give you a 
moment’s happiness, or spare you a moment’s sorrow, will you try to 
remember the poor drawing-mastfer who has taught you ?” She, who now 
remembered so little of the trouble and terror of a later time, remembered 
those words, and laid her poor head innocently and trustingly on the bosom 
of the man who had epoken them. In that moment, when she called me 
by my name, when she said, “ They have tried to make me forget every- 
thing, Walter; but I remember Marian, and I remember yow”—in thal 
moment. I, who had long since given her my love, gave her my life, and 
thanked God that it was mine to bestow on her. YesI the time had 
come. From thousands oh thousands of miles away; through forést and 
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wildome8S» wbcro companions Btronger than I had iallen by my adc; 
through peril of death thrice renewed, and thrice escaped, the Hånd that 
leads men on the dark road to the future, had led me to meet that time. 
Forlom and disowned, sorely tried and sadly changed; her bcauty iaded, 
her mind clouded; robbed of her station in the world, of her plaoe among 
liying creatures—^the devotion I liad promised, the devotion of my wbole 
heart and soul and strength might be laid blamelessly, now, at those dear 
feet. In the right of her calamity, in the right of her friendlessnesSy she 
was mine at last! Mine to support, to protect, to oherish, to restore. 
Mine to love and honour as &ther and brother both. Mine to vindicate 
through all risks and all sacrifices—through the hopeless struggle against 
Bank and Power, through the long fight with armed deoeit and fortified 
Success, through the waste of my reputation, through the loas of my 
Mends, through the hazard of my life. 


II. 

Mt position is defined; my motives are acknowledged. The story of 
Marian and the story of Laura must come next. 

I shall relate both narratives, not in the words (often intermpted, often 
incvitably oonfused) of the speakers themselves, but in the words of the 
brief, plain, studiously simple abstract which I committed to writing for 
my own guidance, and for the guidance of my legal adviser. So the 
tangled web will be most speedily and most intelligibly unrblled. 

The story of Marian begins, where the narrative of the housekeepor at 
Blackwater Fark left off. 

On Lady Glyde’s departuro from her husband’s house, the &ct of that 
departure, and the neoessary statement of the circumstanoes under which 
it had takcn place, were oomminicated to Miss Halcombe by the honse- 
keepcr. It was not till some days afterwards (how many days exactly, 
Mrs. Michelson, in the absence of a*' y written memorandum on the subject^ 
oould not undertake to say) thac a letter arrived from Madame Fosoo 
announcing Lady Glydc’s sudden death in Count Fosco’s house. Tlie 
letter avoided mentioning dates, and left it to Mrs. Michelson’s discretV>n to 
break the news at once to Miss Halcombe, or to defer doing so nntil thai 
lady’s health should be more firmly established. 

Having oonsulted Mr. Dawson (who had been himself delayed, by ill 
health, in resuming his attendance at Blackwater Park), Mrs. Michelson, 
by the doctoris ad^ice, and in the doctor’s presence, communicated the 
news, either on the day when the letter was received, or on the day after. 
It is not necessary to dwell here upon the effeet which the intelligence of 
Tjody Glyde's sudden death produeod on her sister. It is only nsoful to 
the present purpose to say that sha wss pot able to travel nrore t^P 
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threo weeks afterwaids. At the end of that time she proceeded to London, 
Rooompanied by the houseHeeper. They parted there; Mrs. Michelson prc- 
noosly informing Miss llaloombe of her address, in case they might wish 
to oommunicate at a future period. 

On parting with the housekeeper, Miss Haloombe went at once to the 
Office of Messrs. Gilmore and Kyrle, to oonsnlt with the latter gentleman, 
in Mr. Gilmore’s absence. She mentioned to Mr. Kyrle, what she had 
thought it desirable to conceal from every one else (Mrs. Michelson inclnded) 
—^her snspicion of the circumstances under which Lady Giyde was said to 
bare Ibet her death. Mr. Kyrle, who had previously given friendly proof 
of his anxiety to serve Miss Halcombe, at once undertook to make sucli 
inquiries as the delicate and dangerous nature of the investigation proposed 
tO:lum would permit. 

To exhaust this pert of the subject before going farther, it may be here 
mentioned that Count Fosoo offered every facility to Mr. Kyrle, on that 
gentleman’s stating that he was sent by Miss Halcombe to collect such per- 
ticulars as had not yet reached her of Lady Glyde*s decease. Mr. Kyrle was 
plaoed in conmiunication with the medical man, Mr. Goodricke, and with 
the two servante. In the absence of any mcans of ascertaining the exact 
date of Lady Glyde’s departure from Blackwater Park, the result of the 
doctoi^s and the servants* evidenoe, and of the volunteered statements of 
Count Fosco and his wife, was conclusive to the mind of Mr. Kyrle. He 
could only assume that the intensity of Miss Halcombe’s Buffering under 
the loes of her sister, had misled her judgment in a most deplorable 
manner; and he wrote her word that the shocking suspicion to which she 
had alluded in his presence, was, in his opinion, destitute of the smallest 
fragment of foimdadon in truth. Thus the investigation by Mr. Gilmore’s 
partner b^an and ended. 

Meanwhile, Miss Haloombe had retumed to Limmeridge House: and 
bad there collected all the additional information which she was able to 
obtain. 

Mr. Fairlie had received his first intimation of his nicce's death from his 
sister, Madame Fosoo; this letter also not containing any exact reference to 
dates. He had sanetioned his sister’s proposal that the deceased lady 
should be laid in her motheFs grave in Limmeridge churchyard. Count 
Fosco had accompanied the remains to Cumberland, and had attended the 
funeral at Limmeridge, which took place on the 30th of July. It was fol- 
lowed, as a mark of respect, by all the inhabitants of the village and the 
neighbourhood. On the next day, the inscription (originally drawn out, it 
was said, by the aunt of the deceased lady, and submitted for approval to 
her brother, Mr. Fairlie) was engraved on one side of Æe monument over 
the tomb. 

On the day of the funeral, and for one day after it Count Fosco had 
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bceu reoeived as a gæst at Limmeridge House; but no interview had tnkoa 
plaoe between Mr. Fairlie and himself, by the former gentleman's desire. 
They had oommunicated by writing; and, through this medium, Ck>nnt 
Fosco had made Mr. Fairlie acquainted with the details of his niece’s Jbist 
illness and death. The letter presenting this information added no new 
facts to the facts already known; but one very remarkable paragraph was 
contained in the postscript. It referred to Anne Catherick. 

The substanoe of the paragraph in question was as follows: 

It first informed Mr. Fairlie that Anne Catherick (of whom he might 
hear full particulars from Miss Halcombe when she reached Limmeridge) 
had been traoed and recovered in the ndghbourhood of Blackwater Park, 
and had been, for the second time, placed under the charge of the medical 
man from whose custody she had once escaped. 

This was the first part of the postscript. The second part wamed Mr. 
Fairlie that Anne Ga^erick’s mental malady had been aggravated by her 
long freedom from control i and tbat the insane hatred and disttast of Sir 
Percival Giyde, which had been one of her most marked delusions in 
former times, still ezisted, under a nowly-acquired form. The unfortunate 
woman*8 last idea in connection with Sir Percival, was the idea of annoying 
and distressing him, and of elevating heiself, as she supposed, in the estima- 
tion of the patients and nurses, by assuming the character of his deceased 
wife; the scheme of this personation having evidently oocurred to her, after 
a stolen interview which she had suoceeded in obtaining with Lady Giyde, 
and at which she hadobserved theextraordinaryaocidental likeness between 
the deceased lady and herself. It was to the last degree improbabie that 
she would succeed a second time in escaping from the Asylum; but it was 
just poBsible she might find some means of annoying the late l^bdy Glyde's 
relatives with letters; and, in that case, Mr. Fairlie was warned beforehand 
how to receive them. 

The postscript, expressed in these terms, was shown to Miss Halcombe, 
when she arrived at Limmeridge. There were also placed in her possession 
the dothes Lady Giyde had wom, and the other effects she had bronght 
with her to her aunt’s house. They had been oarefully oollected and sent 
to Cumberland by Madame Fosco. 

Such was the posture of afiairs when Miss Halcombe reached Limme- 
ridge, in the early part of September. 

Shortly afterwards, she was confined to her room by a relapse; her 
weakened physical energies giving way under the severe mental affliction 
from which she was now sufieriug. On getting stronger again, in a 
month’s time, her suspicion of the circumstances described as attending her 
sister’s death, still remained unshaken. She had heard nothing, ih the in¬ 
terim, of Sir Percival Glydc; but letters had reached her from Madame 
Fosco, xnaking the most affectiouate inquirics on tho part of her husband 
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ind lierself. Instead of answering these letters. Miss Halcombe cansed the 
iioose in St. John’s Wood, and the proceedings of its inmates, to be pri- 
vatcly watclied. 

Notlung doubtfal was disoovered. The same result attended the next 
inrestigations, which were secretly instituted oh the subject of Mrs, Ru¬ 
belle. Slie bad arrived in London, about six months before, with her hus¬ 
band. They bad come from Lyons; and they had taken a house in the 
Qeigbbonrbood of Leioester-square, to be fitted up as a boarding-house for 
foreigners, who were expected to visit England in large numbers to see the 
Exbibition of 1851. Nothing was known against husband or wife, in the 
neigbbourbood. They were quiet people; and they had paid their way 
honestly np to the present time. The final inquiries related to Sir Percival 
Giyde. He was settled in Paris; and living there quietly in a small 
circle of Bnglish and French friends. 

Foiled at all points, but still not able to rest, Miss Halcombe next 
determined to visit.the Asylum in which she then supposed Anne Gathe- 
rick to be for the second time confined. She had felt a strong curiosity 
about the woinan in former days; and she was now doubly interested— 
first, in ascertaining whether ihe report of Anne Catherick’s attempted 
personation of Lady Giyde was true; and, secondly (if it proved to be 
true), in discovering for herself what the poor creature’s real motives were 
for attempting the deceit. 

Althougb Count Fosco's letter to Mr. Fairlie did not mention the addrcss 
of the Asylum, that important omission cast no difficulties in Miss Hal- 
combe’s way. When Mr. Hartright had met Anne Catherick at Limme- 
ridge, sbe ^d informed him of the locality in which the house was situ- 
ated ; and Miss Halcombe had noted down the direction in her diary, with 
all the other particulars of the interview, exactly as she heard them from 
Mr. HartrighPs own lips. Accordingly, she looked back at the entry, and 
extracted the address; fumished herself with the Count’s letter to Mr. 
Fairlie, as a spedos of credential which might be useful to her; and started 
by berself for the Asylum, on the eleventh of October. 

She passed the night of the eleventh in London. It had been her inten¬ 
tion to sleep at the house inhabited by Lady Glyde's old. govemess; but 
Mrs. Yesey’s agitation at the sight of her lost pupiPs nearest and dearest 
friend. was so distressing, that Miss Halcombe considerately refrained from 
remaining in her presence, and removed to a respectable bc«rding-house in 
the neighbourhood, recommended by Mrs, Yesey's married sister. The 
next day, she proceeded to the Asylum, which was situated not far from 
Ix>ndon, on the northern side of the metropolis. 

She was immediately admitted to see the proprietor. 

At first, he appeared to be decidedly unwilling to let her commumcata 
with his patient. But, on her showing him the postscript to Count Fosoo 8 
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letter—on her reminding him that she was the “ Miss Halooxnhe * there 
referred to; that she was a near relative of the deceased Lady Glydc; and 
that she was therefore naturally interested, for family reasons, in obaerving 
for herself the extent of iinne Catherick’s delusion, in relation to her late 
Bister—the tone and manner of the owner of the Asylum altered, and he 
withdrew his ohjections. He prohably felt that a continued refusal, under 
these circumstances, would not only he an act of discourtesy in itself, but 
would also imply that the proceedings in his establishment were not of a 
nature to bear investigation by respectable strangers. 

Miss Halcombe’s own impression was that the owner of the Asylum had 
not been received into the oonfidenoe of Sir Percival and the Couut. His 
oonsenting at all to let her visit his patient seemed to afiford one proof of 
tilis, and his readiness in making admissions which could scarcely have 
escaped the lips of an acoomplice, certainly appeared to fumish another. 

For example, in the oourse of the introductory conversation which took 
place, he informed Miss Halcombe that Anne Cather^ck had been brought 
back to him, with the necessary order and certificates, hy Cotmt Fosco, on 
the twenty-seventh of July ; the Count* also producing a letter of explana- 
tions and instructions, signed by Sir Percival Giyde. On receiving his 
inmate again, the proprietor of the Asylum acknowledged that he had ob- 
served some curious personal changes in her. Such changes, no doubt, 
were not without prccedent in his experience of persons mentally aflBicted. 
Insane jieople were often, at one time, outwardly as well as inwardly, un- 
like what they were at another; the change from better to worse, or from 
worse to better, in the madness, having a necessary tendency to produce 
alterations of appearanco extemally. He allowed for these; and he allowed 
also for the modification in the form of Anne Catberick’s delusion, which 
was reflected, no doubt, in her manner and expression. But he was still 
perplexed, at times, by certain differences between his patient before she 
had escaped, and his patient since she had been brought back. Those 
differences were too minute to be described. He could not say, of coune, 
that she was absolutely altered in height or shape or complexion, or in the 
colour of her hair and eyes, or in the general form of her froe: the change 
was something that he felt, more than something that he saw. In short, 
the case had been a puzzle from the first, and one more perplexify was 
added to it now. 

It cannot be said that this conversation led to the result of even partially 
pieparing Miss Halcombe*s mind for what was to come. But it produced, 
nevertheless, a very serious effect upon her. She was so completely nn- 
nerved by it, that some little time elapsed before she could summon oom- 
posure enough to follow the proprietor of the Asylum to that part of the 
houso in which the inmates were oonfined. 

Qn inquiry, it tamed out that the supposed Anne Catlierick was then 
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taking exereise in the gronnds attochecl to the establishment. One of the 
nurses volnnteercd to conduct Miss Haloombe to tho place; the proprietor 
of the Asylum remaining in the hoose for a few minutes to attend to a 
case which required his services, and then engaging to join his visiter in 
thegrounds. 

The nurse led Miss Halcombe to a diiitant part of the property, which 
was prettily laid out; and, after looking about her a little, tumed into s 
tnrf walk, shaded by a shrubbery on either side. About half way down 
this walk, two women were slowly approaching. The nurse pointed to 
them, and said, ** There is Anne Gatherick, ma*am, with the attendant 
who waits on her. The attendant will answer any questions you wish to 
put.” With those words the nurse left her, to return to the duties of the 
nonse. 

Miss Halcombe advanced on her side, and the women advanced on theirs. 
When they were within a dozen paces of each other, one of the women 
stopped for an instant, looked eagerly at the strange lady, shook ofif the 
nnrse’s grasp on her, and, the next moment, mshed into Miss Halcombe’s 
arms. In that moment Miss Halcombe recognised her sister—recognised 
the dead-alive. 

Fortunately for the success of the measures taken subseciuently, no one 
was present, at that moment, but the nurse. She w'as a young woman; 
and she was so startled tbat she was at first quite incapable of inter- 
fering. When she was able to do so, her whole services were required by 
Miss Haloombe, who had for the moment sunk altogether in the efifort to 
keep her own senses under the shockof the discovery. After waiting a few 
minutes in thø fresh air and the cool shade, her natural energy and courage 
helped her a little, and she became sufideiently mistress of herself to feel 
the necessity of recaUing her presence of mind for her unfortunate sister’s 
8 ake. 

She obtained permission to speak alene with the patient, on condition 
that they both remaiued well within the nurse’s view. There was no time 
for questions—there was only time for Miss Halcombe to impress on the 
unhappy lady the necessity of controlling herself, and to assure her of im* 
inediate help and rescue if she did so. The prospect of escaping frem the 
Asylum by obedience to her sister's directions, was sufficient to quiet Lady 
^lyde, and to make her understand what was required of her. Miss Hal¬ 
combe next retumed to the nurse, placed all the gold she then had in her 
pocket (three sovereigns) in the nurse’s hånds, and asked when and where 
she could speak to her alone. 

The woman was at first surprised and distrustful. But, on Miss Hal- 
combe’s declaring that she only wanted to put some questions which she 
was too mueh agitated to ask at that moment, and that she had no inten- 
rion of misleading the nurse into any dereliction of dnty, the woman t(K)k 
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the money, and proposed three o’clock on the next day as the time for tlie 
interview. She might then slip oat for half an hour, after the patients had 
diued; and she would meet the lady in a retired plaoe, outside the high 
north Wall which screened the gronnds of the house. Miss Haloomhe had 
only time to assent, and to whisper to her sister that she should hear from 
her on the next day, when the proprietor of the Asylum joined them. He 
noticed his visitor’s agitation, which Miss Halcombe aocounied for by say- 
iug that her interview with Anne Catherick had a little startled her, at 
first She took her leave as soon after as possible—^that is to say, as soon 
as she could summon courage to force herself from the pie^nce of her nn- 
fortunate sister. 

A very little reflection, when the capacity to reflect retumed, convinced 
her that any attempt to identify Lady Giyde and to rescue her by legal 
means, would, even if successful, involve a delay that might be fatal to her 
sister’s iutellects, which were shaken already by the horror of the situation 
to which she had been consigned. By the time Miss Halcombe had got 
back to London, she had detennined to effeet Lady Glyde*s escape privately, 
by means of the nurse. 

She went at once to her stockbroker; and sold out of the funds all the 
little property she possessed, amounting to rather less than seven hundred 
poun^. Determined, if necessary, to pay the price of her sister’s liberty 
with every farthing she had in the world, she repaired the next day, having 
the whole sum about her, in bank-notes, to her appointment outside the 
Asylum Wall. 

The nurae was there. Miss Halcombe approached the subject cantioudy 
by many preliminary questions. She discovered, among other particnlars, 
t^t the nurse who had, in former times, attended on the true Anne Cathe¬ 
rick, had been held responsible (although she was not to blame for it) for 
the patient’s escape, and had lost her plaoe in consequence. The same 
penalty, it was added, would attach to the person then speaking to her, if 
the supposed Anne Catherick was missing a second time; and, moreover, 
the nurse, in this case, had an especial interest in keeping her place. She 
was engaged to be married; and she and her future husband were waitmg 
till they could save, together, between two and throe hundred poxmds to 
start in business. The nurse’s wc^es were good; and ^e might succeed, 
by strict economy, in contributing her small share towards the sum lequired 
in two years* time. 

On this hint. Miss Halcombe spoke. She declared that the supposed 
Anne Catherick was nearly related to her; that she had been placed in the 
Asylum under a fatal mistake; and that the nurse would be doing a good 
and a Christian action in being the means of restoring them to one anothor. 
Before there was time to start a single objection. Miss Halcombe took four 
tenk-uotes of a hundred poimds eaoh from her pocket-book, ond ofiered 
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tbem to the woman, as a oompensation for tlie lisk she was to ran, and for 
the low of her place. 

The nurse hesitated, thrcmgh sheer incredulity and surprise. Miss Hal« 
combe pressed the point on her firmly. 

“ You will be doing a good actionshe repeated; “ you will be helping 
the most injured and unhappy woman alive. There is your marriage->por- 
tion for a reward. Bring her safely to me, here; and I will put these fbur 
bank-notes into your hånd, before I claim her.” 

“ Will you give me a letter saying those words, which I can show to my 
8\7C6theart, when he asks how 1 got the money ?” inquired the woman. 

“ I will bnng the letter with me, ready written and signed,” answered 
Miss Haloombe. 

“ Then Fil risk said the nurse. 

‘‘When?” 

“To-morroWi” 

It was hastily agreed between them that Miss Haloombe should return 
aarly the next mcHming, and wait out of sight, among the trees—always, 
however, keeping near the quiet spot of ground under the north wall. The 
nurse oould hx no time for her appearanee; caution requiring that she 
should wait, and be guided by circumstances. On that understanding, 
liiey separated. 

Miss Haloombe was at her place, with the promised letter, and the pro- 
mised bank-notes, before ten the next moming. She waited more than an 
hour and a half. At the end of that time, the nurse came quickly round 
the comer of the wall, holding Lady Giyde by the arm. The moment they 
met. Miss Haloombe put the bank-notes and the letter into her hånd—and 
the sisters were united again. 

^ The nurse had dressed Lady Giyde, with excellent forethought, in a 
honnet, veil, and shawl of her own. Miss Haloombe only detained her to 
^ggest a means of tuming the pursuit in a false direction, when the escape 
was discovered at the Asylum.', She was to go back to the house; to men- 
tion in the hearing of the ether nurses that Anne Catherick had been in- 
^uiring latterly, about the distance from London to Hampshire; to wait 
till the last moment, before discovery was inevitable; and then to give the 
alarm that Anne was missing. The supposed inquiries about Hampshire, 
when communicated to the owner of the Asylum, would lead him to ima- 
gine that his patient had retumed to Blackwater Park, under the influence 
of the delusion which made her persist in asserting herself to be Lady 
Grlyde; and the first pursuit would, in all probability, be tumed in that 
direction. 

The nurse consented to follow these suggestions—^the more readily, as 
they ofifered her the means of securing herself against any worse con- 
^uences than the loss of her place, by remaining in the Asylum, and so 
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maintainiog the appearance of innocencc, at least. Sho at once rctaniod tc 
the houso; and Miss Halcombe lost no time in taking her sister back with 
her to London. They caught the aftemoon train to Garlisle the same after> 
noon, and arrived at Limmeridge, without accident or difficulty of any 
kind, that night. 

During the latter part of their joumey, they were alone in the carriage, 
and Miss Halcombe was able to collect such remembranoes of the past as 
her sister’s confused and weakened memory was able to recal. The terrible 
story of the conspiracy so obtained, was presented in fragments, sad ly 
inooherent in themselves, and widely detached from cach other. Iinpeifect 
as the revelation was, it must nevertheless be recorded here before this 
explanatory narrative clcses with the events of the next day at Limmeridge 
House. 

Lady Glyde’s recollection of the events which followed her departure 
fmm Blackwater Park began with her arrival at the London terminus of 
the South Western Kailway. She had omitted to make a memorandum 
beforeliand of the day on which she took the joumey. All hope of fixiug 
that important date, by any evidence of hers, or of Mrs. Michel^n’s, must 
be given up for lost. 

Qn the arrival of the train at the platform, Lady Giyde found Count 
Fosco waiting for her. He was at the carriage door as soon as the porter 
could open it. The train was unusually crowded, and there was great con- 
fusion in getting the luggage. Some person whom Count Fosoo brought 
with him procured the luggage which belonged to Lady Giyde. It was 
marked with her name. She drove away alone with the Count, in a 
vehicle which she did not particularly notice at the time. 

Her first question, on leaving the terminus, referred to Miss Halcombe. 
The Count informed her that Miss Halcombe had not yet gone to Cumber- 
land; after-consideratlou having caused him to doubt the pmdence of her 
taking so long a joumey without some days’ previous rest. 

Lady Giyde next inquired whether her sister was then staying in the 
Count’s house. Her recollection of the answer was confused, her only 
distinet impression in relation to it being that the Count declored he was 
then taking her to see Miss Halcombe. Lady Glyde’s experience of London 
was so limited, that she could not tell, at the time, through what stiects 
they were driving. But they never lefb the streets, and they never passed 
auy gardens or trees. When the carriage stopped, it stopped in a small 
Street, behind a square—a square in which there were shops, and public 
buildings, and many people. From these recollections (of which Lady 
Giyde was certain) it seems quite clear that Count Fosco did not take her 
to his own residence in the suburb of St. John’s Wood. 

They entered tho hcuée, and went np-stairs to a back room, either on 
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tlie Hrst or second floor. The Inggage was carefully brought iu. A female 
åcrrant opened ^tho door; and a man with a dark beard, appoiently a 
foreigner, met them in the hall, and with great politenen showed them the 
way np-stairs. In answer to Lady Glyde’s inquiries, the Connt aasured 
lier that Miss Halcombe was in the house, and that she ahould be imme- 
diately informed of her sister'a ariival. He and the foreigner then went 
away and lefl her by hersclf in the room. It was poorly fumished as a 
sitting-room, and it looked out on the backs of houses. 

The place was remarkably qniet; no footsteps went up or down the 
stairs—she only heard in the room beneath her a duil, rumbling sonnd of 
nien’s Voices talking. Before she had been long left alone, the Gount 
retumed, to explain that Miss Haloombe was then taking rest, and oould 
not be distnrbed for a little while. He was aooompunied into the room by 
a gentleman (an Englishman) whom he begged to present as a friend of 
his. 

After this singular introduction—in the oonrse of which no names, to thø 
hest of Lady Glyde’s recollection, had been mentioned—she was left alonø 
with the stranger. He was perfectiy civil; but he startled and confiised 
her by some odd questions about herself, and by looking at her, while he 
asked them, in a strange manner, After remaining a short time, he went 
out; and a minute or two afterwards a second stranger—also an Englishman 
—came in. This person introduced himself as another friend of Count 
Fosco's; and he, in his tum, looked at her very oddly, and asked some 
cnrious questions—nerer, as well as she could remember, addressing her 
by name; and going out again, after a little while, like the first man. By 
this time, she was so frightened about herself, and so uneasy about her 
Bister, tbat she had thoughts of venturing down stairs again, and claiming 
the protection and assistance of the only woman she had seén in the housø 
—the servant who answered the door. 

Just as she had risen from her cbair, the Count came back into the 
room. 

The moment he appeared, she asked anxiously how long the meeting 
bctween her sister and herself was to be still delayed. At first, he retumed 
an evasive answer; but, on being pressed, he acknowledged, with great 
apparent reluctance, that Miss Halcombe was by no meaus so well as he 
had hitherto represented her to be. His tone and manner, in making this 
reply, so alarmed Lady Giyde, or rather so painfully increased the uneasi- 
ness which she had felt in the oompany of the two strangers, that a sudden 
faintness oveixjame her, and she was obliged to ask for a glass of water. 
The Count called firom the door for water, and for a bottle of smelling-salts. 
Both wcre brought in by the foreign-looking man with the beard. The 
water, when Lady Giyde attempted to drink it, had so strange a taste that 
it increased her faintness; and sbe hastily took the bottle of salts from 



334 


THET WOMAN IN WlllTE, 


Coant Fosoo, and smelt at it. Her head became giddy on the instant. 
The Gonnt caught the bottle as it dropped out of her hånd; and the last 
impression of which she was oonsdous was that he held it to her nostrils 
again. 

' From this point, her reoollectlons were found to he oonfused, fragmentary, 
and difficult to reconcile with any reasonable probability. 

Her own impression was that she recovered her senses later in the 
evening; that she then left the house; that she went (as she had previously 
arranged to go, at Blackwater Park) to Mrs. Yesey’s; that she drank tea 
there; and that she passed the night under Mrs. Yesey’s roof. She was 
totally unable to say how, or when, or in what company, she left the house 
to whieh Gount Fosco had brought her. But she persisted in asserting that 
she had been to Mrs. Yesey’s; and, still more extraordinary, that she had 
been helped to undress and get to bed by Mrs. Bubelle I She oould not 
remember what the conversation .was at Mrs. Yesey’s, or whom she saw 
there besides that lady, or why Mrs. Bubelle should have been present ia 
the house to help her. 

Her recollection of what happened to her the next moming was still 
more vague and unreliable. 

She had some dim idea of driving out (at what hour she oould not say) 
with Gount Fosco—and with Mrs. Bubelle, again, for a female attendant. 
But when, and why, she left Mrs. Yesey she could not tell; neither did 
she know what direction the carriage drove in, or where it set her down, or 
whether the Gount and Mrs. Bubelle did or did not remain with her all the 
time she was out. At this point in her sad story there was a total blank. 
She had no impressions of the faintest kind to communicate-^no idea 
whether one day, or more than one day, had passed—until she came to 
herself suddenly in a strange place, surrounded by women who were all 
unknown to her. 

This was the Asylum. Here she first heard herself called by Anne 
Gatherick’s name; and here, as a last remarkable clrcumstanoe in the stoiy 
of the conspiracy, her own eyes informed her that she had Anne Oatheri<A*s 
clothes on. The nurse, on the first night in the Asylum, had shown her 
the marks on each ariicle of her underclothiixg as it was taken off, and had 
said, not at all irritably or unkindly, ** Look at your own name on your 
own dothes, and don’t worry us all any more about being Lady Giyde. 
She’s dead and buried; and you’re alive and hearty. Do look at yom 
clothes now 1 There it is, in good marking ink; and there you wiU find it 
on all your old things, which we have kept in the house—^Anne Catberick, 
as plain as print 1” And there it was, when Miss Halcombe examined the 
linen her sister wore,on the night of their arrival at Limmeridge fioose. 

These were the only reoollectlons—all of them unoertain, and some et 
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fchom oontradictory—Ti?liicli oocld be extracted from Lady Qlyde, by careful 
questioning, on the joumey to Cumberland. Mias Halcombe abstainod 
ton pressing her with any inqtiiries relatii^ to events in the Asyluin: 
her mind being but too evidently unfit to bear the trial of reverting to 
them. It was known, by the volnntary admission of the owner of the 
madhouse, that she was received there on the twenty-seventh of July. 
From that date, imtil the fifteenth pf October (the day of her resciie), she 
had been under restraint; her identity with Anne Catherick systematically 
asserted, and ,her sanity, from first to last, practically denied. Faculties 
less delicately balanced, constitutions less tenderly organised, must have 
snffered under such an ordeal as this. FTo man could have gone through 
it, and come out of it unchanged. 

Arriving at Limmeridge late on the evening of the fifteenth. Miss 
Halcombe wisely resolved not to attempt the assertion of Lady Giyde*« 
identity, until the next day. 

The first thing in the mdming, she went to Mr. Fairlie’s room; and, 
nsing all possible cautionsand preparations beforeband, at last told him, in 
80 many words, what had happened. As soon as his first astonishment and 
alarm had subsided, he angrily declared that Miss Halcombe had allowed 
herself to be duped by Anne Catherick. He referred her to Count Fosco’s 
letter, and to what she had herself told him of the personal resemblance 
between Anne and his deceased niece; and he positively declined to admit 
to his presence even for one minute only, a madwoman whom it was an 
insult and an outrage to have broiight into his house at all. 

Miss Halcombe left the room; waited till the first heat of her indignation 
had passed away; decided, on refiection, that Mr. Fairlie should see his 
niece in the. iuterests of common humanity, before he closed his doors on 
her as a stranger; and thereiipon, without a word of previoiis waming, 
took Lady Giyde with her to his room. The servant was posted at the 
door to prevent their entrance; but Miss Halcombe insisted on passing 
him, and made her way into Mr. Fairlie’s presence, leading her sister by 
the hånd. 

The scene that followed, though it only lasted for a few minutes, was toc 
^^«inful to be described—Miss Halcombe herself shrank from referring to it 
Let it be enough to say that Mr. Fairlie declared, in the most xx)sitivo 
teims, thai be did not recognise the woman who had becii brought into his 
room; that he saw nothing in her face and manner to make him doubt foi 
a moment that his niece lay buried in Limmeridge churchyard ; and that 
he would call on the law to protect him if before the day was over she was 
not removed from the house. 

Taking the very worst view of Mr. Fairlie’s selfishness, indolence, and 
habitual want of feeling, it was manifestly impossible to suppose that he 
was eapable of such inflÉuny as seoreily reoognising and openly disowiiing 
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nis brotlier’s child. Miss Haloombe humanely and sensibly allowed all 
due fbroe to the influenoe of prejudice and alarm in preventing him from 
fairly exeroising bis perceptions; and aocounted for what bad bapx^ened, in 
tbat way. But wben sbe next put tbe servante to tbe test, and found tbat 
tbey too were, in every case, uncertain, to say tbe least of it, whether tbe 
lady presented to tbem was tbeir young mistress, or Anne Catherick, of 
wbose resemblance to ber tbey bad all beard, tbe sad oonclusion was 
inevitable, tbat tbe cbange produoed in Lady Glyde’s iaoe and manner by 
ber imprisonment in tbe Asylum, was far more serious than Miss Haloombe 
had at first supposed. Tbe vile deoeption wbich had asserted her death, 
defied ezposure even in tbe bouse wbere sbe was bom, and among tbe 
people with wbom sbe bad lived. 

In a leas critical situation, the effort need not have been given up as 
bopdess, even yet. 

For example, tbe maid. Fanny, wbo bappcned to be then absent from 
Limmeridge, was expected back in two days; and tbere would be a chance 
of gaining ber rccognition to start with, seeing that sbe bad been in much 
more constant communioation with ber mistress, and bad been much more 
beartily attacbed to ber than the otber servants. Again, Lady Giyde migbt 
have been privately kept in the bouse, or in tbe village, to wait nntil ber 
bealtb was a little recovered, and her mind was a little steadied again. 
Wben ber memory could be onoe more trusted to serve ber, sbe would 
naturally refer to persons and events, in tbe past, with a certainty and a 
familiarity wbicb no impostor could simulate; and so the &ct of ber 
identity, wbicb ber own appearance bad &iled to establisb, migbt snbse- 
quently be proved, with time to belp ber, by the surer test of ber own 
words. 

But the circumstances under wbicb sbe had regained ber freedom, 
rendered all recourse to sucb means as tbese simply impracticable. The 
pursuit from tbe Asylum, diverted to Hampsbire for the time only, would 
infallibly next take the direction of Cumberland. Tbe persons appointed 
to seek the fugitive, migbt arrive at Limmeridge House at a few hours* 
notice; and in Mr. Fairlie’s present temper of mind, tbey migbt count on 
the immediate exertion of bis local influence and authority to assist tbem. 
Tbe commonest consideration for Lady Glyde’s safety, foræd on Miss 
Haloombe the neccssity of resigning tbe struggle to do ber justioe, and of 
removing ber at once from tbe ploce of all otbers tbat was now mest 
dangerous to ber—^tbe ueigbbourbood of her own home. 

An immediate return to London was tbe first and wisest measnre of 
security wbich suggested itself. In tbe great cily all traces of tbem mi^t 
be most speedily and most surely effaced. Tbere were no preparations to 
make—^no farcwell words of kindness to excbange with any one. On tbe 
aiternoon of tbat memorable day of the sixteenth, Miss Haloombe roused 
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tttf Eistar to a last oxertion of courage; and, without a living soul to wisb 
them well at parting, the two took their way into the world alone, and 
tumed their backs for ever on Limmeridge Honae. 

They had passed the hiil above the churchyard, when Lady Gl 3 ’de 
iosisted on tuming back to look her last at her mother’s grave. Miss 
Halcombe tried to shake her resolution; but, in this one instance, tried in 
vain. She was immovable. Her dim eyes lit with a sudden fire, and 
flashed through the veil that hung over them; her wasted fingers strength- 
ened, moment by moment, round the friendly arm by which they had 
held 80 listlessly till this time. I believe in my soul that the Hånd of God 
was pointing their way back to them; and that the most innocent and the 
most afflicted of His creatures was chosen, in that dread moment, to see it. 

They retraoed their steps to the burial-ground; and by that act sealed 
the future of our three lives. 


III. 

This was the story of the past—^the story, so far as we knew it then. 

Two obvious oonclusions presented themselves to my mind, after hearing 
it. lu the first place, I saw darkly what the nature of the conspiracy had 
been; how chances had been watched, and how circumstances had been 
håndled to ensure impunity to a daring and an intricate crime. While all 
details were still a mystery to me, the vile manner in which the personel 
resemblanoe between the woman in white and Lady Glyda had been turned 
to accoont, was clear beyond a doubt. It was plain that Anne Catherick 
had been introduced into Count Fosco’s house as Lady Giyde ; it was plain 
that Lady Giyde had taken the dead woman’s place in the Asylum—the 
substitution having been so managed as to make innocent people (the 
doctor and the two servants certainly; and the owner of the madhouse in 
all probability) accomplices in the crime. 

The second conclusion came as the necessary conscquence of the first 
We throe had no mercy to expect from Count Fosco and Sir Percival 
Giyde. The success of the conspiracy had brouglit with it a clear gain to 
those two men of thirty thoiisaud pounds—^twenty thousand to one: ten 
thousand to the other, through his wife. They had that intcrest, as well 
as other interests, in ensuring their impunity from exposure; nnd they 
w6uld leave no stone untumed, no sacrifice unattempted, no treachery 
untried, to discover the place in which their victim was concealed, and to 
part her from the only friends she had in the world—^Marian Halcombe 
and myself. 

The sense of this serious peril—a peril which every day and every hour 
might bring nearer and nearer to us—was the one infiuence tliat guided me 
in fixing the place of our retreat. I chose it in the far £ast oi London, 
whexe there were fewest idle people tc lounge and look about them in tlu 
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itieets. 1 cboee it in n poor and a .popnlona. nd^bcornockl—^becanse tbp 
tbe Btrugglo ibr existencefonong the>men and wcanen alxnit na, tbe 
lesa the risk of their having the time or.taking tbe paius toimÉioe dianoe 
atrangeia who came among them. Theae were the great adrøntagea I 
looked to; but our locality was a gain to ns ako, in another and • a haidly 
leas impprtant reapect. Wé eould live cbeaply by the daily woark of my 
bands; and cbuld aave every farthing we posacsséd to forward tbe purpose 
—the righteona purpose of redreaaing an infamoua wfong—*whicb, from firsi 
to last, I now kept ateadily in view. 

In a week’s time, Marian. Halcombe and I bad settled- how tbe eoune of 
our bew lives should be diriectéd. * * 

There were no other lodgers in the bouse; and we bad the means of 
going in and out without passing through the shop. I arrånged, for the 
present at least, that neither Marian nor Laura should stir ontside the door 
without my heing with them ; and that, in my absence from home, they 
should let no ono into their rooms on any pretence whatever. This rule 
established, I went to a friend whom I had known in former days—a wood 
engraver, in large practica—^to seek for employment; telling him, at the 
same time, that I had reasons for wishing to retnain unknown. 

He at once concluded that I was in debt; expressed his regret in the 
usual forms; and then promised to do what he oould to assist me. I lefl 
his false impression undisturbed; and nccepted the work he had to give. 
He knew that he could trust my experience and my industry. I had, 
what he wanted, steadiness and facility; and though my eamings were but 
small, they sufficed for our neoessities. As soon as we could feel certain of 
this, Marian Halcombe and I put togethér what we possessed. She had 
between two and three hundred pounds left of her own property; and I had 
nearly as much remaining from the purchase-money obtained by tbe sale of 
my drawing-master’s practico before I left England. Together we made up 
between us more tban four hundred pounds. I deposited this little fortone 
in a bank, to be kept for the expense of those secret inquiries and investiga- 
tions which I was determined to set on foot, and to carry on by myself if I 
could find no one to help me. We calculated our weekly expenditure to 
the last farthing; and we never touched our little fund, except in Laura*s 
interests and for Laura’s sake. 

The house-work, which, if we had dared trust a stranger near ns, would 
have been done by a servant, was taken on the first day, taken as her own 
right, by Marian Halcombe. “ What a woman’s bands art fit ibr/* she 
said, ** early and late, these hånds of mine shall do.” They trembled as 
she held them out. The wasted arms told their sad story of the past, ns 
she tumed up the sleeves of the poor plain dress that she wore for safety^s 
sake; but the unquenchable spirit of the woman bumt bri^t in her even 
yet, I saw the big tears ri''e thick In her eyes, and fail slowly over hef 



THK WOUÅN IM WUITE. 


339 


eheeks fts riie looked at me. Sbe daabcd tbem away with a touch of her old 
energy, and smiled witb a iaint veflexion of her old good spirits. **Doa’t 
donbt ray conn^e, Walter,** sbe pleaded, ** it’s my weakness tbat cries, not 
rne, The house-work shall conquer it, if I can’t,” And sbe kept her word 
—the victory was won wben we met in the evening, and sbe sat down to 
rest Her large steady black eyes looked at me with a fiasb of their bright 
finnness of bygone days. ** I am not qnite broken down yet,” sbe said; 
“I am worth trusting with my share of the work.” Before I coiild 
auswer, she added in a whisper, “ And worth tmsting with my share in the 
lisk and the dcmger too. Bemember tbat, if the time comes !** 

I did rec^mber it, when the time came. 

As early as the end of October, the daily oonrse of onr lives had assumed 
its settled direction; and we three were as oompletely isolated in our place 
of conoealment, as if the house we lived in bad been a desert island, and 
the great network of streets and the thonsands of our fellow oeatures all 
round us the waters of an illimitable sea. I could now reckon on some 
leisure time for oonsidering what my future plan of action should be, and 
how I might arm myself most securely, at the outset, for the coming 
struggle with Sir Percival and the Count. 

I gave up all hope of appealing to my recognition of Laura, or to Marian’s 
rec(^ition of her, in proof of her identity. If we had loved her less 
dearly, if the instinet implanted in us by that love had not been far more 
certain than any exercise of reasoniug, far keener than any process of 
observation, even we might have hesitated, on first seeing her, 

The outward changes wrought by the sufFering and the terror of the past 
had fearfuUy, almost hopelessly, strengthened the fatal resemblance between 
Anne Catherick and herself. In my narrative of events at the time of my 
residence in Limmeridge House, I have recorded, from my own observation 
of the two, how the likeness, stiiking as it was when viewed generally 
failed in many important points of similarity when tested in detail. In 
those former ^ys, if they had both been seen together, side by side, no 
person could for a moment have mistaken them one for the other—as has 
happened often in the instances of twins. I could not say this ncw. The 
sorrow and suflering which I had once blamed myself for associating even 
by a passing thought with the future oi Laura Fairlie, had set their pro- 
faning marks on the youth and beauty of her face; and the fatal re¬ 
semblance which I had once seen and shuddered at seeing, in idea only, 
was now a real and living resemblance which asserted itself before my own 
eyes. S trangers, acqiiaintances, friends even who could not look at her as 
we looked, if she bad been shown to them in the first days of her rescue 
from the Asylum, might have doubted if she were the Laura Fairlie they 
had once wen, and doubted withont blame. 
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The one remalning chance, which 1 had at first thought mlght be traatcd 
to serve us—the chance of appealing to her recollection of persons and 
events with which no impostor could be familiar, was proved, by the sad 
test of our later expericnce, to be hopcless. Every little cantion that 
Marian and I practised towards her; every little remedy we tried, to 
strengthen and steady slowly the weakened, shaken faculties, was a frcsli 
protest in itself against the risk of tuming her mind back on the troubled 
and the terrible past. 

The only events of former days which we ventured on enooiiraging her 
to recal, were the little triviid domestic events of that happy time at 
Limmeridge, when I first went there, and taught her to draw. Tim 
day when I roused those remembrances by showing her the sketch of the 
summer-house which she had given me on the moming of our farewell, 
and which liad never been separated from me since, was-the birthday of 
our first hope. Tenderly aod gradually, the memory of the old walks and 
drives dawned upon her; and the poor weary pining eyes, looked at Marian 
and at me with a new interest, with a faltering thoughtfulness in them, 
which, from that moment, we cherished and kept alive. I bought her a 
little boz of colours, and a sketch-book like the old sketchdx)ok which I 
had seen in her hånds on the moming when we first met. Once agaiu— 
oh me, once again!—at sparo hoiirs saved from my work, in the dull 
London light, iu the poor London room, I sat by her side, to guide the 
faltering touch, to help the feeble hånd. Day by day, I raised and raiscd 
the new interest till its place in the blank of her existence was at last 
assured—^till she could think of her drawing, and talk of it, and patiently 
practise it by herself, with some faint refiection of the innocent pleasure in 
my encouragement, the growing enjoyment in her own progress, which 
belonged to the lost life and the lost happiness of past days. 

We helped her mind slowly by this simple means; we took her out 
between iis to walk, on fine days, in a quiet old City square, near at hånd, 
where there was nothing to confuse or alarm her; we spared a few pounds 
from the fund at the banker’s to get her wine, and the delicate strengthen- 
iiig food that she required; we amusecl her in the evenings with children's 
games at cards, with scrap-books full of prints which I borrowed from tbe 
engi-aver who employed me—by these, and other trifiing attcntions like 
them, we composed her and steadied her, and hoped all things, as cheerfully 
as we could, from time and care, and love that never neglected and never 
despaired of her. But to take her mercilessly from seclusion and repose; 
to con front her with strangers, or with acquaintances who were little better 
than strangers ; to rouse the painful impressions of her past life which we 
had so carefully hushed to rest—this, even in her own interests, we dared 
not do. Whatever sacrifices it cost, whatever loiig, weary, heart-breakiug 
delays it involved, the wrøng that had heen infiicted on her, if mortal 
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means oould grapple ifc, mast be rcdressed without her knowledge aud 
withoat her help. 

This resolution settled, it was next necessary to decide how tlie first risk 
sbould be ventured, and what the first proceedings should be. 

After Consulting with Marian, I rosolved to begin by guthering together 
as niany facts as could be collected—then, to ask the advicc of Mr. Kyrle 
(whom we knew we could trust) ; and to ascertain from him, in the first 
instaiioe, if the legal remedy lay fairly within our reach. I owed it to 
Laura’s interests not to stake her whole future on my own unaided exer- 
tions, so long as there was the faintest prospect of strengthening our 
]X)sition by obtaining reliable assistance of any kind. 

The first source of information to which I applied, was the journal kept 
at Blackwater Park by Marian Halcombe. There were passages in this 
diary, relating to mysclf, which she thonght it best that I should not see. 
Accordingly, she read to me from the manuscript, and I took the notes I 
wanted as she went on. We could only find time to pursue this occupation 
by sitting up late at night. Three nights were devoted to the purpose, and 
were enough to put me in possession of all that Marian could tell. 

My next proceeding was to gain as much additional evidence as I could 
procure from other people, without exciting suspicion. I went myself to 
Mrs. Vesey to ascertain if Laura’s impression of having slept there, was 
correct or not. In this case, from consideration for Mrs. Yesey’s age and 
infirmity, and in all subsequent cases of the same kind from considerations 
of cautioD, I kept our real position a secret, and was always careful to speak 
of Laura as “ the late Lady Giyde.” 

Mrs. Vesey’s answer to my inquiries only confirmed the apprehensions 
which I had previously felt. Laura had certainly written to say she would 
imss the night under the roof of her old friend—but she had never beeii 
uear the house. 

Her mind in this instance, and, as I feared, in other instances besides, 
coufusedly presented to her something which she had only intended to do 
in the false light of something which she had really done. The unconscious 
contradiction of herself was easy to account for in this way—but it was 
likely to lead to serious results. It was a stumble on the threshold at 
starting; it was a flaw in the evidence which told fatally against us. 

When I next asked for the letter which Laura had written to Mrs. Vesey 
from Blackwater Park, it was given to me without the envelope, which had 
been thrown into the waste-paper basket, and long since destroyed. In the 
letter itself, no date was mentioned—not even the day of the week. It 
only contained these lines :—“ Dearest Mrs. Vesey, I am in sad distress 
and anxiety, and I may come to your house to-morrow night, and ask for 
a bed. I can’t tell you what is the matter in this letter—^I wi-ite it in 
luch fear of being found out that I wn fix my mind op nothipg, Pray be 
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ot home to see me. I will give you a thousaud kisses, and tell yoa every- 
thing. Your affectionate Laura.” What help was there in those lines ? 
None. 

On retuming fmm Mrs. Vcsey's, I instruoted Marian to write (observing 
the same caution which I pracdsed myself) to Mrs. Michelson. She was to 
express, if she pleascd, some general suspicion of Count Fosco*s conduct; 
and she was to ask the housekeeper to supply us with a plain statement of 
events, in the intereets of truth. While we wcre waiting for the answer, 
which reached us in a week’s time, I went to the doctor in St. John’s 
Wood; introducing myself as sent by Miss Halcombe, to collect, if possible, 
more particulars of her sisteFs last illness than Mr. Kyrlo had foimd tho 
time to procure. By Mr. Goodricke's assistance, I obtained a copy of the 
certihcate of death, and an interview with the woman (Jane Goidd) who 
had been employed to prepare the body for the grave. Through this 
person, 1 also discovered a means of communicating with the servant. 
Hester Pinhom« She had reoently left her place, in consequenoe of a 
disagreement with her mistress ; and she was lodging with some people in 
the neighbourhood whom Mrs« Gould knew. In the manner here indi- 
cated, 1 obtained the Narratives of the housekeeper, of the doctor, of Jane 
Gould, and of Hester Pinhom, exactly as they are presented in these 
pages. 

Fumished with such additional evidenoe as these docnments afforded, I 
considered myself to bo sufficiently prepared for a oonsultation with Mr. 
Kyrle; and Marian wrote accordingly to mimtion my name to him, and to 
specify the day and hour at which I lequested to see him on private 
business. 

There was time enough, in the moming, for me to tako Laura out for 
her walk as usual, and to see her quietly settled at her drawing afterwards. 
She looked up at me with a new anxiety in her face, as I rose to leave the 
ix>om; and her fingers began to toy doubtfully, in the old way, with the 
brushes and pencils on the table. 

“You are not tited of me yet?” she said. “ You are not going away 
because you are tired of me ? I will try to do better—I will try to g)^ 
well. j^e you as fond of me, Walter, as you used to be, now 1 am so pale 
and thin, and so slow in leamii^ to drawP” 

She spoke as a child might havespoken; she showed me her thoughts as 
a child might have shown them. 1 waited a few minutes longer—^waited 
to tell her that she was deaier to me now than she had ever been in the 
past times. “ Try to get well sgain,” 1 said, enoouraging the new hope in 
the future which I saw dawning in her mind ; “ try to get well again, fiK 
Marianes sake and for mine.” 

“ Yes,” she said to herself, retuming to her drawing. “ I must try, 
because they are both so fond of me.” She suddenly looked up again. 
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** Dod t be gone long 1 1 oau’t get oq with my drawing, Walter, when you 
ve not hero to belp me.” 

** I shall aoon bfi back, my darling—soon be back to see how you ara 
getting on.** 

My Yoice &Itered a little in spite of me. I forced myself from the room. 
It was no time, then, for parting with the self-ocntrol vrhich might yel 
serve me in my need before tho day was out. 

Afi 1 opened the door, I beckoned to Marian to follow me to the stain. 
It was necessary to prepare her for a result which 1 felt might sooner or 
later follow my showing m 3 r 8 elf openly in the streets. 

shall, in all probability, be back in a few hours,** I said; **and you 
will take care, ag usual, to let no one inside the doors in my absence. But 
if anything happens—** 

“What can happen?*’ she interposed, quickly. “Tell me plainly, 
Walter, if there is any danger—^and I shall know how to meet it.” 

“ The only danger,” I replied, “ is that Sir Percival Giyde may have 
been recalled to London by the news of Laura’s escape. You are aware 
that he had me watcbed before I left England; and that he probably know- 
me by sight, although I don’t know him ?” 

She laid her hånd on my shoulder, and looked at me in anxious silence. 
I saw she understood the serious risk that threatened us. 

** It is not likely,” I said, “ that I shall be seen in London again so soon, 
either by Sir Percival himself or by the persons in his employ. But it is 
barely possible that an accident may happen. In that case, you will not 
be alarmed if I fail to return to*night; and you will satisfy any inquiry of 
Laura’s with the best excuse that you can make for me ? If I find the 
least reason to suspect that I am watcbed, I will take good care that no 
spy follows me back to this house, Don’t doubt my return, Marian, 
however it may be delayed—s«id fear nothing.” 

“ Nothing I” she answered, firmly. “ You shall not regret, Walter, that 
you have only a woman to help you.” She paused, and detained me for a 
moment longer. “ Take care 1” she said, pressing my hånd anxiously— 
“ take care 1” 

I left her; and set forth to pave the way for discovery—the dark and 
doubtful way, which began at the lawyer’s door. 

IV. 

No drcumstance of the slightest importance happened on my way to the 
offices of Messrs. Gilmore and Eyrle, in Chancery-laue. 

While my card was being taken in to Mr. Kyrle, a consideration occurred 
to me which I deeply regretted not having thought of before. Tfic informa¬ 
tion derived from Marian’s diary made it a matter of certainty that Couut 
Foepc had opened her fivst letter from Blackwater Park to Mr. Kyrle and 
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]iad, by means of his wife, intercepted tlie seoond. He was thereforo weil 
aware of the address of the office; and he would naturally infer that i( 
Marian wanted adf ice and assistance, after Laura*s escape from the Asylum, 
she would apply once more to the experience of Mr. Kyrle. In this case, 
the ofifice in Chancery-lane was the very first place which he and Sir 
Percival would cause to be watched; and, if the same persons were choscn 
for the purpose who bad been employed to follow me, before my departure 
from England, the faet of my return would in all probability be ascertained 
on that very day. I had thought, generally, of the chances of my being 
rccognised in the streets; but the s^)ecial risk connected with the office had 
never oceurred to me until the present moment. It was too late now to 
repair this unfortunate error in judgment—^too late to wish that I bad 
made arrangements for meeting the lawyer in some place privately 
appointed beforehand. I could only resolve to be cautious on leaving 
Chancery-lane, and not to go straight home again under any circumstances 
whatever. 

After waiting a few minutes, I was shown into Mr. Kjn-le’s private room. 
He was a pale, thin, quiet, self-possessed man, with a very attentive eye, a 
very low voioe, and a very undemonstrative manner; not (as I judged) 
ready with his sympathy, where strangers were concemed; and not at all 
easy to disturb in his professional composure. A better man for my 
purpose could hardly have been found. If he committed himself to a 
decision at all, and if the decision was favourable, the strength of our case 
was as good as proved from that moment. 

“ Before I enter on the business which brings me here,” I said, “ I ought 
to warn you, Mr. Kyrle, that the shortest statement I can make of it may 
oceupy some little time.” 

“ My time is at Miss Halcombe’s disposal,” he replied. “ Where any 
interests of hers are concemed, I represent my partner personally, as well 
as professionally. It was his request that I should do so, when he oeased 
to take an active part in business.” 

“ May I inquire whether Mr. Gilmore is in England ?” 

“ He is not: he is living with his relatives in Germany. His health has 
improved, but the period of his return is still uncertain.” 

'V^^lile we were exchanging these few preliminary wordSj he had been 
searching among the papers before him, and he now produced from them a 
sealed letter. I thought he was about to hånd the letter to me; but, 
appareiitly changing his mind, he placed it by itself on the table, settled 
himself in his cbair, and silently waited to hear what I had to say. 

- Without wasting a moment in prefatory words of any sort, I entered on 
my narrative, and put him in full possession of the events which have 
o I ready been relaud in these pages. 

Ji^wyor os ho waj lo tho very niarrow of his bqnes, I startled him mit 



Tnb: WOMAN IN WHJT£. 


d45 

hiø profesnonal oomposnre. Expresmons of inoredulity and surprise, which 
iio ooukl not repress, interrupted me several times, before 1 had done. J 
l^waevered, bowever, to the end, and, as soon as I reached it, boldly asked 
the one important question: 

“ What is your opinion, Mr. K^tIo ?” 

Hewas too cautious to oommit himself to an answer, without taking 
time to recover his self-possession first. 

“ Before I give my opinion,** he said, ** I must beg permission to clear 
the ground by a few questions.** 

He put the questions—sharp, suspidous, unbelieving questions, which 
dearly showed me, as they proceeded, that he tl\ought I was the victim of 
a delusion ; and that he m^ht even have doubted, but for my introduction 
to him by Miss Halcombe, whether I was not attempting the perpetration 
■of a cunningly-^esigned fraud. 

“ Do you Wieve that I have spoken tbo tmth, Mr. Kyrlc V** I asked, 
when he bad done examining me. 

“ So far as your own convictions are concemed, I am certain you have 
spoken tbe tmth,** he rcplied. have the highest csteem for Miss 
Halcombe, and I have therefore every rcason to respect a gentleman whose 
inediation she trusts in a matter of this kind. I will even go farther, if 
you like, and adniit, for courtesy’s sake and for argument’s sake, that the 
identity of Lady (ilyde, as a living person, is a proved faet to Miss Halcombe 
and yourself. But you come to me for a legal opinion. As a lawycr, and 
as a lawyer only, it is my duty to tell you, Mr. Hartright, that you have 
not the shadow of a case.** 

“ You put it strongly, Mr. Kyrle.” 

“ I will try to put it plainly as well. The evidence of Lady Glyde*s 
death is, on tbe face of it, clear and satisfactory. There is her aunt’s 
testimony to prove that she came to Gount Fosco’s house, that she fell ill, 
and that she died. Tbere is the testimony of the medical certificate to 
prove the death, and to show that it took place under natural cireumstanoes. 
Uhere is the faet of the fimeral at Limmeridge, and there is the assertion 
of the inscription on the tomb. That is the case you want to overthrow. 
AVhat evidence have you to support the declaration on your side that the 
lerson who died and was bu ried was not Lady Giyde ? Let us run through 
the main points of yoiir statement and sec what they are worth. Miss 
Halcombe goes to a certain private Asylum, and there sees a certain female 
(latient. It is known that a woman named Anne Catherick, and bearing 
an extraordinary personal resemblance to Lady Giyde, escaped fiom the 
Asylum; it is known that the x>er8on received there last July, was received 
as Anne Catherick brouglit back; it is known that the gentleman who 
brought her back warned Mr. Fairlie that it W’as part of her insanity to be 
Sent on personating his dead niece; and jt is known thnt she did repeatedl'’ 
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declare hene4 in ^ Asylutti (where no one .beli«T6d ker)^ to ko Ladjr 
Qlyde* These are all fMsts. What hava yoa to set agaiast l^em? Miss 
Haloombe’s reoogoition of ihe woioan, whieh. leoogaitioa aftar-eventa in- 
validate or contradict. Does Miss Halcombe assert her supposed aister’s 
identity to the owner of the Asyluid, and taks løgal meani fer resouing her ? 
No: she secretly bribas a nurse to let her escape« When the patient has 
been released in this doubtfol manner^ and is taken to Mr« Fairlie» does he 
tecognise her? is he ttaggøred fo^r ose instaat in his belief of his nieoe’s 
death? No. Do the servants recc^se her? No. Is she kspt iu the 
neighbourhood to asseft her own identity^ and to stand the test of fiirther 
prooeedings? No: she is privat^y taken to liondon« In the meaa time, 
you have recognised her also^bat you are not a relative; you are not even 
an old friend of the family. The servants oontradict you; and Mr. Fairlie 
coniradicts Miss Halcoml^; and the supposed Lady Giyde oontiadiots her« 
self. She declares she passed the hight in .London at a certain house. 
Tour own evidenoe shows that she has never been near tbat housO; and 
your own aeUnissiem is, that her oondition of miinl loevents you from pro- 
ducing her anywhere to submit to invøstigation, aad to speak for heraelf. 1 
pass over minor points of evidence, on both sides, to save time; and 1 ask 
you, if this case were to go now Into a coort of law—to go before a jury, 
bound to take facts as tbey reSsonably appear^where are youx proofs ?” 

1 was obliged to walt and, ooUeet myself before I could answer him. It 
was the first time the story of Inura and the story of Marian had been 
presented to me from « Strangei^s point of view-r>tbe hrst time the terrible 
obstacles that lay across our path had been made to show theoosdves in 
their true character. 

Theré can be no doubt,** I said, **that the facts, as you have stated 
them, appeaf to teli against us; hat- ” 

** But you think thoee laets can he explained away,” interposed Mr. Kyrle. 
*‘Let xne tell you the result of my experience on that point. When an 
English Jury has to choose between a plain faet, en the surfaæ^ and,a long 
explanation under the sur&oe, it always takes the faet, in preferenee to thø 
explanation. For example, I^dy Giyde (I cnll the lady you represent hy 
ihat name for argument’s sake) declares she has slept at a certain hoose, 
aud it is proved that she has not slept at that house. Tou explain this 
circumstance by entering into the state of her mind, and deduoing from it a 
iretaphysical conclusion, I don’t say the oonclusion is wiong—only say 
tbat the jury will tako the faet of her contradietmg henelf, ia preferenee to 
any reason for the oontradiction that you can oS&c” 

‘^But is it not possible,” I urged, **by dint of patience and exertioo, to 
discover additional evidenoe? Miss Halcombe and I have a few hundred 
pounds— 

He lookod at me with a half-suppressed pity, and shook his head* 



tH£ WOMAK ill WHirS* 


347 


'*Goi)sider the subject, Mr. Hartright, from yoar own point of yiew,** ho 
Klid. ** K you ase right aboat Sir Perclval Giyde and Gount Foioo (whidi 
I don’t admit^ mind), every imaginabie diffionlty wonld be thiowa in the 
way of yonr getting fresb evidence. Every obstacle of litigation would be 
raised; every point ia ihe caae vronld be systematically oonteeted—and by 
the time we had spent onr. thoMmds, inetead of our hundredi, the final 
result would, in all prohebihty« be againat ue. Queations of identity, 
where instances of personal nsemblance are cxmoemed, are, in themselves, 
the hårdest of all questions to settlo—the hårdest, even when th^ are ftee 
fiom the complications which beset the caae we are now diaouasing. I 
really see no proapect of throwing any li^t whatever on this extraordinaiy 
affiiir. Even if the person buried in Limmeridge chniobyard be not Lady 
Olyde, she was, in life, on your own showing, so like her, that we riiould 
gain nothing, if we applied Ibr the neoessary authority to have the body 
exhumed. In. short, thore is no case, Mr. Hartright—there ia really no 
case.” 

1 was. determined to believe that there tvaa a caae; and, in that deter¬ 
mination, shifted my groxmd, and appealed to him onoe more. 

“ Are there not other proofs that we might produce, besidea the proof of 
identity P* I asked. 

“ Not as you are situated,” he replied. ** The simplest and surest of all 
proofs, the proof by comparison of dates, is, as I understand, altogether out 
of your reach. If you oould show a discrepanoy between the date of the 
doctoT^s certificate and the date of Lady Glyde’s joumey to London, the 
matter would wear a totally different aspect; and 1 should be the first to 
say, Let us go on,” 

** That date may yet be reoovered, Mr. Kyrle.” 

“ On the day when it is reeovered, Mr. Hartright, you will have a case. 
If you have any prospect, at this mennent, of getting at it^—tell me, and we 
ahall see if I can advise you,” 

I considered. The housekeeper could not help us; Laura could not help 
us; Marian could hot help us. In all probability, the only persons in 
existence who knew the date were Sir Percival and the Count. 

“ I can think of no means of ascertaining the date at present,” I Said, 
“because I can think of no persons who are sure to know it, but Count 
Posco and Sir Percival Giyde.” 

Mr. Kyrle's calmly attentive face relaxed, for the first time, into a smile. 

** With your opinion of the conduct of those two gentlemen,” he said, 

you don’t expect help in that quarter, I presume? If they have combined 
to gain large sums of money by a conspiracy, they are not likely to confess 
it, at any rate.” 

“ They may be forced to confess it, Mr, Kyrle.” 

“ By whom ?” 
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“By me.** 

Wc both rose. He looked me attentively in the fsoe with more appear« 
aiice of interest than he had shown yet. I could see that I had perplexed 
hitn a lictle. 

“ You are very determined,** he said. “ You have, no doubt, a personal 
motive for prooeeding, into which it is not my business to inquire. If a 
case con be produced in the future, I can only say, my best assistance is at 
your service. At the same time, I must wam you, as the money quesdon 
always enters into the law question, that I see little liope, even if you 
ultimately established the faet of Lady Glyde’s being alive, of recoveriug 
lier fortone. The foreigner would probably leave the country, before pro- 
ceedings were commenced; and Sir Percivars embarrassments are iiumerous 
enough and pressing enough to transfer almost any sum of money he may 
poBsess from himself to his creditors. You are of course, aware- ** 

I stopped him at that point. 

“ Let me beg that we may not disciiss Lady Glyde’s affairs,’* I said. “ I 
save never known anything about them, in former times; and I know 
nothing of them now—except that her fortune is lost. You are right iu 
assuming that I have persona! motives for stirring in this matter. I wish 
thoso motives to be always as disinterested as tbey are at the present 
moment——** 

He tried to interpose and explain. I was a little heated, I supiiose, by 
feeling that he had doubted me; and 1 went on bluntly, without waiting to 
he^bini. 

“ There shall be no money-motive,” I said, “ no idea of personal ad- 
vantage, in the service I mean to render to Lady Giyde. She has been 
cast out as a stranger from the house in which she was bom—a lie which 
records her death has been written on her mother*s tomb—and there are 
two men, alive and unpunished, who are responsible for it. That house 
shall open again to receive her, in the presence of every soul who followed 
the false funeral to the grave ; that lie shall bo publicly erased from the 
tombstone, by the authority of the head of the family; and those two men 
shall answer for their crime to me, though the justice that sits in tribunals 
is powerless to pursue them. I have given my life to that purpose; and, 
alone as I stand, if God spares me, I will accomplish it.** 

He drew back towards *his table, and said nothing. His face showed 
plainly that he thought my delusion had got the better of my reason, and 
that he considered it totally useless to give me any more advice. 

“ We each keep our opinion, Mr. Kyrle,** I said; “ and we must wait till 
tho events of the future decide between us. In the mean time, I am mueh 
obliged to you for the attention you have given to my statement. You 
iiavfi shown mo that the legal remedy lies, in every senso of the wonl, 
leyor.d our means. We caiinot producc the law-proofj and wc are nol 



THE WOMÅN IN WIIITE. 349 

rich edoagh to pay tbe law^expenses. It is something gainod to know 
that.” 

1 bowed, and walked to tbe door. He callod me beck, and gave me thc 
letter wbich I had seen him plaoe on tbe table by itself at tbe beginning of 
our interview. 

“ Tbis came by post, a few days ago,” be said. “ Perbaps yon will not 
mind delivering it ? Pray tell Miss Halcombe, at tbe same time, that I 
siucerely regret being, thus far, unable to belp ber—except by ad?ice, wbich 
will not be more w'elcome, I am afraid, to ber tban to you.” 

I looked at thc letter while he was sfjcaking. It was addressed to Miss 
Halcombe. Care of Messrs. Gilmore and Kyrle, Chancery-lane.’* The 
haudwriting was quite unknown to me. 

On leaving tbe room, I asked one last question. 

“ Do you happen to know,” I said, “ if Sir Percival Giyde is stiil in 
Paris ?” 

“ He has retumed to London,” replied Mr. Kyrle. “ At least I heard so 
from his solicitor, whom I met yesterday.” 

After that answer I went out. 

On leaving tbe ofBce, tbe first precaution to be observed was to abstain 
from attracting attention by stopping to look about me. I walked towards 
one of tbe quietest of tbe large squares on tbe north of Holbom—then 
suddenly stopped, and tumed round at a place wbere a long stretch of 
pavement was left bebind me. 

There were two men at the corner of the square who had stopped also, 
and who were standing talking togetber. After a moment*s reflectioii, I 
turned back so as to pass them. One moved, as I came near, and turnod 
the corner leading from the ^uare into the Street. Tbe otber remained 
stationary. I looked at him as I passed, and instantly recognised one of 
the men who bad watebed me before I left England. 

If I had been free to follow my own instinets, I sbould probubly have 
begun by speaking to tbe man, and have cuded by knocking him dowii. 
But I was bound to consider consequences. If I once placed myself 
publicly in the wrong, I put the weapons at once inlo Sir Percival’s bands. 
There was no choice but to oppose eunning by eunning. I tinned into 
the Street down wbich the second man had disappeared, and passed him, 
waiting in a doorway. He was a stranger to me; and 1 was glad to make 
sure of his personal appearance, in case of future annoyance. Uaving dono 
tbis, I again walked northward, till I reaebed tbe New-xoad. There, T 
turned aside to the west (having tbe men behind me all the time), and 
waited at a point wbere I knew myself to be at some distance from a cab- 
stand, until a fast two-wheel cab, empty, sbould happen to piiss me. One 
passed in a few minutes. I jumped in, and told tbe man to drive rapidly 
towards Tlyde Park. There was no second fast cab for the spies behind iiio. 
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188 W them dart aoross to the other side of the road, to fbllow me by nm» 
niog, nntil a cab or a cabstaod, came in their way. But I had the start of 
them ; and when I stopped the driver, and got ont, they were nowhere in 
sight. I crossed Hyde Park, and made snre, on the open gronnd, tliat I 
was free. When I at last tumed my steps homewards, it was not till 
many honrs later—^not till after dark. 

1 fonnd Marian waiting for me, alone in the little sitting*room. 6hc 
had persnaded Laura to go to rest, after first promising to show me her 
drawing, the moment I came in. The poor littld dim faint sketdi—so 
trifling in itself, so touching in its associaticnis—^was propped up carefully 
on the table with two books, and was plaoed whore the faint light of the 
one candle we allowed ourselves might fall on it to the hest advantage. I 
sat down to look at the drawing, and to tell Marian, in whispers, wbat 
had happened. The partition which divided ns from the next room was so 
thin ihat we could almost hear Lanra’s breathing, and we might have 
disturbed her if we had spoken aloud. 

Marian preserved her composure while I described my interview with 
Mr. Eyrle. But her face became troubled when I spoke next of the men 
who had followed me from the lawyer’s Office, and when I told her of the 
discovery of Sir Percival’s return. 

** Bad n^ws, Walter,” she said; “ the worst news you could bring. 
Have you nothing more to tell me 

“ 1 have something to give you," I replied, hauding her the note which 
Mr. Kyrle had confided to my care. 

She looked at the address, and recognised the handwriting instantly. 

“ You know your oorrespondent F* I said. 

“ Too well,” she answered. My correspondent is Oount Fosco.” 

With that reply she opened tho note. Her face flushed deeply while she 
read it—her eyes brightened with anger, as she handed it to me to read in 
my tum. 

The note contained these lines: 

“ Impelled by honourable admiration—honourable to myself, bononrable 
to you—write, magnificent Marian, in the interests of your tranqnillity, to 
say two consoling w'ords: 

“ Fear nothing! 

" Exercise your fine natural sense, and remain in retiremeht. Dear and 
admirable woman, invite no dangerons publicity. Resignation is sublime 
—adopt it. The modest repose of home is etemally fresh—enjoy it. The 
storms of life pass harmless over the valléy of Seclusion—dweU, dear lady, 
in the valley. 

** i>o this; and I authorise you to fear nothing, No new calamity sbaQ 
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iaoei^té your aearibilities—fleitfibilities precion« to me ås my own. Ton 
ihall not be moiested; the fidr companion of your retreat ahall not be 
pacBued. She has foiind a new asylum, in your heart. Friceless asylum! 
—I envy her, and leave her there. 

One last word of affectionate waming, of patemal caution—and I tear 
mysdf from the charm of addreBsing you; I olose tbcee fi^ent lines. 

** Advance no farther than you have gone already; oompromise no serioua 
interests; threaten nobody. Do not, I implore you, force me iuto action— 
Mb, the Man of Action—when it is the cherished object of my ambition to 
be passive, to restrict the vast reach of my energies and my oombinations, 
for your sake. If you have rash friends, moderate their deplorable ardour. 
If Mr. Hartright retums to England, hold no oommunication with him. 1 
walk.on a path of my own ; and Percival follows at my heels. On the d&^ 
when Mr.' Ehirtright orosses tkat path, he is a lost man.** 

The only signaturs to these line^ was the initial letter F, surrounded by 
a circle of intricate flourishes. I threw the letter on the table, with all the 
contempt that 1 felt for it. 

Hc Is trying to frighten you—sure sign that he is frightened him- 
self,” I said. ' 

She was too genuine a woman to treat the letter as I treated it. The 
insolént famlliarity of the language was too miich for her self-control. As 
she looked at me across the table, her bands clenched themselves in her lap, 
and the old quick fiery tOmper fiamed out again, brightly, in her cheeks 
and her eyes. 

“ Walter I** she said, “if ever those two men are at your mercy, and if 
you åre obliged to sparo one of them—don’t let it be the Count,** 

“I will keep his letter, Marian, to help my memory when the time 
comes.*' 

She looked at me attentively as I put the letter away in my pocket- 
book. 

“ When the time comes ?*• she repeated. “ Can you speak of the fature 
as if you were certain of it?—certein after what you have heard in Mr. 
Kyrlo’s office, after what has happenéd to you to-day P' 

“I don’t count the time from to-day, Marian. All I have done to- 
day, is to ask another man to act for me. I count from to-morrow-” 

“ Wh v from to-morrow ?” 

“ Because to-morrow I mean to act for myself.** 

“How?" 

shall go to Blaokwater by the flrst train; <md return, I liope, at 

“ To Blackwater I” 

Tes. I have bad time to thinky sinoe I left Mi'. Kyrlo. His bpinkuii 
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JD one point, coufinns my owd« We must persittt, to the last, in httnti&S 
down the date of lAura’s joumey. Tbe one weok point in the conspimcy, 
and probably the one chance of proving tbat ahe is a living woman, centre 
in tbe discovery of that date.” 

**You mean,” said Marian, *Hhe discovery that Laura did not leave 
Blackwater Park till qfter tbe date of her dealh on the doctor’s oertiii- 
cate?” 

“ Certainly 

** Wbat makes you think it might havo boen a/ter f Laura can tell iis 
notbing of the time she was in London.” 

“ But the owner of the Asylum told you that she was received there on 
the twenty-seventh of July. I doubt Count Fosco’s ability to keep her in 
London, and to keep her insensible to all ihat was passing around her, 
more than one night. In that case, she must have started on the twent}^- 
sixth, and must have come to London one day after the date of ber own 
death on the doctor’s certificate. If we can prove that date, we prove oiir 
case agoinst Sir Percival and the Count.” 

“ Yes, yes—I see 1 But how is the proof to be obtained ?** 

** Mrs. Michelson’a narrative has suggested to me two ways of trying to 
obtain it. One of tbem is to question the doctor, Mr. Dawson—^who must 
know when he resumed his attendance at Blackwater Park, after Laura 
left the house. The other is, to make inquiries at the inu to which Sir 
Percival drove away by himself, at night. We know that his departure 
followed Laura*s, after the lapse of a few hours; and we may get at the 
date in that way. The attempt is at least worth making—and, to-morrow, 
1 am determined it sball be made.” 

“ And suppose it fails—I look at tbe worst, now, Walter; but I will 
look at the l^st, if disappointments come to tiy us—suppose no one can 
belp you at Blackwater ?” 

“ There are two men who can help me, and sbnll belp me, in London— 
Sir Percival and tbe Count« Innocent people may well forget the date; 
but tÅe^ are guilty, and know it. If I fail ever 3 rwhere clse, I mean 
to force a confession out of one or both of them, on my own terms.” 

All the womaii flushed up in Marian’s face as I spoke. 

“ Begin with the Count 1” she whispered eagerly. “ For my sake, begin 
with the Count.” 

“ We must begin, for Laura’s sake, where there is the best chance of 
Buccess,” I replied. 

The colour faded from her face again, and she shook her head sadly. 

“ Yes,” she said, “ you are right—it was mean and miserable of me to 
oay that. I try to be patient, Walter, and suceeed better now than I did 
in happier times. But I have a little of my old temper still left—and it 
wiU gfct the better of me when I think of the Count 1” 
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” HI 2 tuin will oome,’* 1 aaid. “ But, remembcr, there is no weak plaoe 
iiL bis life that we know of, yet.” I waited a little to let her recover her 
sebrpossession; and then spoke the decisive woids: 

“ Marian! There is a weak piace we both know of in Sir Fercivars 
life- 

** Yon mean the secret I” 

“ Yes: the Secret. It is our only sure hold on him. I eau force him 
from his position of security, I can drag him and his villany into the face 
of day, by no other means. Whatever the Gount may ^ve done. Sir 
Percival has consented to the conspiracy against Laura from another 
motive besides the motive of gain. You heard him tell the Gount that ho 
believed his wife knew enough to ruin him? You heard him say that hø 
was a lost man if the secret of Anne Gatherick was known 

“Yes! yes! Idid.” 

“ Well, Marian, when our other resources have fuled ns, I mean to 
know the secret. My old superstition clings to me, even yet. I say 
again the woman in white is a living influenoe in our three lives. The 
End is appointed; the End is drawing us on—and Anne Gatherick, dead 
in her grave, points the way to it still 1” 

V. 

The story of my first inquiries in Hampshire is soon told. 

My early departure from London enabled me to reach Mr. Bawsons 
house in the forenoon. Our interview, so far as the object of my visit was 
coDcemed, led to no satisfactory result.* 

Mr. Dawson’s hooks certainly showed when he had resumed his attend- 
ance on Miss Halcombe, at Blackwater Park, but it was not possible to 
calculate back from this date with auy exaetness, without such help from 
Mrs. Michelson as I knew she was unable to afford. She could not say 
from memory (who, in similar cases, ever can ?) how many days had 
elapsed between the renewal of the doctor’s attendance on his patient and 
the previouB departure of Lady Giyde. She was almost certain of having 
mentioned the circumstance of the departure to Miss Halcombe, on the day 
after it happened—but then she was no more able to fix the date of the 
day on which this disclosure took piace, than to fix the date of the day 
before, when Lady Giyde had left for London. Neither could she calcU' 
late, with any nearer approach to exaetness, the time that had passed from 
the departure of her mistress, to the period when the undated letter from 
Madame Fosoo arrived. Lastly, as if to complete the series of difBculties, 
the doctor. himself, having been ill at the time^ hpd omitted to make his 
usual entry of the day of the week and month when the gardener from 
Black\vater Park had called on him to deliver Mc#. Michelson’s messago 

iJ A 
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HopelefS of cbfcaining assistance from Mr. Dawson, 1 resolved to iry j 
next if I conld establish the date of Sir PercWal’s arrival at Knowlesbory. 

It seemed like a fatality 1 When I reacbed Knowlesbuiy the inn was 
shnt up; and bilis were posted on the walls. The speculation had bcen a 
bad one, as 1 was informed, ever since the time of the railway. The new 
hotel at the station had graduaily absorbed the business; and the old inn 
(which we knew to be the inn at which Sir Percival had put up), had 
been closed about two months sinoe. The proprietor had left the town 
with all his goods and chattels, and where he had gone, 1 could not posi- 
tively asoertain from any one. The four x^eople of whom 1 inquired gave 
me four different aocounts of his plans and projects when he left Kuowles* 
bury. 

There were still some hours to spare before the last train left for Londcm; 
and 1 drove back again, in a fly from the Knowlesbury station, to Black- 
water Park, with the purpose of questioning the gardener and the person 
who kept the lodge. If they, too, proved unable to assist me, my 
resoaroes, for the present, were at an end, and I might return to town. 

I dismissed the fly a mile distant from the park; and, getting my 
directious from the driver, proæeded by myself to the house. 

As I tumed into the låne from the high road, I saw a man, with a 
cai*pet-bag, walking before me rapidly on the way to the lodge. He was a 
little man, dresscd in shabby black, and wearing a remarkably large hat. 

I set him down (as well as it was possible to judge) for a lawyei^s elerk; 
and stopped at once to vdden the distance between us. He had not heard 
me; and he walked on out of sight, without looking back. When I 
passed through the gates myself, a little while afterwards, he was not 
visible—he had evidently gone on to the house. 

There were two women in the lodge. One of them was old; the 
otlier, I knew at once, by Marian’s description of her, to be Margaret 
Porcher. 

I asked first if Sir Percival was at the park; and, reoeiving a reply in 
the negative, inquired next when he had left it. Neither of the wornen 
could tell me more than that he had gone away in the summer. 1 oonid 
extract nothing from Margaret Porcher but vacaht smiles and shakings of 
the head. The old woman was a little more intelligent; and I mani^^ to 
lead her into speaking of the manner of Sir PercivaPs departure, and of tha 
alarm that it caused her. She remembered her master callii^ her out of bed, 
and remembered his frightening her by swearing--but the date at which 
theoccurrenoe happened was, as she honestly acknowledged, ** qtdte heyoiid 
her.” 

Oc leaving the lodge, I saw the gardener at work not £Eur off. When I 
first addressed him, he lookod at me rather distmstfulfy; but, on my 
Mrs. Michelson’s name, with a civil rsferenoe to himself he entered inla 



THE WOMAE IM WHITS. 


856 


oouyersatbn readily enongb. There ui no need to doBCribe wbat paaaed 
between lu: it ended, as all my other attempts to disoover the date had 
ended. Tbe gardener knew that his master had driven away, at night, 
“some time in July, the last fortnight or the last ten days in tho month** 
*~aDd knew no more. 

While we were speaking together, I saw the man in black, with the 
iaige hat, oome out from the honse, and stand at same little distance 
observing us. 

Gertain snspicions of his errand at Blackwater Park had already croiwed 
my mind. They were now increaaed by the gardener's inability (or unwil- 
lingness) to tell me who the man was; and I determined to clear the way 
before me, if possible, by speaking to him. The plainest question I could 
pnt, as a stranger, would be to inquire if the house was allowod to be 
shown to visitors. 1 walked up to the man at once, and accosted him in 
those words. 

His look and manner unmistakably betrayed that he knew who I was^ 
and tbat he wanted to irritate me into quarrelling with him. His reply 
was insolent enough to have answered the purpose, if I had been less deter« 
mined to control myself. As it was, I met him with the most resolute 
pcditeness; apologised for my involuntary intrusion (which he called a 
^^trespass”), and lefb the grounds. It was exactly as I suspected. The 
reoognition of me, when I left Mr. Kyrle’s ofiBce, had been evidently com- 
municated to Sir Perdval Giyde; and the man in black had been sent to 
the park, in anticipation of my making inquiries at the house, or in the 
neighbourhood. If I had given him the least chance of lodging any sort of 
legal complaint against me, the interference of the local magistrate would 
no doubt have been tumed to account, as a dog on my proceedings, and 
a means of separating me fiom Marisn and Laura for some days at least. 

I was prepared to be watched on the way Imm Blackwater Fark to the 
station, exactly as 1 had been watched, in London, the day before. But 1 
could not discover at the lime, whether I was really followed on this occa-* 
sion or not. The man in black might have had means of tracking me at 
his disposal of whichT was not aware—but I certainly saw nothing of him, 
in his own person, dther on the way to the station, or afterwards on my 
arrival at the London terminus, in the evening. 1 reached home, on foot; 
taking the precaution, before 1 approached our own door, of walking round 
hy the kmeliest Street mi the neighbourhood, and there stopping and looking 
back møre than once over tbe qpen space behind me. I had first leamt to 
nse this stratagem against suspected treachery in the wilds of Central 
America>-and now I was practising it again, with the same purpose and 
with even greater cautlon, in the heart of dvilized London! 

Nothing had happened to alarm Marian during my absence. She asked 
lagerly what success I had met with. When I told her, she could not con- 
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Cl«! her surprise at the indifference with which I spoke of the iaiUire of my 
investigations thus fieu:. 

The truth was, that the ill-suocess of my inquiries had in no seuse 
daunted me. I had pursued them as a matter of duty, and 1 had ezpected 
nothing from them. In the state of my mind, at that time, it was almost 
a relief to me to know that the struggle was now narrowed to a trial of 
strength hetween myself and Sir Fercival Giyde. The vindictive motive 
had mingled itself, all along, with my other and better motives; and I 
confess it was a satisfaction to me to feel that the surest way—the only 
way left—of serving Laura’s cause, was to fasten my hold firmly on the 
villain who had married her. 

While 1 acknowledge that I was not strong enough to keep my motives 
ahove the reach of this instinet of revenge, I can honestly say something in 
my own favour, on the other side. No base speculation on the future 
relations of Laura and myself, and on the private and personal oonoesråons 
which I might force from Sir Fercival if I once had him at my mercy, ever 
entered my mind. I never said to myself, If I do suoceed, it shall be 
one result of my success that 1 put it out of her husband’s power to take 
her from me again.” I could not look at her and think of the future with 
Bueh thoughts as those. The sad sight of the change in her from her 
former self, made the one interest of my love an interest of tendemess and 
compassion which her father or her brother might have felt, and which I 
felt. God konws, in my inmost heart. All my hopes looked no farther on, 
now, than to the day of her recovery. There, till she was strong again 
and happy again—^there, till she could look at me as she had once looked, 
and speak to me as she had once spoken—^the fiiture of my happiest 
thoughts and my dearest wishes ended. 

These words are written under no prompting of idle self-contemplation. 
Fassages in this narrative are soon to come, which will set the minds of 
others in judgment on my conduct. It is ri^t that the best and the worst 
of me should be fairly balanced, before that time. 

On the morning after my return from Hampshire, I took Marian 
up-stairs into my working-room; and there laid before her the plan that I 
had matured, thus far, for mastering the one assailable point in the life of 
Sir Fercival Giyde. 

The way to the Secret lay through the mystery, hitherto impenetrable to 
all of us, of the woman in white. The approach to that, in its tum, might 
be gained by obtaining the assistance of Anne Gatherick*s mother; and the 
only ascortainable means of prevailing on Mrs. Gatherick to act or to speak 
in the mattér, depended on the chance of my discovering local partioulars 
and family particulars, first of all, from Mrs. Clements. After thinking 
the subject over wofuUyt I felt certain that I prald <^y the iiew 
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Jiqidries oy placing mjnself in oommxmication with the faitbfnl friend and 
protectrefls of Anne Catherick. 

The first difficulty, then, was to find Mrs. Clements. 

I was indebted to Marian’s quick perception for meeting this neoessity 
at once by the best and simplest means. She proposed to write to the 
farm near Limmeridge (Todd’s Comer), to inquire whether Mrs. Clements 
had communicated with Mrs. Todd during the past few months. How 
Mrs. Clements had been separated from Anne, it was impossible for ns to 
say; but tbat separation once efiécted, it would certainly occur to Mrs. 
Clements to inquire after the missing woman in the neighbourhood of all 
others to which she was known to be most attaohed—the neighbourhood of 
Limmeridge. I saw directly that Marian’s proposal ofiered us a prospect 
of success; and she wrote to Mrs. Todd acoordingly by that day’s post. 

While we were waiting for the reply, I made myself master of all the 
information Marian could afford on ^e subject of Sir PercivaTs family, 
and of his early life. She could only speak on these topics from hear- 
say; but she was reasonably certain of the truth of what little she had to 
tell. 

Sir Percival was an only child. His father, Sir Felix Giyde, had suffered, 
from his birth, under a painful and incurable deformity, and had shunned 
all society from his earliest years. His sole happiness was in the enjoy- 
ment of music; and he had married a lady with tastes si milar to his own, 
who was said to be a most accomplished musichui. ile Inherited the 
Blackwater property while still a young man. ^either he nor his wife, 
after taking possession, made advances of any sort towards the society of 
the neighbourhood; and no one endeavoured to tempt them into abandon- 
ing iheir reserve, with the one disastrous exception of the rector of the 
parish. 

The rector was the worst of all innocent mischief-makers—an over- 
tealous man. He had heard that Sir Felix had left Collie with the cha¬ 
racter of being little better than a revolutionist in politics and an infidel in 
religion; and he arrived conscientiously at the condusion .that it was his 
hounden duty to summon the lord of the manor to hear sound views enun- 
•iated in the parish church. Sir Felix fiercely resented the clergyman’s 
well-meant but ill-directed interference; insulting him so grossly and so 
publicly, that the families in the neighbourhood sent letters of indiguant 
remonstrance to the park; and even the tenants on the Blackwater pro¬ 
perty expressed their opinion as strongly as they dared. The baronet,.who 
had no country tastes of any kind, and no attachment to the estate, or to 
any one living on it, declared that society at Blackwater should never have 
a second chance of annoying him; and left the place from that moment. 

After a short residence in London, he and his wife departed for the Con- 
tinent; and never retumod to England again. They lived pert of the tim« 
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hl Fraiioe, and part ih Germany—^always keeping themselves in tlie Binet 
retirement which the morbid sense of his own personal deformity had made 
a necessity to Sir Felix. Their son, Ferdval, had been bom abroad, and 
had been educated there by private tutors. His mother was the first of 
his parents whom he lost. His father had died a few years after her, either 
in 1825 or 1826. Sir Percival had been in England, as a young man, once 
or twice before that period; but his acquaintance with the late Mr. Fairlie 
did not b^in till after the time of his father*s death. Thcy soon became 
very intimate, although Sir Percival was seldom, or never, at Limmendge 
House in those days. Mr. Frederick Fairlie might have met him once or 
twice in Mr. Philip Fairlie’s company; but he oould have known little of 
him at that or at any other time. Sir PercivaPs only intimate friend in 
the Fairlie family had been Laura’s father. 

These were all the particulars that I could gain frbm Marian. They 
snggested nothing which was nseful to my present purpose, but I noted 
them down carefully, in the event of their proving to be of importance at 
any future period. 

Mrs. Todd’s reply (addressed, by our own wish, to a post-office at some 
distance from us) bad arrived at its destination when I went to apply for it. 
The chances, which had been all against us, hitherto, tumed, hrom this 
moment, in onr favour. Mis. Todd’s letter contained the first item of in¬ 
formation of which we were in search. 

Mrs. elements, it appeared, had (as we had conjeetnred) written to 
Todd’s Gomer; asking pardon, in the first place, for the abrapt manner in 
which she and Anne had left their friends at the farm-house (on the mom- 
ing after I had met the woman in white in Limmendge churchyard); and 
then informing Mrs. Todd of Anne’s disappearonce, and entreating that she 
would cause inquiries to be made in the neighbourhood, on the chance that 
the lost woman might have strayed back to Limmeridge. In making this 
request, Mrs. Clements had been careful to add to it the address at which 
she might always be heard of; and that address Mrs. Todd now trans- 
mitted to Marian« It was in London; and within half an hour’s walk of 
our own lodging. 

In the words of the proverb, I was resolved not to let the grass grow 
noder my feet. The next morning, I set forth to seek an interview with 
Mrs. Clements. This was my first step forward in the investigation. The 
htory of the desperate attempt to whioh I now stood committed, begins 
here. 

VI. 

The address communicated by Mrs. Todd took me to a lodging-housc sitn* 
ated in a respectable Street near the Gray’s-Inn-road. 

When I knocked, the door was opened by Mrs. Clements herself. Bhe 
did not appear to remember me; and asked what my business was. I »■ 
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Cftlled to her our meeting in Limmeridge chnrchyard, at the cloae of my 
ioterview there with the woman in white; taking special caic to remind 
her that 1 was the person who assisted Anne Gatherick (as Anne had her¬ 
self deelared) to escape the pursuit from the Asylum. This was my cniy 
elaim to the confidence of Mrs. Clements. She rememhered the arcnm- 
Btance the moment I spoke of it; and asked me into the parlour, in the 
greatest anxiety to know if I had brought her any news of Anne. 

It was impossible for me to tell her the whole truth, without, at the 
same time, entering into particulars on the subject of the consjaracy, which 
it would have been dangerous to conhde to a stranger. I could only ab« 
stain most carefiilly fmm raising any false hopes, and then ezplain that the 
object of my visit was to discover the persons who were really responsible 
for Anne*s disappearanoe. I even added, so as to exonerate myself from 
any after-reproach of my own oonscienoe, that I entertained not the least 
hope of being able to trace her; that I believed we should never see her 
alive again; and that my main interest in the afiair was to bring to punish- 
ment two men whom I suspected to be concemed in luring her away, and 
at whose bands I some dear friends of mine had suffered a grievous 
wrong. With this explanation, I left it to Mrs. Clements to say whether 
our interest in the matter (whatever difG3rence there might be in the 
motives which actuated us) was not the same; and whether she felt any 
relnctance to forward my object by giving me such information on the 
subgect of my inquiries as she happened to possess. 

^e poor woman was, at first, too mnch oonfused and agitated to under¬ 
stand thorou^ly what I said to her. She could only reply that 1 was 
welcome to anything she could tell me in return for the Hndness I had 
shown to Anne. But as she was not very quick and ready, at the hest oi 
times, in talking to strangers, she would beg me to put her in the right 
way, and to say where I wlshed her to begin. 

Emowing by experience that the plainest narrative attainable from per¬ 
sons who are not accustomed to arrange their ideas, is the narrative which 
gooB far euough back at the beginning to avoid all impediments of retm- 
spection in its conrse, I asked Mrs. Clements to tell me, first, what had 
happened after she had left Limmeridge; and so, by watchful questioning, 
carried her on from point to point till we reached the period of Anne’s dis- 
appearancc. 

The Bubstance of the information which I thus obtained, was as 
follows: 

On leaving the farm at Todd’s Gomer, Mrs. Clements and Anne had 
travelled, that day, as far as Derby; and had remained there a week, on 
Anne’s aoeoont. They had then gone on to London, and had lived in the 
lodging oocupied by Mrs. Clements, at that time, for a month or more, 
when ciieumstanoes connected with the house and the landlord had obliged 



360 


THE IVOtfAX m WHITE. 


them to change their quarters. Anne*s terror of Ivaiig diBOOvesed in 
London or its neighbourhood, whenever they ventnred to walk oat» bad 
(iradually oommunicated itself to Mrs. Glemeuta; and abe had determined 
en removing to one of the most out-of-the-way places in England—to the 
town of Grimsby in Linoolnsbire, wbere ber deceased busband' bad paased 
all bia early life. His relatives were respectable people settled in the town; 
tbey bad always treated Mrs. Giements witb great kindnesa; and abe 
thought it impossible to do better than go tbere, and take the advioe of ber 
buabwd’s friends. Anne would not bear of retaming to ber mother at 
Welmingbam, because abe bad been removed to the Asylum from that 
place, and because Sir Percival would be certain to go back tbere and find 
ber again. Tbere was serious weigbt in tbis objection, and Mrs. Clements 
felt t^t it was not to be eaaily removed. 

At Grimsby the first serious symptoma of illness had sbown themselves 
in Anne. They appeared soon after tbe news of Lady Glyde’s marriage 
bad been made public in tbe newspapera^ and bad reacbed ber through that 
medium. 

Tbe medical man wbo was sent for to attend tbe sick woman, diaoovered 
at once tbat sbe was suffering from a serious affection of tbe heart, Tbe 
illness lasted long, left ber very weak, and reiumed, at intervals, though 
witb mitigated severity, again and again. Tbey remained at Grimsby, in 
consequence, during tbe first baif of the new year; and tbere they migbt 
probably have stayed much longer, but for the sudden resolution wbiob 
Anne took, at tbis time, to veiiture back to Hampahire, for the purpose of 
obtaining a private interview with Lady Giyde. 

Mrs. Giements did all in ber power to oppose tbe ezecution of tbis 
bazardous and unaccountable project. No explanation of her motives was 
offered by Anne, except tbat sbe believed tbe day of ber death was not iar 
off, and tbat sbe bad sometbing on her mind wbich must be oommunicated 
to Lady Giyde, at any risk, in secret. Her resolution to accompliab fiiis 
purpose was so firmly settled, that sbe declared ber intention of going to 
Hampsbire by herself, if Mrs. Giements felt any unwillingnesa to go with 
ber. The doctor, on being oonsulted, was of opinion tbat serious opposition 
to ber wisbes would, in all probabiliiy, produce anotber and perbaps a fatal 
fit of illness; and Mrs. Giements, under tbis advice, yielded to necessity, 
and once more, with sad forebodings of trouble and danger to come, 
allowed Anne Gatberick to have her own way. 

On tbe jouraey from London to Hampsbire, Mrs. Giements disoovered 
tbat one of tbeir fellow-passengers was well acquainted with the neigbbonr* 
hood of Blackwater, and could give ber all tbe information sbe needed od 
tbe Bubject of localities. In this way, sbe found out that tbe only place 
tbey could go to wbich was not dangerously near to Sir Percival’s residenoc, 
was a largt> vi Hage, called Sandon. Tbe distance, here, from Blackwatei 
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Pårk was betwcea three and fonr miles-—and that distance, and back again, 
Anne had walked, on each occasion when she had appcared in the neigh- 
boorhood of the lake. 

For the few days, dnring which they were at Sandon withoiit bcing dis- 
covered, they had lived a little away from the villagc, in the cottage of r% 
decent widow-woman, who had a bedroom to let, and whose discreet silcnoe 
Mis. elements had done her best to seenre, for the first week at least. She 
bad also tried hard to indnee Anne to be content with writins; to Ladv 
Giyde, in the first instance. Bnt the failuro of the waming contained in 
the anonymous letter sent to Limmeridge had made Ann a resolute to 
speak this time, and ohstinate in the determination to go on her errand 
alone. 

Mrs. elements, nevertheless, followed her privately on. each occasion 
when she went to the lake—^withont, however, venturing near enongh to 
the hoat-bonse to be witness of what iook place there. When Anne re- 
tumed for the last time from the dangerous neighbourhood, the fatigue of 
walking, day after day, distances which were fiur too great for her strength, 
added to the exhansting effeet of the agitation from which she had siiffered, 
produced the result which Mrs. Olements had dreaded all along. The old 
pain over the heart and the otber symptoms of the illness at Grimsby rc- 
tnmed ; and Anne was confined to her bed in the cottage. 

In this emergency, the first necessity, as Mrs. Olements knew by ex- 
perienoe, was to endeavour to qniet Anne’s anxiety of mind; and, for this 
purpose, the good woman went herself the next day to the lake, to try if 
she could find Lady Giyde (who wonld be sure, as Anne said, to take her 
daily walk to the boat-honse), and prevail on her to oome back privately to 
the cottage near Sandon. On reaching the outskirts of the plantation, 
Mrs. elements enoountered, not Lady Giyde, bnt a tall, stout, elderly 
gentleman with a book in his hånd—in other words, Connt Fosco. 

The Count, after looking at her very atten ti vely for a moment, asked if 
she expected to see any one in that place; and added, before sbe oould 
reply, that he was waiting there with a message from Lady Giyde, bnt 
that he was not qnite certaiu whether the pærson then before him an- 
swered the description of the person with whom he was desired to com- 
nmnicate. 

Upon this, Mrs. Glements at once confided her errand to him, and en- 
ireated that he would help to allay Anne’s anxiety by tmsting his message 
to her. The Connt most readily and kindly complied with her request. 
llie message, he said, was a very important one. Lady Giyde entreated 
Anne and her good friend to return immediately to London, as she felt 
oertain tbat Sir Percival would discover them, if they remained any longer 
in the neighbourhood of Blackwater. She was herself going to London in 
a short iisEiø ; and if Mrs. Olements and Anne would go there first, and 
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would let her know what their address was, they shotdd hear from her and 
•ee her, in a fortnight or loss. The Oount added, that he had already at- 
tempted to give a friendly waming to Anno hei^self, but that she had been 
too much atartled by aeeing that he was a stranger, to let him approach 
and speak to her. 

To this, Mrs. Glements replied, in the greatest alarm and distress, that 
she askod nothing better than to take Anne safcly to London; bat that 
there was no present hope of removing her from the dangerous neighbour- 
hood, as she lay ill in her bed at that moment, llie Gount inquired if 
Mrs. Glements had sent for medical advice; and hearing that she had 
hitherto hesitated to do so, from the fear of making their position publicly 
known in the village, informed her Ihat he was himself a medical man, and 
that he would go back with her if she pleased, and see what could be done 
for Anne. Mrs. Glements (feeling a natural confidenoe in the Gount, as a 
person trusted with a secret message frem Lady Giyde) gratefully acoepted 
tho offer; and they went back together to the cotts^. 

Anne was asleep when they got there. The Gount started at the sight 
of her (evidently from astonishment at her resemblance to Lady Giyde). 
Poor Mrs. Glements supposed that he was only shocked to see how ill she 
was. He would not aUow her to be awakened; he was contented witli 
putting questions to Mrs. Glements about her symptoms, with looking at 
her, and with lightly tpuebing her pulse. Sandon was a large enough 
place to have a grocer’s and druggist's shop in it; and thither the Gount 
went, to write his prescription, and to get the medidne made up. He 
brought it back himself: and told Mrs. Glements that the medierne was a 
powerful stimulant, and that it would certainly give Anne strength to get 
up and bear the fatigue of a joumey to London of only a few hours. The 
remedy was to be administered at støted times, on that day, and on the day 
after. On the third day she would be well enough to travel; and he 
arranged to meet Mrs. Glements at the Blackwater station, and to see them 
ofif by the midday train. If they did not appear, he would assume that 
Anne was worse, and would proceed at once to the cottage. 

As events turned out, no such emergency as this oocurred. 

The mcdicine had an extraordinary efifeet on Anne, and the good results 
of it were heli)ed by the assurance Mrs. Glements could now give her tbat 
she would soon see Lady Giyde in London. At the appointed day and 
time (when they had not been quite so long as a week in Hampshire^ alto* 
gether), they arrived at the station. The Gount was waiting there for 
them, and was talking to an elderly lady, who appeared to be going to 
travel by the train to London also. Ho most kindly assisted them, and 
put them into the carriago himself; begging Mrs. Glements not to foigst 
to send her address to Lady Giyde. The elderly lady did not travd in the 
same compartment; and they did not notioe what became of hør on leach* 
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the London torminos. Mrs. Glements secured respectabie lodgiu^'S in 
k quiet neighbourhood; and then ^nrote as she had engaged to do, to in« 
form Lady Giyde of the address. 

A little more than a fortnight passed, and no answer came. 

At the end of that time, a lady (the same elderly lady whom they had 
seen at the station) called in a cab, and said that she came from Lady 
Giyde, who was then at an hotel in London, and who wished to sce Mrs 
elements for the purpose of arranging a fiiture interview Anne 
Mrs. Clemenia expressed her willingness (Anne beihg present at the time 
and entreating her to do so) to forward the object in view, especially as 
she was not required to be away fn>m the house for more than half an hour 
at the most. She and the elderly lady (clearly Madame Fosco) then left 
in the cab. The lady stopped the cab, after it had driven some distance, 
at a shop, before they got to the hotel; and begged Mrs. Glcments to wait 
for her for a few minutes, while she made a purchase that had been for- 
gotten. SLe never appeared again. 

After waiting some time, Mrs. Glements became alarmed, and ordered 
the cabman to drive back to her lodgings. When she got there, after an 
absence of rather more than half an hour, Anne was gone. 

The only information to be obtained from the people of the house, was 
derived from the servant who waited on the lodgers. She had opened the 
door to a boy from the Street, who had left a letter for “ the young womaii 
who lived on the second door " (the part of the house which Mrs. Glements 
oceupied). The servant had delivered the letter; had then gone down 
stairs; and, five minutes afterwards, had observed Anne open the front 
door, and go out, dressed in her bonnet and shawl. She had probably taken 
the letter with her ; for it was not to be found, and it was therefore im- 
nossible to tell what inducement had been offered to make her leave the 
house. It must have been a strong one—for she would never stir out 
alone in London of her own accord. If Mrs. Glements had not known this 
by experience, nothing would have induced her to go away in the cab, even 
for BO short a time as half an hour only. 

As soon as she could collect her thoughts, the first idea that natumlly 
oceurred to Mrs. Glements, was to go and make inquiries at the Asylum, 
to which she dreaded that Anne had been taken back. 

She went there the next day—^having been informed of the locality in 
which the house was situated by Anne herself. The answer she rcceived 
(her application having, in all probability, been made a day br two before 
the false Anne Catherick had really been consigned to safe keeping in the 
Asylum) was, that no such peraon had been brought back there. She had 
then written to Mrs. Gatherick, at Welmingham, to know if she had seen 
or heafd anything of her daughter; and had received an answer in the 
negative. After that reply had rcached her, she was at the end cf her 
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reaources, and perfectly ignorant whcre else to inquire, or wbat elee to do. ^ 
From that time to this, she had remainod in total ignorance of the cause cl i 
Anne's disappearance, and of the end of Anne’s story. 

vn. 

Tuns far, the information which I had received firom Mrs. Glements—^thou^ 
it established facts of which I had not pieviously hem aware—was of a 
preliminary character only. 

It was clear that the series of deoeptions which had remored Anne 
Catherick to London and separated her from Mrs. Glemcnts, had been 
accomplished solely hy Gount Fosco and the Gountess; and the question 
whether any part of the condnct of husband or wife had been of a kind to 
place either of them within reach of the law, might be well worthy of 
future consideration. But the purposo I had now in view led me in 
another directlon than this. The immediate object of my visit to Mrs. 
elements was to make some approach at least to the disooYcry of Sir 
Percivars sccret; and she had said nothing, as yet, which advanced me on 
my way to that important end. I felt the necessity of trying to awakcn 
her recoUeetions of other times, persons, and events, than those on which 
her memory had hitherto been employed; and, when I next spoke, I spoke 
with that object indirectly in view. 

** 1 wish I could be of any help to yon in this sad calamity,*' I said. 

“ All I can do is to feel heartily for your distress. If Anne had been your 
own child, Mrs. Glements, you could have shown her no truer kindness— 
you could have made no readier sacrifices for her sake.” 

There*s no great merit in that, sir,” said Mrs. Glements, simply. The 
poor thlng was as good as my own child to me. I nursed her from a baby, 
sir; bringing her up by hånd—and a hard job it was to rear her. It 
wouldn’t go to my heart so to lose her, if I hadn’t made her first short- 
clothes, and taught her to walk. I always said she was sent to console me 
for never having chick or child of my own. And now she*s lost, the old 
times keep coming back to my mind; and, even at my age, 1 can*t help 
crying about her—can’t indeed, sir!” 

I waited a little to give Mrs. Glements time to compose herself. Was 
the light that I had been looking for so long, glimmering on me—far off, 
as yet—in the good woman’s recollections of Anne’s early life ? 

Did you know Mrs. Gatherick before Anne was bom ?” I asked. 

“ Not very long, sir—not above four months. We saw a great deal of 
each other in that time, but we were never very friendly together.” 

Her voice was steadier as she made that reply. Painfiil as many of her 
recollections might be, I observed that it was, unconsciously, a relief to Iter 
mind to revert to the dimly-seen troubles of the past, afler dwdling so long 
on the vivid sorrows of the present. 
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*‘Woie you and Mrø. Catlierick neighbonrs I inquired, leading her 
Djemory on, as enconiagingly as I could. 

“ Yes, sir—neighbours at Old Welmingham.” 

OUl Welmingham ? There are two places of tbat name, then, in 
Hampshire ?” 

Well, sir, there used to be in those days—^better than three-and-twenty 
years ago. They built a new to\vn about two miles off, oonvenient to the 
ri rer—and Old Welmingham, which was never mnch more than a village, 
got in time to be deserted. The new town is the place theycall Welming¬ 
ham, now—^but the old parish chnrch is the parish cburch still. It stands 
by itself, with the honses pulled down, or gone to min all round it. IVe 
lived to see sad changes. It was a pleasant, pretty plaoe in my time.” 

“Did you live there before your marriage, Mrs. Clements?” 

“No, sir—^I’m a Norfolk woman. It wasn’t the place my husband 
belonged to, either. He was from Grimsby, as I told you; and he served 
Lis apprenticeship there. But having friends down south, and hearing of 
an opening, he got into business at Southampton. It was in a small way, 
but he made enough for a plain man to retire on, and settled at Old Wel¬ 
mingham. I went there with him, when he married me. We were neither 
of ns young; but we lived very happy together—^happier than our neigh- 
bour, Mr. Gatherick, lived along with his wife, when they came to Old 
Welmingham, a year or two afterwards.” 

“ Was your husband acquainted with them before that?” 

“ With Gatherick, sir—^not with his wife. She was a stranger to both 
of us. Some gentleman had made interest for Gatherick; and he got the 
situation of clerk at Welmingham church, which was the reason of his 
Corning to settie in our neighbourhood. He brought his newly-married 
wife along with him; and we heard, in course of time, she had been lady*8 
maid in a family that lived at Yameck Hall, near SSouthampton. Gathe- 
rick had found it a hard matter to get her to marry him—^in consequence 
of her holding herself uncommonly high. He had asked and asked, and 
given the thing up at last, seeing she was so contrary about it. When he 
had given it up, she tumed contrary, just the other way, and came to him 
of her own accord, without rhyme or reason seemingly. My poor husband 
always said that was the time to have given her a lesson. But Gatherick 
was too fond of her to do anything of the sort; he never checked her, 
either before they were married or after. He was a quick man in his feel- 
ings, letting them carry him a deal too far, now in one way, and now in 
another; and he would have spoilt a better wife than Mrs. Gatherick, if a 
better had married him. I don’t like to speak ill of any one, sir—^but she 
was a heartless woman, with a terrible will of her own; fond of foolish 
admiration and fine clothes, and not caring to show so much as decent 
DUtward respoct to Gatherick, kindly as he always treated her. My 
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husband said he thougbt things wonld tnrn out badly, whva thay fint 
came to live near us; and his words proved tme. Befbre they had been 
quite four months in our neighbourhood, there was a dreadful scandal and 
A miserable break-up in their household. Both of them were in faiilt—I 
am afraid both of them were equally in fault.” 

** Yon mean both husband and wife ?" 

Oh, no, sir I I don't mean Gatherick—^he was only to be pitied. 1 

meant his wife, and the person- 

And the person wbo caused the scandal f* 

** Yes, sir. A gentleman born and brought up, who ought to have set a 
better example. You know him, sir—and my poor dear Anne knew him, 
only too well.” 

“ Sir Percival Giyde ?” 

“ Yes. Sir Percival Giyde.” 

My heart beat fast—thought 1 had my hånd on the due. How 
little I knew, then, of the windings of the labynnth wbich were still to 
mislead me 1 

“ Did Sir Percival live in your neighbourhood at that time?” I asked. 

‘‘No, sir. He came among us as a stranger. His father had died, not 
long before, in foreign parts. I remember he was in mouming. He put 
up at the little inn on the river (they have pulled it down since thattime^) 
wbere gentlemen used to go to dsh. He wasn^t much noticed when he 
first came—it was a commbn thing enough for gentlemen to travel, &om 
all parts of England, to fish in our river.’’ 

“ Did he make his appearance in the village before Anne was bom 7" 

“ Yes, sir. Anne was bom in the June month of eighteen hundred and 
twenty-seven—and I think he came at the end of April, or the beginning 
of May.” 

“Game as a stranger to all of you? A stranger to Mrs. Gatherick, as 
well as to the rest of the ndghbours ?” 

“ So we thought at first^ sir. But when the scandal broke out, hobody 
believed they were strangere. I remember how it happened, as well as if 
it was yester^y. Gatherick came into our garden one night, and woke us 
by throwing up a handful of gravel from the walk, at our window. I 
heard him beg my husband, for the Lord’s sake, to come down and speak 
to him. They were a long time together talking in the porch. When my 
husband came back up-stairs, he was all of a tremble. He sat down on 
the side of the bed, and he says to me, ‘ Lizzie I 1 always told you that 
woman was a bad one; I always said she would end ill—and Fm afraid, in 
my own mind, that the end has come already. Gatherick has found a lofc 
of laoe handkerchiefs, and two fine rings, and a new gold watch and 
hid away in his wife’s drawer—things that nobody but a bom lady ou^t 
ever to have—and his wife won’t say how she came by them.’ ‘ Does hc 
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tlauk she stole them P* says I. * No/ says lie, * siealing would bo bod 
enoiigh« But it’s worse thon that—^be’s had do chanoe of stealing sucb 
tbiiigs as tbose, and she’s not a woman to take them if she had. Tliey’re 
gifts, Lizzie—therc’s her own initials engraved inside the watch—and 
Gatherick has seen her, talking privately, and carrying on as no married 
woman should, with that gentleman in mouming—Sir Perdval Giyde. 
Don’t you say anything about it—Pve quieted Gatherick for to-night. IVe 
told him to keep his tongue to himself, and his eyes and his ears open, and to 
wait a day or two, till he can be quite certain.* ‘ 1 believe you are both of 
you wrong,* says I. ‘ It’s not in nature, oomfortable and respectable as 
she is here, that Mrs. Gatherick should take up with a chance stranger like 
Sir Percival Glyde.*^ ‘ Ay, but is he a stranger to her ?* says my husband. 
* You forget how Gatherick’s wife came to marry him. She went to him 
of her own accord, after 8 a 3 nng, No^ over and over again when he asked 
her. There have been wicked women, before her time, Lizzie, who have 
used honest men who loved them as a means of saving their characters— 
and Pm sorely afraid this Mrs. Gatherick is as wicked as the worst of them. 
We shall see,’ says my husband, * we shall soon see.* And only two days 
afterwards, we did see.” 

Mrs. elements waited for a moment, before she went on. Even in tbat 
moment, I begnn to doubt whether the due that I thought I had found 
was really leadiug me to the central mystery of the labyrinth, after all 
Was this common, too common, story of a man’s treachery and a woman’s 
frailty the key to a secret which had been the life-long terror of Sir Percival 
Giyde ? 

“ Well, sir, Gatherick took my husband’s ad vice, and waited,” Mrs. 
elements continued. ** And, as I told you, he hadn’t long to wait. On 
the second day, he found his wife and Sir Percival whispering together 
quite familiar, close under the vestry of the cburch. 1 suppose they 
thought the neighbourhood of the vestry was the last place in the world 
where anybody would think of looking after them—but, however that may 
be, there they were. Sir Percival, being seemingly surprised and con- 
founded, defended himself in such a guilty way that poor Gatherick (whose 
quick temper I have told you of already) feil into a kind of frenzy at his 
own disgrace, and struck Sir Percival. He was no mateh (and 1 am sorry 
to say it) for the man who had unronged him—and he was beaten in the 
cruelest xnanner, before the neighbouis who had come to the place on hear- 
ing the disturbance, could run in to part them. All this happened towards 
evening; and, before nightfitll, when my husband went to Catherick’s 
house, he was gone, nobody knew where. No living soul in the village 
ever saw him again. He knew too well, by that time, what bis wife’s 
vile reason had been for marrying him; and be felt his misery and disgrace 
especially after wbat had happened to him with Sir Percival—^too keenly 
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The clcrg 3 nnan of the parish put an advertisenient in the paper, 
him to oome back, and saying that he should not loae hia aitaation or hia 
frienda. But Gatherick had too mach pride and apirit, as aome people aaid 
—too mach feeling, aa I think, sir—to face his neighboars again, and try to 
live down the memory of his disgrace. My husband heard from him, 
when he had left England; and heard a aecond time, when he was settled, 
and doing well, in America. He ia alive there now, aa far as I know; but 
none of ns in the old coantry—his wicked wife least of all—are erer likely 
to set eyes on him again.’* 

‘*What became of Sir Percival?” I inquired. ‘‘Did he atay in the 
neighbourhood T* 

“ Not he, sir. The place was too hot to hold him. He was heard at 
high words with Mrs. Gatherick, the same night when the scandal broke 
out—and the nezt moming he took himself off.** 

“And Mrs. Gatherick? Surely she never remained in the village, 
among the people who knew of her disgrace 

“ She did, sir. She was hard enou^ and hcartless enou^ to set the 
opinions of all her neighboara at ilat defiance. She declared to everybody, 
from the clergyman downwards, that she was the victim of a dreadful mis- 
take, and that all the scandal-mongers in the place should not drive hor 
out of it as if she was a guilty woman. All through my time^ she lived at 
Old Welmingham ; and, after my time, when the new town was boilding, 
and the rcspcctable neighbours began moving to it, she moved too, as ii 
she was determined to live among them and scandalize them to the very 
last. There she is now, and there she will stop, in defiance of the hest of 
them, to her dying day.” 

“ But how has she lived, through all these years ?*’ I asked. “ Was hei 
husband able and willing to help her 

“ Both able and willing, sir,” said Mrs. Glements. “ In the seoond letter 
he wrote to my good man, he said she had home his name, and lived in his 
home, and, wicked as she was, she must not starve like a beggar in the 
Street. He could afford to make her some small allowanoe, and she might 
draw for it quarterly, at a place in London.” 

“ Did she accept the* allowance ?” 

“ Not a farthing of it, sir. She said she would never be beholdoi to 
Gatherick for bit or drop, if she lived to be a hundred. And she has kept 
her word ever sinoe. When my poor dear husband died, and left all to 
me, Gatherick’s letter was put in my possession with the other things—and 
I told her to let me know if she was ever in want. ‘ TU let all England 
^know I’m in want,’ she said, ‘before I tell Gatherick, or any friend of 
Gatherick’s. Take that for your answer—and give it io him for an answvi, 
if he ever writes again.’ ” 

•' Do you Buppose that she had money of her own ?” 
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^ Vevy litile, if any, sir. It was teid, and said trnly, I am afraid, Uiat 
faer meam of living came privately from Sir Percival Glyde.” 

After ihat last teply, 1 waited a little, to reconsider wbat I had heard. 

If I unreservedly accepted the story so far, it was now plain that no approach, 
Direct or inditect, to the Secret had yet been revealed to me, and that the 
piiTsnit of my ohject had -ended again in leaviug me face to face with thé 
most palpable and the most disheartening failure. 

But there was one point in the narradve which made me douht the prd- 
priety of accepting it unreservedly, and which suggested the idea of some- 
thing hidden helow the sur&oe* 

1 could not acoount to myself for the drcnmstance of the clerk’s guilty 
wife volnntarily living out all her after-^stenoe on the soene of her dis- 
graoe. The woman’s own reported statement that she had taken this 
stmnge course as a practical assertion of her innocence, did not satisfy me. 

It seemed, to my mind, more natural and more probahle to assume that 
she was not so completely a fiee agent in this matter as she had herself 
asserted. In that case, who was the likeliest person to possess thé power 
of compelling her to remain at Welmingham P The person unquestlonably 
from whom she deri ved the means of living. She had refused assistance 
from her husband, she had no adequate resouroes of her own, she was h 
friendless, degraded woman: from what source should she derive help, but 
from the source at which report pointed—Sir Percival Giyde? 

Eeasoning on these assumptions, and always bearing in mind the oné 
certain faet to guide me, that Mrs. Oatherick was in ppssession of the 
Secret, I easily understood that it was Sir Percivars interest to keep her åt 
Welmingham, because her character in that place was certain to isolate her 
from all commuuication with female neighbours, and to allow her no oppor- 
tunities of talking incautiously, in moments of free intercourse with inqui- 
sitive bosom friends. But what was the mystéry to be concealed P Kot 
Sir Percivars in&mous connexion ^vith Mrs. Cat]^rick’s disgrace—for the 
neighbours were the very people who k]\ew of it. Not the suspicion that 
he was Anne’s father—^for Welmingham was the place ih which tbat 
suspicion must inevitably' exist. If I accepted the guilty appearances 
described to me, as unreservedly as others had accepted them; if I drew 
frmn them the same superficial conclusion which Mr. Catherick and all his 
neighbours had drawn—where was the suggestion, in all that I had heard, 
of a dangerous secret between Sir Percival and Mrs. Catherick, which had 
been kept hidden from that time to this? 

And yet, in those stolen meetings, in those familiar whisperings between ‘ 
the derk’s wife and ** the gentleman in mouming,” the due to disoovery 
existed beyond a doubt. 

Was it possible that appearances, in this case, had pointed one way 

2 B 
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whilti tho truth lay, all the while, unsuspected^ in another diroctM&t 
Gould Mrg. Oaiherick’s assertion that she was the victim oi a 4raa4tul 
mistake^ by any possibility be true ? Or, assuming it to be false, could 
the oonclnsion which associated Sir Fercival with her guilt, have been 
founded in some inconoeivable error? Had Sir Percival, by any chance, 
oonrted the suspicion that was wrong, for the sake of diverting from bixnself 
some other suspicion that was ri^t? Here, if I oould find it—^here was 
the approach to the Secret, hidden deep under the surface of the af^Mtiently 
jmprpmis^ story which 1 had just heard. 

Hy next questions were now directed to the one object of asoertaining 
whether Mr. Oatherick had, or had not, arrived truly at the oonviction of 
his wife’s misconduct« The answers 1 received from Mrs. Clements, left 
me in qo doubt whatever ou that point. Mrs« Catherick had, on the 
elearest evidenoe, oompromised her reputation^ while a single wornan, with 
some person unknown; and had married to save her character. It bad 
been positively ascertained, by calculations of time and plaoe into which 1 
need not enter particulaily, that the daughter wbo bore her hnsbaBd’s 
name was not her husband’s chtld. 

The next object of inquiiy, whether it was equally oertain that Sir 
Percival must have been the father of Anne, was beset by &r gieatsr 
difficulties. I was in no position to try the probabilities on one side or cn 
the other, in this instance, by any better test than the test of pensonal 
resemblance. 

**1 suppose you often saw Sir Percival, when .he was in your viilage?” 
I said. 

** Yes, sir—very often,” replied Mrs. Clements. 

** Did you ever observe that Anne was like him 

** She was not at all like him, sir.” 

** Was she like her mother, then P* 

** Not like her mother, either, sir. Mrs. Catherick was dark, and full in 
the face.” 

Not like her mother, and not like her (supposed) father. I knew that 
the test by personal resemblance was not to be implicitly tnisted:—hat, on 
the other hånd, it was not to be altogether rejected on that aocount. Was 
it possible to strengthen the evidenoe, by discovering any conclusive fiMsts 
in relation to the lives of Mrs. Catherick and Sir Percival, before they 
either of them appeared at Old Wehningham ? When 1 asked my next 
questions, I put them with this view. 

When Sir Percival first arrived in your neicd^bonrhood,” I said, '‘ did 
you hear whera he had oome from last?” 

No, sir. Some said firom Blackwatcr Pårk, and some said inm 
Hootlandr-^but uobbdy knew«” ^ 
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^ Was Mm. Gatherick living in Bervice at Yameck Hall, immediatelj 
before her maniage f” 

•• Yc 8^ sir/ 

** And had she been long in her place P” 

*< Three or four years, sir; I am not qnite oertain which.’* 

** Did you ever hear the name of the gentleman to whom Yameck H^ll 
belonged at thai time ?** 

** Tes, sir. His name was Major Donthome/ 

Did Mr. Gatherick, or did any one else you knew, ever hear tbat Sir 
Berdval was a friend of Major Donthome’s, or ever see Sir Percival in the 
nei^bourhood of Yameck HallP^ 

** Cathmck never did, sir, that I can remember—nor any one else, either, 
that I know of/ 

I noted down Major Donthome’s name and address, on the chance thAf 
he still be alive, and that it might be nseful, at some future time, to 

apply to him. Meanwhile, the impression on my mind was now decidedly 
adverse to the opinion that Sir Percival was Anne's father, and deddedly 
favourable to the oonclusion that the secret of his stolen interviews with 
Mrs. Gatherick was entirely unoonnocted \nth the disgraee which the 
woman had inflicted on her husband’s good name. I oould think of no 
further inquiries which I might make to strengthen this impression—I 
eould only encourage Mrs. Clements to speak next of Anneks early days^ 
and watch for any chanoe-suggestion which might in this way offer itself 
to me. 

** 1 have not heaid yet,” 1 said, ** how the poor child, bom in all this sin 
and misery, came to be trusted, Mrs. Glements, to your care.*’ 

There was nobody else, sir, to take the little helpless crcature in hånd,’’ 
replied Mrs. Glements. ** The wicked mother seemed to hate it—as if the 
poor baby was in fault I—from the day it was bom. My heart was heavy 
for the child; and 1 made the offer to bring it up as tenderly as if it was 
my own.” 

** Did Anne remain entirely under your care, from that time ?” 

" Kot quite entirely, sir. Mrs. Gatherick had her whims and fancies 
about it, at times; and used now and then to lay claim to the child, as if 
abe wanted to spite me for bringing it up. But these fits of hers never 
lasted for long. Poor little Anne was always retumed to me, and was 
always glad to get back—^though she led but a gloomy life in my house, 
baving no playmates, like other children, to brighten her up. Our longest 
separation was when her mother took her to Limmeridge. Just at that 
time, 1 ;lo8t my husband; and I felt it was as well, in that miserable 
affliction, that Anne should not be in the house. She was between ten and 
eleven years old, then; sloV at her lessons, poor soul, and not so cheerful 
as other childnm—^but as pretty a little ^rl to look at as you would wish 
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to aec. I iiraited at home till her mother brought her back; a&d tben 1 
made the offer to tako her with me to London—the tmth being, eiri 
that I could not find it in my hcart to stop at Old Welmingham, after my 
hnsband’s death, the place was so changed and so dismal to me«** 

** And did Mrs. Catherick consent to yonr proposal 
** No, sir. She came back from the north, barder and bitterer than ever. 
Folks did say that she had been obliged to ask Sir Perciyal’s leave to go, to 
begin with ; and that she only went to nurse her dying sister at limme- 
ridge becauøe the poor woman was reported to have saved money^the 
truth being that she hardly left enough to bury her. These things may 
have soured Mrs. Catherick, likely enough—*but, however that may be, she 
wouldn’t hear of my taklng the child away. Bhe seemed to like distressing 
us both by parting us. All I could do was to give Anne my direction, and 
to tell her, privately, if she was ever in tronblc, to come to me. But years 
passed before she was free to come. 1 never saw her again, poor soal, till 
the night she escaped from the madhoose.’* 

** You know, Mrs. Olements, why Sir Percival Giyde shut her up f** 

** I only know what Anne herself told me, sir. The poor thing used to 
ramble and wander about it, sadly. She said her mother had got some 
secret of Sir Percivars to keep, and had let it out to her, long after I left 
Hampshire—-and when Sir Percival found she knew it, he shut ker upi 
But she never could say what it was, when I asked her. All she could 
tell me was that her mother roight be the ruin and destruction of Sir 
Percival, if she chose. Mrs. Catherick may have let out just as much as 
that, and no more. l’m next to certaiu 1 should have heard the whole 
truth from Anne, if she had really known it, as she pretended to do—and 
as she very likely fancied she did, poor soul.” 

This idea had more than once ocourred to my oWn mind. I had already 
told Marian that I doubted whether Laura was really on the point of 
making any important discovery when she and Anne Catheri^ werc 
disturbed by Count Fosco at the boat-house. It was perfcctly in character 
with Anne’s mental affiiction that she should assume an absolute knowledge 
of the Secret on no better grounds than vague suspicion, derived from bifits 
whieh her mother had incautiously let drop in her presence. Sir Percirart 
guilty distrustwould, in that case, infallibly inspire him with tho false ides 
that Anne knew all from her mother, just as it had afterwards fixed in his 
mind the equally false suspicion tbat his wife knew all from Anne. 

The time was passing; the moming was wearing away. It was doubtful, 
if I stayed longer, whether I should hear anything more from Min. Clements 
that would be at all useful to my purpose. I had already discovered thoee 
local and family particulars, in relation to Mrs. Catherick, of wkioh 2 had 
boen in searoh ; and I had arrived at oertain conclusions, entirely new to 
mc, which might immensely assist in direoting the course of my fntnro 
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prøsoedkigs. * I rose to take mj leave, and to tbank Mra. Clementa for the 
triendly readiness she bad shown in affoiding me information. 

** I am afraid you must have thonght me very inqnisitive,’* 1 said. ) 
have tronbled yon vritb more qnestiona tban many people would have cared 
to answer.” 

Yon are heartily weloome, sir, to anything I can tell you,” answered 
Mrs. elements. She stopped, and looked at me wistfully. ** But I do 
wish,” said the poor woman, “ you could have told me a little more ahont 
Anne, sir« I thought 1 saw something in your face, wben you came in, 
wbich looked as if yon oould. Yøu can’t think how hard it is, not even to 
know whether she is living or dead. 1 could hear it better if 1 was only 
certain« You said you never ezpeoted we should see her alive again. l)o 
you know, air—do you know for truth—that it has pleased God to take 
her?” 

I was not proof against this appeal; it would have been unspeakably 
roean and eruel of me if I had resiated ih 

" 1 am afraid there is no doubt of the truth,” I answered, gently : ** I 
have the cortainty, in my own mind, that hér troubles in this world arc 
over.” 

The poor woman dropped into her chair, and hid her face from me. 

Oh, air,” she said, how do you know it ? Who can have told you ?” 

** Ko one has told me, Mrs. Ciements. But I have reasons for feeling 
sure of it—reasons which I promise you shall know, as soon as I can safely 
explain them. I am certain she was not neglected in her last moments; I 
am oei*tain the heart>oomplaint, from which she suffered so sadly, was the 
true cause of her death. You shall feel as sure of this as I do, soon—you 
shall know, before long, that she is buried in a quiet country churchyard; 
in a pretty, peaceful place, which you might have chosen for her yoursclf.’ 

** Dead 1” said Mrs. Ciements; ** dcad so young—^and 1 am left to hear 
it I I made her drst short frocks. I taught her to walk. The first time 
she ever said, Mother, she said it to me —and, now, I am left, and Anne is 
taken! Did you say, sir,” said the poor woman, removing the handkerchief 
from her face, and looking up at me for the first time—** did you say that 
she bad been nioely buried ? Was it the sort of funeral she might have 
had, if abe had really been my own child P” 

I assured her that it was. She seemed to take an inexplicable pride in 
my answer—to find a comfort in it, which no other and higher consideiutions 
could afibrd. “ It would have broken my heart,” she said, simply, ** if 
Anne had not been nicely buried—^but; how do you know it, sir ?. who told 
youP” I once more entreated her to wait until I could speak to her 
uureaervedly. “ You are sure to see me again,” I said; “ for I have a 
favour to ask, when you ege a little more compoged—^perhaps in a dey or 

iVVQ.” 
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“Don’t keep \t waiting, sir, on my accotmt,” said kirs. Oiementi 
“ Never mind my orying, if I can be of nse. If you have anything on yonf 
mind to say to me, sir—^please to say it now.” 

** I only wish to ask yon one last qnestion,” I said. “ I only want to 
know Mrs. Catherick’s address at Welmingham.” 

My reqnest so startled Mrs. Clements, tliat, for the moment, even the 
tidings of Anneks death seemed to be driven &om her mind. Her tears 
snddenly oeased to flow, and she sat looking at me in blank amazement. 

“ For the Lord’s sake, sir!” she said, “ what do you want with Mra. 
Catherick?” 

“ I want this, Mrs. Clements,** I replied: “ I want to know the secret of 
those private meetings of hers with Sir Percival Giyde. There is somo^ 
thing more, in what you have told me of that woman’s past oonduct and of 
that man*8 past relations with her, than yon, or any of your neighboors, 
ever suspccted. There is a Seoret we none of ns know of between those 
two~and I am going to Mrs. Catherick, with the resolution to lind it 
out.” 

** Think twice about it, sir!” said Mrs. Clements, rising, in her eamest- 
ness, and laying her hånd on my arm. ** She’s an awful woman—^yon don^ | 
know her as I do. Think twice about it.” 

** 1 am sure your waming is kindly meant, Mrs. Clements. But I am 
determined to see the woman, whatever comes of it.” 

Mrs. Clements looked me anziously in the facel 

“I see your mind is made up, sir,” she said. will give you the 
address.” 

I wrote it down in my pocket-book; and tiien took her hånd, to say 
farewelL 

** You shall hear from me, soon,” I said; ^ you shall know all that I 
have promised to tell you.” 

Mrs. Clements sighed, and shook her head doubtfuUy. 

‘*An old woman’s advioe is sometiines woiih taking, sir,” she said. 

Think twice before you go to Welmingham.” 

Vin. 

When i roached home again, after my interview with Mrs. Clements, 1 wss 
struck by the åppearance of a change in Laura. 

The unvaiying gentleness and patience which long misfortune bad tried 
80 cruelly and had never oonquered yet, seemed now to have snddenly 
failed her. Insensible to all Mkrian’s attempts to soothe and amuse her, 
she sat, with her neglected drawing pushed away on the table; her eyes 
resolutely cast down, her fingers twining and untwining themselves rcst- 
lessly in her lap. Marian rose when I came in, with a silent distress in 
her face; waitod for a moment, to see if Leunt wou|d look up at my 
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sp{ffoadi; whløpered to me, ^^Try if ywk can louse her;” and lefl the 
rooxn. 

I sat down in thevacant chair; gently tmclasped the poor, worn, resUcM 
fingers; and took both her hånds in mine. 

What are you thinking of, Laura? Tell me, my darling—try and toil 
me what it is.” 

She stmggled with herself, and raised her eyes to mine. I can*t feel 

happy,” she said; “ I can’t help thinking-She stopped, hent forward 

a little, and laid her head on my shoulder, with a terrible mute helplessness 
that struck me to the heart. 

^ Try to tell me,” I repeated, gently; try to tell me why you are not 
happy.” 

1 am so useless—am such a burden on both of you,” she answered, 
with a weary, hopeless sigh. You work and get money, Walter; and 
Marian helps you. Why'is there nothing I can do? Tou wiU end in 
liking Marian bctter than you like me—^you will, because I am so helpless! 
Oh, don*t, don’t, don’t treat me like a child!” 

C raised her head, and smoothed away the tangled hair that fell over her 
face, and kissed her—my poor, faded flowerl my lost, afflicted sister! 

You shall help us, Laura,” I said; ‘^you shall begin, my darling, to-day.” 

She looked at me with a feverish eagemess, with a breathless interest, 
that made me tremble for the new life of hope which I had called into 
being by those few words. 

I rose, and set her drawing materials in order, and placed them near her 
again. 

"You know that I work and get money by drawing,” I said. “ITow 
you have taken such pains, now you are so much improved, you shall 
begin to work and get money, too. Try to finish this little sketch as nicely 
and prettily as you can. When it is done, I will take it away with me; 
and the same person will buy it who buys all that I do. You shall keep 
youT own eamings in your own purse; and Marian shall come to you to 
help us, as often as she oomes to me. Think how useful you are going to 
make youiself to both of us, and you will soon be as happy, Laura, as the 
day is long.” 

Her face grew eager, and brightened into a smile. In the moment while 
it lasted, in the moment when she again took up the pencils that had been 
laid aside; she almost looked like the Laura of past days. 

I had rightly interpreted the drst signs of a new growth and strength in 
her mind, unconsciously expressing themselves in the notice she had taken 
of the occupations which filled her sister’s life and mine. Marian (when 1 
told her what had passed) saw, as I saw, that she was longing to assume 
her own little position of importance, to raise herself in her own estimation 
v^nd i 11 ours—and, from tbat day, we tenderly helped tbe new ambiti^ 
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wludi gi|ve promise of the hopeful, happier future, uugh^Qow jK»t be 
far ofT. Her drawings, as she finished them, or tried to linisli them, were 
placed in my bands; Marian took tbem from me and bid tbem oarefuUy; 
and I set aside a little weekly tribute from my eamings, to be pffered to 
ber as tbe price paid by strangers for tbe poor, faint, vsdueless sketdies, of 
wbicb I was tbe only purebaser. It was bard sometimes to mainiain our 
innocent deception, wben sbe proudly brougbt out ber purse to contribute 
her share towards tbe expenses, and wondered, witb serious interest, 
.wbetber I or sbe bad eamed tbe most tbat week. 1 bave all tbose bidden 
drawings in my possession still: tbey are my treasures beyond price—tbe 
dear remembrances tbat I love to keep aliye>—tbe friends, in past adversity, 
that my beart will never part from, my tendemess never forget. 

Am I trifiing, bere, witb tbe neoessities of my task ? am 1 looking for¬ 
ward to tbe bappier time wbicb my narrative bas not yet reaebed ? Yes. 
Back again—^back to tbe days of doubt and dread, wben tbe spirit witbin 
me struggled bard for its life, in tbe icy stillness of perpetual suspenae. 1 
have paused and rested for a wbile on my forward course. It is not, per- 
haps, time wasted, if tbe friends wbo read tbese pages bave paused and 
rested too. 

I took tbe first opportunity I could find of speaking to Marian in private, 
imd of oommunicating to ber tbe result of tbe inqulries wbicb I bad made 
tbat moming. Sbe seemed to sbare tbe opinion on tbe subject of my pro« 
posed joumey to Welmingbam, wbicb Mrs. Cleménts bad already expressed 
to me. 

. “ Surely, Walter,” sbe said, “ you bardly know enougb yet to give you 
any bope of claiming Mrs. Catberick’s confidence ? Xs it wise to proceed to 
tbese extremities, before you bavo really exbaustcd all safer and sim{^r 
means of attaining your object ? Wben you told me tbat Sir Percival and 
tbe Count were tbe only two people in existence wbo knew tbe exact date 
pf Laura’s joumey, you forgot, and I forgot, tbat tbere was a tbird peraon 
wbo must surely know it—I mean Mra. Rubelle. Would it not be far 
easicr, and far less dangerous, to insist on a confession from ber, tban to 
force it from Sir Percival ?” 

^ It migbt be easier,” I replied; ** but we are not aware of tbe full extent 
of Mm. Bubelle’s connivance and interest in tbe conspiracy; and we are 
tberefore not certain tbat tbe date bas been impressed on ber mind, as it 
bas been assuredly impressed on tbe minds of Sir Peicival and tbe Count. 
It is too late, now, to waste tbe time on Mrs. Kubeile, wbicb may be aU- 
important to tbe discovery of tbe one assailable point in Sir Percival’a lifa. 
Are you tbinking a little too seriously, Marian, of tbe risk I may run in 
retuming to Hampsbire ? Are you beginning to doubt wbetber Sir 
cival Giyde may not, in tbe end, be more tban a matpb for me ?” 
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^Ue will not be more than your matbh,” she replied, decidedlyi ** bo* 
eanao he wiil not be helped in reeisting you by the impenetrable wickedncai 
of the Connt.** 

^ What bas led' you to that concloaion ?*’ I asked, in sotae surprise. 

"My own knowledge of Sir Percival’s obstinacy and impatience of tbe 
Coimt*8 oontrol,’’ she answeied. ** I believe he will insist on meeting you 
single-banded—^just as he insisted, at hrst, on acting for himself at Black- 
water Park. Ihe time for suspecting the Count's interference, wiil be the 
time when you have Sir Perdval at your mercy. His own inteiests will 
then be directly threatened—and he will act, Walter, to terrible purpose, in 
his own defenoe.” 

“ We may deprive him of his weapons, beforehand,” I said. “ Some of 
the particulars I have heard from. Mrs. Clements may yet be tumed to 
aooount against him; and other means of strengthening the case may be at 
our di^HDsal. There are passages in Mrs. Michelson’s narrative which show 
.that the Gount found it necessaxy to place himself in communication with 
Mr. Fairlie; and there may be circumstances which compromifie him in 
that prooeeding. While I am away, Marian, write to Mr. Fairlie, and say 
that you want an answer describing exactly what passéd between the 
Gount and himself, and informing you.also of any particulars that may 
have come to.his knowledge at ^e same time, in connezion with his niece. 
Tell him that the statement you request will, sooner or later, be insisted on, 
if he shows any reluctaoce to fumish you with it of his own accord.” 

** The letter shall be written, Walter. But are you really determiued to 
go to Welmingham 

" Absolutely determined. I will devote the next two da 3 r 8 to eaming 
what we want for the week to come; and, on the third day, I go to Hamp- 
shire.** 

• Wh«i the third day came, I was ready for my joumey. 

• As it was possible that I might be absent for some little time, I arranged 
with Marian that we were to eorrespond every day; of course addressing 
each other by assumed names, for caution’s sake. As long as I heard 
from her regularly, 1 should assume that nothing was wrong. But if 
the moming came and brought me no letter, my return to London would 
take place, as a matter of course, by the first train. 1 contrived to reoon- 
cile Laura to my departure by telling her that 1 was going to the country 
to find new purchasers for her drawings and for mine; and I left her occu- 
pied and happy* Marian followed me down stairs to the Street door. 

** Bemember what anxious hearts you leave here,” she whispered, as we 
•tood together in the passage; ** reinember all the hopes that hang on your 
safe return. If strange things happen to you on this joumey; if yco and 
Sir Perdval meet——” 

What makes you tbink we shall meet?” I asked. 
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** I don*t know-—I have feara and fandes that I can*t aceoimt for. Langh 
at them, Walter, if you like—^but, for God’s sake, keep yonr temper, if yo« 
come in contact with that man T 

“ Never fear, Marian! I answer for my self-control.” 

With those words we parted. 

I walked briskly to the station. There was a glow of hope in me; thera 
was a growing oonviction in my mind that my joumey, this time, wonld 
not be taken in vain. It was a fine, dear, cold moming; my nerves were 
drmly strung, and I felt all the strength of my resolution stirring in mo 
vigorously from head to foot. 

As I crossed the railway platform, and looked right and lefb among the 
people congregated on it, to search for any faces among them that I Imew, 
the donbt occurred to me whether it might not have heen to my advanta^ 
if I had adopted a disguise, before setting out for Hampshire. But thm 
was something so repellent to me in the idea—something so meanly like 
the common herd of spies and informers in the mere act of adopting a dis¬ 
guise—that I dismissed the question from oonsideration, almost as soon as 
it had risen in my mind. Even as a mere matter of expediency the pro- 
oeeding was doubtful in the extreme. If I tried the experiment at h<»ne, 
the landlord of the house would, sooner or later, discover me, and would 
have his suspicions aroused immediately. If I tried it away from home, 
the same persons might see me, by the commonest accident, with the dis- 
guiso and without it; and I should, in that way, be invidng the notice 
and distrust which it was my most pressing interest to avoid. In my own 
character I had acted thus far—and in my own character 1 was resolved to 
continue to the end. 

The train left me at Welmingham, early in the aftemoon. 

Js there any ^vildemess of sand in the deserts of Arabia, is there any 
proopect of desolation among the ruins of Palestine, which can rival the 
repelling effeet ou the eye, and the depressing infiuence on the mind, of an 
English country town, in the first stage of its existence, and in the tran¬ 
sition State of its prosperity ? I asked myself that question, as I passed 
through the clean desolation, the neat ugliness, the prim torpor of. the 
streets of Welmingham. And the tradesmen who stared after me from 
their lonely shops; the trees that drooped helpless in théir arid exile of un- 
hnished crescenis and squares; the dead house-carcases that waited in vain 
for the vivifying human element to animate them with the breath of life; 
every creature Ihat I saw; every object that I passed—seemed to answer 
with one accord: The deserts of Arabia are innocent of our civilized deso* 
lation; the ruins of Palestine are incapable of our modem gloom 1 

I inquired my way to the quarter of the town in which Mre. Gatheri^ 
lived; and on reaching it found mysclf in a sqnare of smnll llQnaea, OW 
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story high. lliere was a bare little plot of grsas in the middle, piotecteil 
by a cbeap wire fenæ. An elderly nuisemaid and two children were stand- 
ing in a corner of the enclosnre, looking at a lean goat tethered to the grass. 
Two foot-poasengers were talking together on one side of the pavement 
before the honses, and an idle little boy was leading an idle little dog along 
by a string, on the other. I heard the dull tinkling of a piano at a distance, 
acoompanied by the intermittent knocking of a hammer nearer at hånd. 
These were all the sights and soiinds of life that encoantered me when 1 
entered the square. 

I walked at onre to the door of Number Thirteen—the nnmber of 
Mrs. Catherick’s house—^and knocked, without waiting to consider before- 
hand how I might best present myself when I got in. The first ne- 
oessity was to see Mrs. Gatherick. I conld then judge, from my own 
observation, of the safest and easiest manner of approaching the object of 
my visit. 

The door was oponed by a melancholy middle-aged woman servant. I 
gave her my card, and asked if I oonld see Mrs. Gatherick. The card was 
taken into the front parlonr; and the servant retumed with a massage 
requesting me to mention what my business was. 

**Say, if you piease, that my business relates to Mrs. Catherick’s 
daughter,** I replied. This was the best pretcxt I oould think of, on the 
spur of the moment, to account for my visit. 

The servant again retired to the parlonr; again retumed; and, this 
time, b^ged me, with a look of gloemy amazement, to walk in. . 

I entered a little room, with a fiaring paper, of the largest pattem, on the 
walls. Ghairs, tables, cheffonier, and sofa, all gleamed with the glutinous 
brightness of cheap upholstery. On the largest table, in the middle of the 
room, stood a smart Bible, placed exactly in the centre, on a red and yellow 
woollen mat; and at the side of the table nearest to the window, with a 
little knitting-basket on her lap, and a weezing, blear-eyed old spaniel 
crouched at her feet, there sat an elderly woman, wearing a black net cap 
and a black silk gown, and having slate-coloured mittens on her hånds. 
Her iron-gray hair hung in heavy bands on either side of her face; her 
dark eyes looked straight forward, with a hard, defiant, implacable stare. 
She had fiill square cheeks; a long, firm chin ; and thick, sensual, colour- 
less lips. Her figure was stout and sturdy, and her manner aggressively 
self-possessed. This was Mrs. Gatherick. 

** You have come to speak to mo about my daughter,” she said, before I 
could utter a word on my side. “ Be so good as to mention what yni have 
to say." 

The tone of her voice was as hard, as defiant, as implacable as the ex- 
pression of her eyes. She pointed to a chair, and looked me all over atten* 
iiyely, from head to foot, as I sat down in it. I saw that my only chance 
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with tbis womau was to speak to her in her own tone, and to meet her, at 
che outset of our interview, on her own ground. 

^ You are aware,** I said, ^ tbat your daugbter bas been lost 
“ I am perfectly aware of it.” 

^ Have you felt any apprebension tbat the misfortune of her Ion nxigkt 
be followed by the misfortuno of her death ?** 

^ Yes. Have you oome bere to tell me sbe is dead ?** 

“ I have.” 

“Why?” 

Sbe put tbat extraordinary question witbout the sligbtest cbange in ber 
voice, her face, or her manner. She could not have appeared more perfeetly 
unconcemed if I had told her of the death of the goat in the enclosure 
outside. 

“ Why ?* I repeated. Do you ask why I come bere to tell you of 
your daugbter*8 death ?” 

** Yes. ^Vbat interest have you in me, or in her ? How do you oome 
to know anytbing about my daugbter?** 

** In tbis way. I met ber on the nigbt wben she escapcd from the Asy« 
lum; and I assisted ber in reaching a ploce of safety.** 

“ You did very wrong.” 

** I am sorry to hear her mother say so.** 

“ Her mother does say so. How do you know she is dead ?** 

“ I am not at liberty to say how I know it—but I do know it.’* 

“ Are you at liberty to say how you found out my address?** 

** Certainly. I got your address from Mrs. Clements.’* 

** Mrs. elements is a foolish woman. Did sbe tell you to come bere ?** 

“ Sbe did not.** 

“ Tben, I ask you again, why did you come?** 

As sbe was determined to have her answer, I gave it to ber in the 
plainest possible form. 

came,’* I 'said, **because I tbougbt Anne Catberick’s mother migbt 
have some natural interest in knowing wbether sbe was alive or dead.** 

** Just so,*’ said Mrs. Gatbcrick, witb additional self-possession. ** Had 
you no other motive?” 

I hesitated. The right answer to tliat question was not easy to find, at 
a moment’s notice. 

“ If you have no other motive,** she went on, deliberately taking off her 
slate^coloured mittens, and rolling them up, ** I have only to thank yoa for 
your visit; and to say that I will not detain you bere any longer. Your 
information would be more satisfactory if you were willing to explain how 
you became possessed of it. However, it justifies me, I suppose, in going 
luto mouming, There is not mueh alteration necessary in my dress, af 
yem sce. When I have clianged my mjttens, I shall b^ all in 
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She searcbed in the pocket of her gown; drew oQt a pair of hlack-lace 
aiittens; put them on with the stoniest and steadiest oompoBure; and then 
qoietly crossed her hånds in her lap. 

“I wish you good moming,” she said. 

The cool contempt of her manner irritated xne into directly avowing that 
the purpose of my yisit had not heen answered yet. 

“ I have another motive in coming here,” I said. 

** Ah I I thought 80 ,” remarked Mrs. Catherick. 

“ Your daughter’s death- 

What did she die of?” 

“ Of disease of the heart.” 

“Yes. Go on.” 

** Your daughter's death has heen made the pretext for inflicting serioua 
injury on a person who is veiy dear to me. Two men have heen oon» 
cemeå, to my certain knowledge, in doing that wrong. One of them is Sir 
Percival Giyde.” 

“ Indeed I” 

I looked attentively to see if she dinched at the sudden mention of that 
name. Not a muscle of her stirred—the hard, defiant, implacable store in 
her eyes never wayered for an instant. 

“ You may wonder,” I went on, ** how the eyent of your daughter's 
death can haye heen made the means of inflicting injury on another person.” 

“ No,” said Mrs. Catherick; ** I don’t wonder at all. This appears to 
be your affair. You are interested in my affairs. I am not interestcd in 
yours.” 

“ You may ask, then,” I persisted, “ why I mention the matter, in your 
presence.” 

“ Yes: 1 do ask that.” 

** I mention it because I am determined to bring Sir Percival Giyde to 
account for the %yickedness he has committed.” 

“ What have I to do with your determination ?” 

“ You shall hear. There are certain eyents in Sir Perciyal’s past life 
which it is necessary to my purpose to be fully acquainted with. You 
know them—^and for that reason, I come to you,** 

“ Wliat events do you mean ?” 

“ Events that occurred at Old Welmingham, when your husband wns 
Parish-clerk at that place, and before the time when your daughter was 
bora.” 

I had reacbed the woman at last, through the barrier of impenetrable 
reserve that she had tried to set up between us. I saw her temper 
smouldcring in her eyes—as plainly as I saw her hånds grow restles«. 
thcn unclasp th^sclveø, and begin mechanically smoothlng her dress over 
her knees. 
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“ Wliat do you know of those events ahe askea 

** All that Mrs. Glements could tell me,” I answered. 

Tbere was a momentary fluBh on her firm, square face, a m<»neiitary 
stillness in her restless hånds, which seemed to betoken a coming outburst 
of anger that might throw her o£f her guard. But, no-—she mastered tho 
rising irritation; leaned back in her chair; crossed her arms on her 
broad bosom ; and, with a smile of grim sarcasm on her thick lips, looked 
at me as steadily as ever. 

** Ah I I begin to understand it all, now,** she said; her tamed and 
disciplined anger only ezpressii^ itself in the elaborate mockery of her tone 
and manner. “ You have got a grudge of your own against Sir Fercival 
Giyde—and I must help you to wreak it. I must tell you this, that, and 
the other about Sir Fercival and myself, most I ? Yes, indeed ? You have 
been prying into my private afiairs. You think you have found a lost 
woman to deal with, who lives here on sufierance ; and who will do ony- 
thing you ask, for fear you may injure her in the opinions of the towss- 
people. I see through you and your precious speculation—I do! and it 
amuses me. Ha 1 ha 1” 

She stopped for a moment: her arms tightened over her bosom, and sbe 
laughed to herself—a hard, harah, angry laugh. 

“ You don’t know how I have lived in this place, and what I have done 
in this place, Mr. Whefs-your-name,** she went on. “ FU tell you, before 
I ring the beil and have you shown out. I came here a wronged woman. 
I came here robbed of my character and determined to claim it back. Fve 
been years and years about it—and I have claimed it back. I have matched 
the respectable people fairly and openly, on their own ground. If theysay 
anything against me, now, they must say it in secret: they can’t say it, 
they daren’t say it, openly. 1 stand high enough in this town to bo out of 
your leach. The dergyman hows to me. Aha! you didn’t bargsin for that, 
when you came here. Go to the church, and inquire about me—^you will 
find Mrs. Catherick has her sitting, like the rest of them, and pays the rent 
on the day it’s due. Go to the town-halL There’s a petition lying there; 
a petition of the respectable inhabitants against allowing a Circus to come 
and perform here and corrupt our morals: yes! ouu morals. I signed that 
petition this moming. Go to the bookseller’s shop. The clergyman’s 
Wednesday evening Lectures on Justification by Faith are publishing there 
by subscription—I’m down on the list. The doctor’s wife only put s 
sMling in the plate at our last charity sermon— 1 put half a crowm. Mr. 
Churchwarden Soward held the plate, and bowed to me. Ten yeara agp 
he told Figrum the chemist, I ought to be whipped out of the town, at the 
cart’s tail. Is your mother alive ? Has she got a better Bible on her table 
than I have got on mine ? Does she stand better with her tradespeople 
thaa 1 do with mine ? Has she always lived within her inoome? 1 have 
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blwayft lived within mine.—Ah I theie i$ ihe clergyman ooming along thc 
aqitare« Look, Mr. Whaf ckyour-name—look, if you pleaae 1” 

She started up, with the activity of a young woman; went to the 
window; waited till the clcrgyman passed; and bowed to him solemnly. 
The dergyxnan oeremoniously raiscd hia hat^ and walkcd on. Mrs. Cathe- 
rick retumed to her chair, and looked at me with a grimmer sarcasm than 
ever. 

** There I” she said. ** What do you think of that for a wcHnan with a 
lost character ? How does your speculation look now 

The singular manner in which she had chosen to assert herself, the 
extraordinary practical vindication of her position in the town which she 
had just ofiured, had so perplexed me, that I listened to her in silent 
surprise. I was not the less resdved, however, to make another effort to 
throw her off her guard. If the woman’s fierce temper once got beyond 
her ocmtrol, and onoe flamed out on me, die might yet say the worda which 
would put the due in my hånds. 

“ How does your speculation look now ?” she repeated. 

** Ezactly as it looked when I first came in,** I answered. ^ I don’t 
doubt the position you have gained in the town; and I don*t wish to assail 
it, even if I oould. Icamo here because Sir Percival Giyde is, to my certain 
knowledge, your enemy, as well as mine. If I have a grudge against him, 
you have a grudge i^nst him too. You may deny it, if you like; you 
may distnist me as much as you piease; you may be as angry as you will 
—but, of all the women in England, you, if you have any sense of injury, 
are the woman'who ought to help me to crush that man.’* 

‘*Crush him for yourself,** she said—“then come back here, and see 
what 1 say to you.** 

She spoke those words, as she had not spoken yet—quickly, fierccly, 
vindictively. I had stirred in its lair the serpent-hatred of years—but only 
for a moment. Like a lurking reptile, it leapt up at me—as she eagerly 
bent forward to^vards the place in which 1 was sitiing. Like a lurking 
reptile, it dropped out of sight again—as she instantly resumed her former 
poffltion in the chair. 

“ You won’t trust me f * I said. 

“No.** 

“You are afraid?** 

“ Do I look as if I was ?** 

• “ You are afraid of Sir Percival Glyde.” 

“Am I?** 

Her colour was rising, and her hånds were at work again, smoothing het 
gown. 1 pressed the point farther and farther home^l went on, without 
allowii^ her a moment of delay. 

“ Sir Percival has a high position in the world,** I said; “ it would 
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BO woBder if } 0 u were afraid of bim. Sir Percival is å powetfiil mAit 
baronet—the posaessor of a fine estate*—the descendiAt of a great 
fiimily—” 

She amazed me beyond expreasion by aaddenly bttrsting ont langhing. 
Tea/’ abe repeated, in tonea of the bittereat, ateadieat oontempt. A 
baionet->the poaaeaaor of a fine eatate—^tUe desoendant of a great family. 
Tea, indeed! A great family—especially by the motber’a aide.” 

^ere waa no time to refiect on tbe worda tbat bad just escaped bcr; 
there waa only time to feel tbat tbey were well worth thinking over the 
moment I left tbe bouae. 

** I am not here to dispute witb you about fiimily queationa ” I said. 
know notbing of Sir Percival’a motber——” 

**And you know aa little of Sir Percival bimaelf,” abe interpoeed, 
abarply. 

ad vise you not to be too aure of tbat/* 1 rejoined. know aome 
tbings about bim—^and I suspect many more.” 

“ Wbat do you suspect?” 

** I’ll tell you wbat I d<m*t suspect. I don't suapect bim of being Anne’s 
iather.” 

She atarted to ber feeti and came cloae up to me witb a look of fury. 

** How dåre you talk to me about Anne’a fittber) How dåre you aay 
wbo waa ber fatber, or who wasn’t!” abe broke out, ber face qnivering, 
ber Toice trembling witb passion. 

** The secret between you and Sir Percival is not that secret,” I peraiated. 
** Tbe mystery wbicb darkens Sir Percival’s life waa not bom witb your 
daugbter’a birth, and bas not died witb your daugbter’s deatb.” 

Sbe drew back a step. " 6o!” abe said, and pointed stemly to the door. 

** There waa no tbougbt of the cbild in your heart or in his,” I went on, 
determined to presa ber back to her last ddTencea. ** There waa no bond of 
guilty love between you and bim, when you held thoee stolen meetings— 
when your husband found you wbiapering together under the veatry of the 
churcb.” 

Her pointing band instantly dropped to ber aide, and the deep fluah of 
anger faded from ber face while I apoke. I saw the change pasa over ber; 
I saw that hard, firm, fearless, self-possessed woman quail under a tenor 
wbicb ber utmoat resolution was not strong enougb to reaist^when I aaid 
those five last words, “ the vestry of tbe cburch.” 

For a minute, or more, we stood looking at each otber in ailence. I 
spoke first. 

Do you still refuse to trust me?” I aaked. 

Sbe could not call the colour that had left it back to her faoe—bnt aha 
hnd steadied her voice, she had rocovered the defiant aelf-poMsaioii of hac 
moiiiicr when she answeied me« 
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** I do refuse,** laid. 

^ Do yoa still tell me to go 

“ Yes. Go—and never comø back.** 

I walked to the door, waited a moment before I oponod it, and tomed 
round to look at ber again. 

“I may have news to bringyou of Sir Pørcival wbich you don*t expect,** 
I said ; and in tbat case, I shall come back.** 

“ There is no news of Sir Pørcival that I don’t expect, except-^** 

She stopped; ber pale face darkened; and sbe stole back, witb a quiet, 
stealtby, cat-like step to ber cbair. 

** Except tbe news of bis deatb,’* sbe said, sitting down again, witb tbe 
mockery of a smile just bovering on ber (»ruel lips, and tbe furtive ligbt of 
batred lurking deep in ber steady eyes. 

As I opened tbe door of tbe room to go out, sbe looked round at me 
quickly. Tbe cruel smile slowly widened ber lips—sbe eyed me witb a 
strange, stealthy interest, from bead to foot—an imutterable expectation 
showed itself wickedly all over ber face. Was sbe speculating, in tbe 
secrecy of ber own beart, on my youtb and strength, on tbe force of my 
sense of injury and the limits of my self-oontrol; and was sbe considering 
the lengths to wbicb tbey migbt carry me, if Sir Percival and I ever cbanced 
to meet ? The bare doubt tbat it migbt be so, drove me from her presence, 
and silenced even tbe common forms of farewell on my lips. Witbout a 
word more, on my side or on hers, I left tbe room. 

Aa 1 opened tbe outer door, I saw tbe same clergyman wbo bad already 
passed tbe bouse once, about to pass it again, on bis way back through tbe 
square. I waited on tbe door-step to let bim go by, and looked round, as 1 
did 80 , at tbe parlour window. 

Mrs. Catberick bad heard bis footsteps approacbing, in tbe silence of tbat 
lonely place; and sbe was on her feet at the window again, waiting for 
bim. Kot all tbe strength of all tbe terrible passions I bad roused in tbat 
woman*8 beart, could loosen ber desperate bold on tbe one fragment of scx^ial 
oonsideration wbicb years of resolute effort bad just dragged 'wdtbin ber 
grasp. Tbere sbe was again, not a minute after I bad left ber, placed 
purposely in a position wbicb made it a matter of common courtesy on tbe 
part of tbe clergyman to bow to her for a second time. He raised bis bat, 
once more. I saw tbe hard gbastly face bebind tbe window, soften, and 
bght up witb gratified pride; I saw tbe bead witb tbe grim black cap bend 
æremoniously in return. Tbe clergyman bad bowed to ber—and in my 
presence—twice in one day I 
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X LETT ihe honse, feeling that Mrs. Catherick had helped me a step farwaid, 
in spite of herself. Before 1 had reached the tuming which led out of the 
square, my attention was suddenly arousod by the sound of a closing door 
behind me. 

I looked round, and saw an undersized man in black, on the door-step of 
a house, which, as well as I could judge, stood next to Mrs. Catherick’s 
plaoe of abode—next to it, on the side nearest to me. The man did not 
hesitate a moment about the direction he should take. He advanced rapidly 
towards the tuming at which I had stopped. I recognised him as the 
lawyer’s clerk who had preceded me in my visit to Blackwater Park, and 
who had tried to pick a quarrel with me, when I asked him if 1 oould see 
the house. 

I waited whelrø I was, to ascertain whether his object was to come to 
close quarters and speak, on this occasion. To my surprise, he passed 
on rapidly, without saying a ‘word, without even looking up in my 
face as he went by. This was such a oomplete inversion of the oourse of 
proceeding which I had every reason to expect on his part, that my 
curiosity, or rather my suspicion, was aroused, and I determined, on my 
side, to keep him cautioosly in view, and to discover what the busmess 
oalght be on which he was now employed. Without caring whether he 
saw me or not, I walked after him. He never looked back; and be led 
me straight through the streets to the railway station. 

The train was on the point of starting, and twr- or three passengers who 
srere late were clustering round the small opening through which the 
tickets were issued. I joined them, and distinctly heard the lawyei^s 
clerk demand a ticket for the Blackwater station. I satisGed myself that 
he had actually left by the train, before 1 came away. 

There was only one interpretation that I could place on what I had just 
seen and iieard. I had unquestionably observed the man leaving a hoose 
which closely adjoined Mrs. Catherick^s residence. He had been probably 
placed there, by Sir Fercivars directions, as a lodger, in anticipation of my 
inquiries leading me, sooner or later, to oommufiicate with Mm. Catherick. 
He had doubtless seen me go in and come out; and he had hurried away 
by the first train to make his report at Blackwater Park—^to whi^ plaoe 
Sir Percival would naturally betake himsolf (knowing what he evidently 
knew of my movements), in order to be ready on the spot, if I retumed to 
Hampshire. Before many days were over, there seemed eveiy likelihood, 
now, that ho and I might meet. 

Whatever result events might be destined to produce, I resolved to 
porsue my own oourse, straight to the end in view, without stopping or 
tuming aside, for Sir Percival, ordfor any one. The great lesponsibility 
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whicli yreighed on me heavily in London—the responaibility of bo gviding 
my slightest actions as to prevent them from leading accidentally to tho 
disoovery of Laura’s plaoe of refnge—^was removed, now that I was in 
Hampsl^e. I could go and come as I pleased, at Welmingham; and if 1 
chanoed to fail in observing any necessary precautions, the immediate 
results, at least, would affect no one but mysclf. 

Wben I left tho station, the winter evening was beginning to close in« 
There was little hope of oontinning my inqniries after dark to any nsefol 
purpose, in a neighbonrhood that was strange to me. Accordingly, I made 
my way to the nearest hotel, and ordered my dinner and my bed. lliis 
done, I WTOte to Marian, to tell her that I was safe and well, and that I 
had &ir prospects of suocess. I had directed her, on leaving home, to 
addresB the first letter she wrote to me (the letter I expected to receive the 
next moming) to “ The Post-offioe, Welmingham ;** and I now begged her 
to send her second day’s letter to the same address. I could easily receive 
H, by writing to the postmaster, if I happened to be away from the town 
when it arrived. 

The oofree-room of the hotel, as it grew late in the evening, became a 
perfeot solitude. I was left to reflect on what I had accomplished that 
aftemoon, as imintemiptedly as if the house had been my own. Bcfore I 
retired to rest, I had attentively thought over my extraordinary interview 
with Mrs. Catherick, from beginning to end; and had verified, at my 
leisure, the ænclusions which 1 had hastily drawn in the earlier part of the 
day. 

The vestry of Old Welmingham church was the starting-point from 
which my mind slowly worked its way back through all that I had heard 
Mrs. Catherick say, ai^ through all I had seen Mis. Catherick do. 

At the time when the neighbourhood of the vestry was first referred to in 
my presence by Mrs« Clements, I had thought it the strangest and most 
unaccountable of all places for Sir Ferclval to select for a clandestine 
meeting with' the clerk’s wife. Influenced by this impression, and by no 
other, I had mentioned ** the vestiy of the church,” before Mrs. Catherick, 
on pure speculation—it represented one of the minor peculiarities of the 
story, which occurred to me wbile I was speaking. I was prepared for her 
answering me confosedly, or angrily; but the blank terror that seizcd her, 
when 1 said the wbrds, took me completely by surprise. I had, long 
before, associated Sir Percivafs Secret with the concealment of a serious 
crime, which Mrs. Catherick knew of—-but I had gone no farther than this. 
Now, the woman’s paroxysm of terror associated the crime, either directly 
or indirectly, with the vestry, and convinced me that she had been more 
than the mere witness of it—she was also the accomplice, beyond a doubt. 

What had been the nature of the crime? Surely there was a oon- 
tcmptible side to it, as well as a dangerous side—or Mrs. Catherids: woul^ 

2 o ? 



8S8 


TIIK WOHÅN IN WHITU 


not have repoated my own words, reførring to Sir Peicival’s rank and 
power, with snch marked disdain as she had certainly displayed. It was a 
contemptible crime, then, and a dangerons crime; and she had shared in it, 
and it was associated with the vestry of the church. i 

The next consideration to be disposed of led me a step farther from this j 
point. 

Mrs. Catherick’s nndisgoised contempt for Sir Fercival plainly extended 
to his mother as well. She had referred, with the bitterest sarcasm, to the 
great family he had descended from—“ especially by the mother^s side.” 
What did this mean ? There appeared to be only two explanations of it. 
Either his mother*s birth had been low ? or his mother’s reputation was 
damaged by some bidden flaw with wbich Mrs. Gatherick and Sir Fercival 
were both privately acquainted ? I could only put the first explanation to 
tbe test by looking at the register of her marriage, and so asoertaining 
her maiden name and her parentage, as a preliminary to further inquiries. 

On the otber hånd, if the second case supposed were the true one, what 
had been the 6aw in her reputation ? Bemembering the acoount which 
Marian had given me of Sir Fercivars father and mother, and of the snspi- 
ciously unsocial secluded life they had both led, I now asked myself, 
whether it might not be possible that his mother had never been married 
at all. Kere, again, the register might, by offering written evidenoe of the 
marriage, prove to me, at any rate, tbat this doubt bad no foundation in 
truth. But where was the register to be found ? At this point, I took up 
the coDclusions wbich I bad previously formed; and tbe same mental pro- 
cess which had discovered the locality of tbe concealed crime, now lodged 
the register, also, in the vestry of Old Welmingham church. 

These were the results of my interview with Mrs. Gatherick—^these 
were the various considerations, nll stcadily converging to one point, which 
decided the course of my prcceedings on the next day. 

The moming was cloudy and lowering, but no rain feli. I left my bag 
at the hotel, to wait tbere till I called for it; and, after inquiring the way, 
set forth on foot for Old Welmingham church. 

It was a walk of ratber more than two miles, the ground rising slowly 
all the way. 

On the highest point stood the church—an ancient^ weather-beaten 
building, with heavy buttresses at its sides, and a clumsy square tower in 
front. The vostry, at the back, was built out from the church, and seemed 
to be of the same age. Bound the building, at intervals, appeared the 
remains of the village which Mrs. Glements had described to me as her 
husbandes place of abode in former years, and which the principal inhabit' 
ants had long since descrted for the new town. Some of the empty honses 
had been dif mantled to their outer w^U j irøroe bad been left to decay with 
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lime ; and some were still inhabited by persons evidently of the poorci 
class. It was a dreary scene—and yet, in the worst aspect of its roin, na 
bo dreary as the modem town tbat I bad just left. Here, there was tbe 
brown, breezy sweep of surrounding fields for the eye to repose on; here 
tbe trees> leafless as tbey were, still varied tbe monotony of tbe prospect, 
md helped tbe mind to look forward to summer-time and sbade. 

As 1 moved away from tbe back of tbe cburch, and passed some of tbe 
dismantled cottages in searcb of a person wbo might direct me to tbe clerk, 

I saw two men saunter out aftcr me, from bebind a wall. Tbe tallest of 
tbe two—a stout muscular man in tbe dress of a gamekeeper—^was a 
stranger to me. The otber was oue of tbe men wbo had followed me in 
London, on tbe day when I left Mr. Kyrle’s office. I bad taken particular 
notice of bim at tbe time; and 1 felt sure tbat I was not mistaken in iden- 
tifying tbe fellow on this occasiou. 

Neither be nor his companion attemptcd to speak to me, and bdtb kept 
themselves at a respectful distance—^but tbe motive of tbeir presence in 
tbe neigbbourhood of tbe cburch was plainly apparent. It was exactly as 
I bad supposed—Sir Percival was already prepared for me. My visit to 
Mrs. Gatberick bad been reported to bim tbe evening before; and those two 
men bad been placed on tbe look-out, near tbe cburch, in anticipation of 
my appearance at Old Welmingbam. If I had wanted any further proof 
tbat my investigations bad taken tbe right direction at las^ tbe plan now 
adopted for watching me would have supplied it. 

I walked on, away from tbe cburch, I reacbed one of tbe inhabited 
bouses, witb a patcb of kitcben garden attacbed to it, on wbicb a labourer 
was at work. He directed me to tbe clerk’s abode—a cottagC) at some 
little distance off, standing by itself on tbe outskirts of tbe forsaken village. 
Tbe clerk was in-doors, and was just putting on bis great-coat. He was a 
cheerful, familiar, loudly-talkative old man, witb a very poor opinion (as I 
soon discovered) of the place in wbicb be lived, and a happy sense of 
superiority to bis neigbbours in virtue of tbe great persona! distinction of 
baving once been in London. 

“ It’s well you camc so early, sir,” said the old man, wben I bad men- 
tioned the object of my visit. “ I sbould have been away in ten minutes 
more. Parisb business, sir—and a goodisb long trot before it's all done, for 
a man at my age. But, blcss you, Pm strong on my legs, still 1 As long 
as a man don’t give at bis legs, thcre’s a daal of work left in bim. Don’t 
you tbink so, yourself, sir ?” 

He took bis keys down, wbile be was talking, from a book bebind tbe 
nrcplace, and locked bis cottage door bebind us. 

Nobody at home to keep hoiise for me,” said tho clerk, witb a cheerful 
sense of perfect freedom from all family encumbrances. “ My wife’s in tlie 
churcbyard, tbcre; and my cbiIdren are all married, A wrctcbed place 
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Ulis, isn’t it, sir? But the parish is a large one—erery man conldn’t get 
Uirough the business as 1 do. lt*8 learning does jt; and IVe had my 
share, and a little more. I can talk the Queen’s English (God bless the 
Queen!)—and that’s more than most of the people abont here can dc. 
You*re from London, 1 suppose, sir? l’ve been in London, a matter 
of five-and-twenty year ago* What’s the news there, now, if you 
piease 

Chattering on in this way, he led me back to the vestry. I looked 
about, to see if the two spies were still in sight. They were not visible 
anywhere. After having disoovered my applicatum to the clerk, they had 
probably oonoealed themselves where they could vratch my next prooeedings 
In perfeet freedom. 

The vestry door was of stont gid oak, stndded with strong nails; and the 
slerk put his large heavy key into the lock^ with the air of a man who 
knew that he had a difficulty to enoounter, and who was not quite oertain 
of creditably conquering it. 

** I’m obliged to bring you this way, sir,** he said, " because the door 
from the vestry to the church is bolted on the vestry side. We might 
bave got in through the church, otherwise. This is a perverse lock, if ever 
there was one yet. It’s big enough for a prison-door; it*s been hampered 
over and over again; and it ought to be changed for a æw one. IVe 
mentioned that to the churohwarden fifty times yrer at least; he’s idways 
nying * Pil see about it ’-rand he never does see. Ah, iPs a sort of lost 
oomer, this place. Not like London—^is it, sir? Bless you, we are all 
asleep here! We don’t march with the times.” 

After some twisting and tuining of the key, the heavy lock yielded; 
and he opened the door. 

The vestiy was larger than I should have supposed it to be, judging from 
the outside only. It was a dim, mouldy, melancholy old room, with a 
low, raftered ceiling. Bound two sides of it, the sides nearest to the intc- 
rior of the church, ran heavy wooden presses, worm-eaten and gaping with 
age. Hooked to the inner comer of one of these presses hung sevend sur- 
plices, all bulging out at their lower ends in an irreverent-looking bundle 
of limp drapery. Below the surplices, on the fioor, stood three packing- 
cases, with the lids half off, half on, and the straw profusely bursting out of 
their cracks and crevices in every direction. Behind them, in a comer, 
was a litter of dusty papers; some large and rolied up, like architects* plans; 
Bome loosely strung together on files, like bilis or letters. The room had 
OQce been lighted by a small side window; but this had been bricked up, 
and a lantem skylight was now substituted for it. The atmosphere of the 
plaoe was heavy and mouldy; being rendered additionally oppressiv6*by 
the closing of the door which led into the church. This door also was oom* 
posed of solid oak, and tm bolted, at top and bottom, on the vestiy side. 
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“We might be tidier, mightn’t we, sir?” said tiie oheerfol clerk. “ But 
when you’re in a lost comar of a place like this, what are you to do ? Why, 
look kere, now—just look at these packing cases. There they Ve becn, for 
a year or more, ready to go down to London—^there they are, littering the 
plaoe—and there the/U stop as long as the nails hold them together. I’U 
tell you what, sir, as I said before, this is not London. We are all asleep 
heie. Bless you, we don’t march with the times 
What is there in the packing-cases ?” I asked. 

** Bits of old wood carvings from the pulpit, and panels from the chancel, 
and images from the organ loft,’* said the clerk* ^ Fortraits of the twelve 
apostles in wood—and not a whole nose among ’ein. All broken, and 
worm-eaten, and cnimbling to dust at the edges—^as brittle as crockery, sir, 
and as old as the chiirch, if not older.” 

** And why were they going to London ? To be repaired ?” 

“ That’s it, sir. To be repaired; and where they were past repair, to bo 
copied in sound wood. But, bless you, the money feli short—and 
there they are, waiting for new subscriptions, and nolxxiy to subscribe. 
It was all done a year ago, sir. Six gentlemen dined together about it^ at 
the hotel in the new town. They made speeches, and passed resolutions, 
and put their names down, and printed o£f thousan^ of prospectuses. 
Beautifiil prospectuses, sir, all flourished over with Gothic devices in red 
ink, saying it was a disgrace not to restore the church and repair the famous 
carvings, and so on, There are the prospectuses that couldn’t bo distributed, 
and the architect’s plans and estimates, and the whole correspondence which 
set everybody at loggerheads and ended in a dispute, all down together in 
that comer, behind the packing-cases. The money dribbled in a little at 
first—^but what caw you expect out of London ? There was just enough, 
you know, to pack the broken carvings, and get the estimates, and pay the 
printer’s biil—and after that, there wasn’t a halfpenny left, There the 
things are, as I said before. We have nowhere else to put them—nobody 
in the new town cares about accommodating ws—we’re in a lost comer^ 
and this is an untidy vestry—and who’s to help it ?—^that’s what I want to 
know.** 

My anxiety to examine the register did not dispose me to offer much 
encouragement to the old man’p talkativeness. I agreed with him that no¬ 
body could help the untidiness of the vestry—and then suggested that we 
should proceed to our business without more delay. 

“ Ay, ay, the marriage register, to be sure,” said the clerk, taking a little 
bunch of keys from his pbcket. ** How far do you want to* look back, sir 

Marian had informed me of Sir Percival’s age, at the time when we had 
epoken together of his marriage engagement with Laura. She bad then 
described him as being forty-five years old. Calculating back from this, 
and making due allowance for the year that had passed since I had gained 
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my infoimatlon, I foiind that he must have been horn in eighteen hun¬ 
dred and foiir, and that 1 might safcly start on my search through the 
register from that date. 

“ I want to begin with the year eighteen hundied and four,” I said. 

Which way after that, sir ?** asked the clerk. “ Forwai'ds to our time, 
or backwards away from us.** 

“ Backwards from eighteen hundred and four.” 

He opened the door of one of the presses—the press fiom the side of 
which ^e surplices were hanging—and produced a large volume bound in 
greasy brown leather. 1 was struck by the insecurity of the place in which 
the register was kept. The door of the press was warped and cracked with 
ase: and the lock was of the smallest and commonest kind. I oould have 
forced it easily with the walking-stick I canied in my hånd. • 

“Is that considered a sufficiently secure place for the register?” I 
inquired. “ Surely, a book of such importance as this ought to be i)ro- 
tected by a better lock, and kept carefully in an iron safe ?” 

“ Well, now, that’s curious I” said the clerk, shutting up the book again, 
just after he had opened it, and smacking his hånd cheerfully on the cover. 
“ Those were the very words my old master was always saying years and 
yeara ago, when I was a lad. ‘ Why isn’t the register* (meaning this 
register here, under my hånd )—* why isn’t it kept in an iron safe ?* Ii 
I’ve heard him say that once, l*ve heard him say it a hundred times. He 
was the solicitor, in those days, sir, who had the appointment of vestry- 
clerk to this church. A fine hearty old gentleman—and the most parti- 
cular man breathing. As long as he lived, he kept a copy of this book, in 
his Office at Knowlesbury, and had it posted up regular, from time to time, 
to coiTCspond with the fresh entiies here. You would hardly think it, but 
he had his own appointed days, once or twice, in every quarter, for riding 
over to this church on his old white pony to check the copy, by the 
register, with his own eyes and hånds. ‘ How do I kiiow * (he used to say) 
—‘ how do I know that the register in this vestry may not be stolen or 
destroyed ? Why isn’t it kept in an iron safe ? Why can’t I make other 
people as careful as I am myself? Some of these days there will be an 
accident happen—and when the register’s lost, then the parish will find 
out the value of my copy.* Ile used to take his pinch of snuff after that, 
and look about him as bold as a lord. Ah! the like of him for doing 
business isn’t casy to find now. You may go to London, and not match 
him, even there, Which year did you say, sir ? Eighteen himdred and 
what?” 

“ Eighteen hundred and four,” I replied; mentally resolving to give the 
old man no more opportimitics of talking, until my exapruifttion of the 
register was over. 

The clerk put on his spcctacles, and tiiined over the leaves of ths 
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register^ camftilly wetting his finger and thumb at erery third ixige. 

Tlicro it is, sir,** he said, withanother clieerful smack on the open volume. 
“ There’s the year you waut.** 

As 1 was ignorant of the month in which Sir Percival was bom, I began 
my backward search with the eai‘ly part of the year. The register^book 
was of the old fashioned kind; the entries being all made on blank pages, 
in mantiscript, and the divisions which separated them being indicated by 
ink lines drawn across the page, at the close of each entry. 

I reached the beginning of the year eighteen hundred and fonr, withont 
enoountering the marriage; and then travelled back through December, 
eighteen hiindied and three; through November, and October; through— 

No! not through September also. Under the heading of tbat month in 
the year, I found the marrii^o. 

I looked carefully at the entry. It was at the bottom of a page, and 
was, for want of room, compressed into a smaller space than that oceupied 
by the marriages above. The marrii^e immediately before it was im- 
pressed on my attention by the circumstance of the bridegroom’s Christian 
name being the same as my own. The entry immediately following it (on 
the top of the next page) was noticeable, in another way, from the large 
Space it oceupied; the record, in this case, i-cgistering the maniages of two 
brothers at the same time. The register of the mai-riage of Sir Felix Glydo 
was in no respect remarkable, except for the narrowness of the space into 
which it was compressed at the bottom of the page. The information about 
his wife, was the usual information given in such cases. She was described 
as “Cecilia Jane Bister, of Park-View Cottages, Knowlesbuiy; only 
daughter of the late Patrick Bister, Bsq., formerly of Bath.” 

I noted down fhese particulars in my jxxjket-book, feeling, as I did so, 
both doubtful and disheartened about my next proceedings. ^he Seciet, 
which I had believed, until this moment, to be within my grasp, seemed 
now farther horn my reach than ever. 

What suggestions of any mystery unexplained had arisen out of my visit 
to the^vestry? I saw no suggestions anywheve. What progress had I 
made towards disoovering the suspected stain on the reputation of Sir Per- 
cival’s mother ? The one faet I had aseertained, vindicated her reputation. 
Fresh doubts, fresh difiiculties, fresh delays, began to open before nie in 
interminable p nspect. What was I to do next ? The one immediate i-csource 
left to me, appeared to be this. I might institute iuquiries about “ Miss 
Bister, of Knowlesbury,” on the chance of advancing towards the main 
object of my investigation, by first discovering the sccrct of Mre. Cathe- 
rick’s contempt for Sir Percivars mother. 

“ Have you fotuid what you wanted, sir ?” said the clerk, as I closed the 
n?gister-book. 

“ Yes,” I replied; “ but I have some inqumcs still to make. I suppoaa 
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tlie olergy&aii who officiated here in tlie year eighteen hundred and threo 
i« no longer alive P’ 

“ No, no, sir ; he was dead three or four years hefore I came here—and 
that was as long ago as the year twenty-seven. 1 got tbis plaæ, sir,” per- 
listed my talkative old friend, ^ through the clerk before me leaving it 
rhey say he was driven out of house and home by his wife—and she’s 
living BtUl, down in the new town there. I don’t know the rights of the 
story myself; all 1 know is, I got the place. Mr. Wansborou^ got it for 
me—the son of my old master that 1 was telling you of. He’s a fiee 
pleasant gentleman as ever lived; rides to the hounds, keeps his pointers, 
amd all that. He’s vestry-elerk here now, as his father was before him.** 

“ Did you not tell me your former, master lived at Knowlesbuiy 1 
asked, calling to mind the long story ahout the precise gentleman of the 
old school, with which my talkative friend had wearied me before he 
opened the register-hook. 

“ Yes, to he sure, sir,” replied the clerk. “ Old Mr. Wansborougb lived 
at Knowlesbury; and young Mr. Wansborough lives there too.” 

** Tou said just now he was vestry-clerk, like his father before him. 1 
am not quite sure that I know what a vestry-clerk is.” 

“Don’t you indeed, sir?—^and you come from London, too I Eveiy 
parish church, you know, has a vestry-clerk and a parish-clerk. The 
parish-clerk is a man like me (except that Tve got a deal more leamiog 
than most of them—^though 1 don’t boast of it). The vestry-clerk is a 
sort of an appointment that the lawyers get; and if there’s any business to 
be done for the vestry, why there they are to do it. Itfs just the same in 
London. Every parish church there has got its vestry-clerk—and, you 
may take my word for it, he’s sure to be a lawyer.” 

“ Then, young Mr. Wansborough is a lawyer, I suppose ?” 

“ Of course he is, sir 1 A lawyer in High-street^ Knowlesbuiy—the old 
offices that his father had before him. The number of times Tve swept 
those offices out, and seen the old gentleman come trotting in to business 
on his white pony, lopking right and left all down the Street, and nodding 
to everybody! Bless you, he was a popular character I—he’d have done 
in London 1” 

“ How far is it to Knowlesbuiy from this place ?” 

“A long stretch, sir,” said the clerk, with that exaggerated idea of 
distances and that vivid perception of difficulties in getting from place to 
place, which is peculiar to all country people. “ Nigh on five mile, 1 can 
tell you!” 

It was still early in the forenoon, There was plenty of time for a walk 
to Knowlesbury, and back again to Welmingham; and there was no peraon 
pTobably in the town who was fitter to assist my inquiries about the 
character and position of Sir Percival’s mother, before her maniag^ fhan 
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ihe local øolicitor. Beaolving to go at onoe to Knowlesbury on foot, I led 
the way out of the vestry. 

“T^nk you kindly, sir,” said the clerk, as I slipped my littlo present 
into his band. “ Are you really going to walk all the way to Knowleshitry 
and back ? Well I you’re strong on your legs, too—and what a blessing 
that is, isn*t it ? There*s the roed ; you can*t miss it. I wish 1 was going 
your way—^it’s pleasant to meet with gentlemen from London, in a lost 
oomer like this. One hears the news. Wish you good moming, sir^—and 
thank you kindly once more.” 

We parted. As I left the church behind me, I looked back—and there 
were the two men again, on the road below, with a third in their oompany; 
that third person being the short rnsin in black, whom 1 had traced to the 
railway the evening before. 

The three stood talking together for a little while—^then separated. The 
man in black went away by himself towards Welmingham; the other two 
remained togetheri evidently wiuting to foUow me, as soon as 1 walked on. 

I prooeeded on my way, without letting the fellows see that 1 took any 
special notice of tbem. They caused me no oonsdous irritation of feeling 
at that nmment—on the cmitrary, they rather revived my sinking hopes. 
In the suiprise of disoovering the evidenoe of the marriage, 1 had forgotten 
the inferenoe I had drawu, on first peroeiving the men in the neighbonr- 
hood of the vestry. Their reappearance reminded me that Sir Perdval 
had antioipated my visit to Old Welmingham church, aa the next result of 
my interview with Mrs« Catherick.—otherwise, he would never have placed 
hia spiea there to wait for me. Smoothly and fairly aa appearaucea looked- 
in the vestry, there was aomething wrong beneath them—there was some- 
thing in the regiater-book, for aught I knew, that I had not discovered yet. 

X. 

Okob out of sight of the church, 1 pressed forward briskly on my way to 
Enowleabury. 

The road waa, for the most part, straight and level, Whenever 1 looked 
back over it, I saw the two spies, steadily following me. For the greater 
part of the way, th^ kept at a safe distance behind. But, once or twice, 
Ihey quickened their pace, as if with the purpose of overtaking me—then 
stopped—consnlted together—and feil back again to their former position« 
They had some special object evidently in view; and they seemed to be 
hesitating, or differing, about the hest means of accomplishing it. 1 could 
not guess exaetly what their design might be ; but 1 felt serious doubts ot 
reaching Knowlesbury without some mischance happening to me on the 
way. Those doubts were realized. 

1 had just entered on a lonely part of the road, with a sharp tum at 
some distance ahead, and had {ust ooncluded (calculating by time) that I 
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must be gettlng near to the town, wheu I suddenly heard the steps of tht 
men close bebind me. 

Before I could look round, one of them (the man by whom I bad been 
followed in London) passed rapidly on my left side, and bustled me with 
bis shoulder. 1 had been more irritated by the manner in which he and 
his coinpanion bad dogged my steps all the way from Old Welmingham 
tban I was myself aware of; and I unfortunately pushed the fellow away 
smartly with my open hånd. He instantly shouted for help. His com- 
panidh, the tall man in the gamekeeper’s clothes, sprang to my right side— 
and the next moment the two scoundr^s held me pinioned l^tween them 
in the middle of the road. 

The convictiou that a trap had been laid for me, and tho vexation of 
knowing that I had fallen into it, fortunately restrained me from making 
my position still worse by an unavailing struggle with two men—one of 
whom would in all probability have been moie than a match for me, 
single handed. I repressed the first natural movement by which I had 
attempted to shake them off, and looked about to see if there was any 
person near to whom I could appeal. 

A labourer was at work in an adjoining held, who must have witnessed 
all that had passed : I called to him to follow us to the town. He shook 
his head with stolid obstinacy, and walked away, in the direction of a 
cottage which stood back from the high road. At the same time the men 
who held me between them declared their intention of charging mewith an 
assault. I was cool enough and wise enough, now, to make no opposition. 
“ Drop your hold of my arms,” I said, “ and I will go with you to the 
town.** The man in the gamekeeper’s dress roughly refused. But the 
aborter man was sharp enough to look to consequences, and not to let his 
oompanion commit himself by unnecessary violence. He made a sign to 
the other, and I walked on between them, with my arms free. 

We reached the tuming in the road; and there, close before us, were the 
suburbs of Knowlesbury. One of the local policemen was walking along 
the path by the roadside. The men at once appealed to him. He replicd 
that the magistrate was then sitting at the town-hall; and recommended 
that wo should appear before him immediately. 

We went on to the town-hall. The clerk made out a formal summons; 
and the charge was preferred against me, with the customary exaggeration 
and the customary perversion of the truth, on such occasions. The magis¬ 
trate (an ill-tempered man, with a sour enjoyment in the exercise of his 
own power) inquired if any one on, or near, the road had witnessed tlie 
assault; and, greatly to my surprise, the complainant admitted the presenoe 
of the labourer in the field. I was enlightened, however, as to the object of 
the admission, by the magistrate’s next words. He remanded me, at once, 
for tho production of the witness; expressing, at the same time, his willing* 
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Aess to take bail for my reappearance, if I oould produoe ono rnsponiiible 
sarety to otTer it. If I had been known in the town, he wonld have 
liberated me on my own recognisances; but, as I was a total stranger, it 
was necessary that I should find responsible bail. 

The whole object of the stratagem was now disclosed to me. It had 
been so managed as to make a remand neocssary in a town where I was a 
perfect stranger, and where I could not hope to get my liberty on baiL 
The remand merely extended over three days, until the next sitting of the 
magistiate. But, in that time, while 1 was in oonfinement, Sir Percivai 
might use any means he pleasod to embarrass my futnre proceedings— 
perhaps to screen himself from detection altogether—^withont the slightest 
fear of any hindrance on my part At the end of the three days, the 
charge would, no doubt, be withdrawn; and the attendanoe of the witness 
would be perfectly useless. 

My indignation, I may almost say, my despair, at this mischievous 
check to all further progress—so base and trilling in itself, and yet so dis- 
heartening and so serious in its probable results—quite unfitted me, at 
first, to reflect on the hest means of extricating myself from the dilemma in 
which I now stpod« I had the folly to call for writing materiale, and to 
think of privately commnnicating my real position to the magistrate. The 
hopelessness and the imprudence of this proceeding failed to strike me 
before I had actually written the opening lines of the letter. It was not 
till I had pushed the paper away—not till, I am ashamed to say, 1 had 
almost allowed the vexation of my helpless position to conquer me—that a 
oourse of action suddenly occurred to my mind, which Sir Fercival had 
probably not anticipated, and which might set me Iree again in a few hours« 
I determined to communicate the situation in which I was placed to 
Mr. Dawson, of Oak Lodge. 

I had visited this gentleman’s house, it may be remembered, at the time 
of my first inquiries in the Blackwater Park neighbourhood; and I had 
presented to him a letter of introduction from Miss Halcombe, in which 
sbe reoommended me to his friendly attention in the strengest terms. I 
now wrote, referring to this letter, and to what I had previously told 
Mr. Dawson of the delicate and dangerous nature of my inquiries. I had 
not revealed to him the truth about Laura; having merely described my 
errand as being of the utmost importance to private family interests with 
whicb Miss Halcombe was concemed. Using the same caution still, I now 
accounted for my presence at Knowlesbury in the same manner—and I put 
it to the doctor to say whether the trust reposed in me by a lady whom he 
well knew, and the hospitality I had myself received in his house, justified 
me or not in asking him to come to roy assistance in a place where I was 
quite firiendless. 

I obtained permission to hire a messenger to drive away at once with m/ 
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letter, ia a ocmveyance which might be tised to bring the dociør baolt 
immediately. Oak Lodge was on the Enowlesbury side of Blackwater. 
The man declared he oould drive thero in forty minutes, and coold bring 
Mr. Dawson back in forty more. I directed him to follow the doctor 
wherever he might happen to be, if he was not at home—and then sat 
down to wait for the result with all the patience and all the hope that I 
could summon to help me. 

It was not quite half-past one whcn the messenger deported. Befoie 
faalf-past three, he retumed, and brought the dector with him. Mr. Daw- 
son’s kindnøss, and the delicacy with which he treated his prompt assist¬ 
ance quite as a matter of course, almost overpowered me. The bail 
required was offered, and accepted immediately. Before four o’clock, on 
that aftemoon, I was shaking hånds warmly with the good old doctor—a 
free man again—in the streets of Enowlesbury. 

Mr. Dawson hospitably invited me to go back with him to Oak Lodg^ 
and take up my quarters there for the night. I could only reply that my 
time was not my own; and I could only ask him to let me pay my visit 
in a few days, when I might repeat my thanks, and offer to him all the 
explanations which I felt to be only his due, but which I was not then in 
« position to make. We parted with friendly assurances on both sides; 
and I tumed my steps at onoe to Mr. Wansborough’s Office in the High- 
street. 

Time was now of the last importance. 

The news of my being free on bail would reach Sir Percival, to an abso* 
lute certainty, before night. If the next few hours did not put me in a 
position to justify his worst fears, and to hold him helpless at. my mercy, I 
might lose every inch of the ground I had gained, never to recover it again. 
The unscrupulous nature of the man, the local induence he possessed, the 
desperate peril of exposure with which my blindfold inquiries threatened 
him—all wamed me to press on to positive discovery, without the useless 
Waste of a single minute. 1 had found time to think, while I was waiting 
for Mr. Dawson*s arrival; and I had well employed it. Certain portions 
of the conversation of the talkative old clerk, which had wearied me at the 
time, now recurred to my memory with a new significance; and a suspidon 
crossed my mind darkly, which had not occurred to me while I was in the 
vestry. On my way to Enowlesbury, I had only proposed to apply to 
Mr. Wansborough for information on the subject of Sir FerdvaPs mother. 
My object, now, was to examine the duplicate register of Old Welmingham 
Ohuroh. 

Mr. Wansborough was in hia offico when I inquired for him. 

He was a jovial, red-faced, easy-looking man—^more like a country squirø 
than a lawyer—and he soemed to be both surprised and amused by my 
aoplication. He had hearct oi his father*8 copy of the raster; but had nol 
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evep 8een it himeeli. It had never been inqnired after—and it waa iio 
doubt in the strong room, among other papers that had not been distarbed 
dnce his &ther’8 death. It was a pity (Mr. Wansborough said) that the 
old gentleman was not alive to hear his precious copy asked for at last. 
He wonld have ridden his favonrite hobby harder than ever, now. How 
had I come to bear of the copy ? was it throngh anybody in the town ? 

I parried the question as well as I could. It was impossible at this stage 
of the investigation to be too cantions; and it was jnst as well not to let 
Mr. Wansborongh know prematnrely that I had already examined the 
original r^ister. I described myself, therefore, as pursuing a family 
inqniry, to the object of which every possible saving of time was of great 
impor^ee. 1 was anzions to send certain particulars to London by that 
day’s post; and one look at the duplicate register (paying, of course, the 
necessary fees) might supply what I required, and save me a farther 
jonmey to Old Welmingham. I added that, in the event of my subse- 
qnently reqniring a copy of the original register, I shonid make application 
to Mr. Wansborongh’s office to fumish me with the document. 

After this explanation, no objection was made to producing the copy. 
A clerk was sent to the strong room, and, after some delay, retumed with 
the volume. It was of exactly the same size as the volume in the vestry; 
the only difference being that the copy was more smartly bonnd. I took 
it with me to an imoccnpied desk. My hånds were trembling—my head 
was buming hot—^I felt the necessity of concealing my agitation as well as 
I oonld from the persons abont me in the room, before I ventured on 
opening the book. 

On the blank page at the beginning, to which I first tumed, were traced 
some lines, in fad^ ink. They contained these words: 

“ Copy of the Marriage Register of Welmingham Parish, Churcb. 
Execnted under my orders; and afterwards compared, entry by entry, 
with the original, by myself. (Signed) Robert Wansborongh, vestry-clerk." 
Below this note, there was a line added, in another handwriting, as follows: 
“Bxtending from the first of January, 1800, to the thirtieth of June, 
1815.*' 

I tamed to the month of September, eighteen hundred and three. I 
fonnd the marriage of the man whose Christian name was the same as my 
own. I found the double register of the marriages of the two brothers. 
And between these entries, at the bottom of the page-? 

Nothing I Not a vestige of the entry which recorded the marriage oi 
Sir Felix Giyde and Cecilia Jane Elster, in the register of the church ! 

My heart gave a great bound, and throbbed as if it wonld stifie me. I 
looked again—I was afraid to believe the evidence of my own eyes. No I 
not a doubt. The marriage was npt there. The entries on the copj 
oocapied exactly the same places on the page as the entries in the 
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original. The last entry on one page reoorded the maniage of tlie man 
with my Christian name. Below it, there was a blank space—a spaoe 
evidently left because it was too narrow to contain the entry of the 
marriages of the two brothers, which in the copy, as in the origina4 occn- 
pied the top of the next page. That space told the whole story 1 There 
it must have remained, in the church register, from eighteen hundred and 
three (when the marriages had been solemnised and the copy had been 
made) to eighteen hundred and twenty-seven, when Sir Percival appeared 
at Old Welmingham^ Kere, at Knowlesbury, was the chance of com- 
mitting the forgery, shown to me in the copy—^and there^ at Old Wel- 
mingham, was the forgery committed, in the register of the church 

My head tumed giddy; I held by the desk to keep myself from falling. 
Of all the Buspicions which had struck me in relation to thåt desperate 
man, not one had been near the truth. The idea that he was not Sir 
Percival Giyde at all, that he had no more claim to the baronetcy and to 
Blackwater Park than the poorest labourer who worked on the estate, had 
never once occurred to my mind. At one time, I had thought he might 
be Anne Catherick's father; at another time 1 had thought he might have 
been Anne Oatherick’s husband—^the offence of which he was really guilty 
had been, from first to last, beyond the widest reach of my imagination. 

The paltry means by which the fraud had been effected, the magnitude 
and daring of the crime that it represented, the horror of the conaequences 
involved in its discovery, overwhelmed me. Who could wonder now at 
the brute-restlessness of the wretch’s life; at his desperate alternations 
between abject duplicity and reckless violence; at the madness of guilty 
distrust which had made him imprison Anne Gatherick in the Asylum, and 
had given him over to the vile conspiracy against his wife, on the bare 
suspicion that the one and the other knew his terrible secret? The dis- 
closure of that secret might, in past years, have hanged him—might now 
transport him for life. The disclosure of that secret, even if the sufiferers 
by his deception spared him the penalties of the law, would deprive him, 
at one blow, of the name, the rank, the estate, the whole social existence 
that he had usurped. This was the Secret, and it was mine! A word 
from me; and house, lands, baronetcy, were gone from him for ever—a 
word from me, and he was driven out into the world, a nameless, penniless, 
friendless outcast 1 The man’s whole future hung on my lips—and he 
knew it by this time as certainly as I did! 

That last thought steadied mo« Interests far more precious than my 
own, depended on the caution which must now guide my slightest actiona. 
There was no possible treachery which Sir Percival might not attempt 
against me. In the danger and desperation of his position, he would be 
Btaggered by no risks, he would recoil at no crime—^he would, literally, 
hcsitate at nothing to save himsclf« 
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1 oonsidered for a minute. My drst necessity was to securo positive 
ev'idcnce, in writing, of the discovcry that I had just made, and, in thc 
event of any personal misadventure happening to me, to place that evidenes 
beyond Sir Percivars reach. Ihe copy of the register was sure to be safe 
in Mr. Wansborough’s strong room. But the position of the original, in 
thc vestry, was, as I had seen with my own cyes, anything hut secure. 

In this emergency, I resolved to return to the chiirch, to apply again 
to the clerk, and to take the necessary cxtract from the register, l^fore I 
slept that night. I was not then aware that a legally-oertified copy was 
necessary, and that no document merely drawn out by myself could claim 
the proper importance, as a proof. I was not aware of this; and my 
determination to keep my present proceedings a secret, prevcnted me from 
asking any qnestions wbicb mighthave procured the necessary information. 
My one anxiety was the anxiety to get back to Old Welmingbam. I made 
the best excuses 1 could for the discom|X)8ure in my face and manner, 
which Mr. Wansborongh had already notioed; laid the necessary fee on his 
tahle; arranged that I should write to him in a day or two; and left the 
Office, with my head in a whirl, and my biood throbbing through my veins 
at fever heat. 

It was just getting dark. The idea occnrred to me ihat I might he fol- 
lowed again, and attacked on the high road. 

My walking-stick was a light one, of little or no use for purposes of 
defence. I stoppcd, before leaving Knowlesbury, and bought a stout 
country cudgel, short, and heavy at the head. With this homely weapon, 
if any one man tried to stop me, I was a match for him. If more than one 
attacked me, I could trust to my heels. In my school-days, I had been a 
noted runner—and I had not wanted for practice since, in the later time of 
iny experience in Central America. 

I started from the town at a brisk pace, ond kept the middle of the 
road. 

A small misty rain was falling; and it was impossible, for the first half 
of the way, to make sure whether I was followed or not. But at the last 
half of my joumey, when 1 supposed myself to be about two miles from 
the church, I saw a man run by me in the rain—and then heard the gate 
of a field by the roadside, shut to sharply. I kept straiglit on, with my 
cudgel ready in my band, my ears on the alert, and my eyes straining to 
Hee through the mist and the darkness. Before I had advanced a hundred 
yards, there was a rustling in the hedge on my right, and three men sprang 
out into the road. 

[ drew aside on the instant to the footpath. The two foremost men 
vore carried beyond me, before they could check themselves. The third 
was as quick as lightning. Hc stopped—>half tumed—and struck at me 
with his stick. The blow was atmed at hazard, and was not a severo one, 

2 i> 
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it feli on my ieft i^oulder. I retarned heavily ca \ih besd. He 
ataggered back, and j osUed his two companions, jnst as they were Loth 
rusbing at me. This circnmstance gave me a moment’s start. I slippcd 
by them, and took to the middle of the road again, at the top of my speed. 

The two unhnrt men pursued me. They were both good rnnnerø; the 
road was smooth and level; and, for the first five minutes or more, 1 was 
oonscious that I. did not gain on them. It w'as perilous work to run for 
kmg in the darkness. 1 oould barely see the dim black line of the hedgei 
on eitber side; and any chance obstacle in the road wonld have thrown me 
down to a ærtainty. Ere long, I felt the gionnd changing: it descended 
from the level, at a tam, and then mse again beyond. Down-hill, the men 
ratber gained on me; but, up-hill, 1 began to distance them. The rapid, 
regnlar thumpof tbeir.feet grew fainter on my ear; and I calcolated by 
the sonnd that I was &r enongh in advance to take to the helds, with a 
good chance of tbeir passing me in the darkness. Diverging to the foot- 
path, I made for the first break that I could guess at, rather than see, in 
the hedge. It proved to be a closed gate. I vaulted over, and fi^nding 
myself in a field, kept across it steadily, with my back to the road. 1 
heard the men pass the gate, still running—then, in a minute more, heard 
one of them call to the other to come back. It was no matter what they 
did, now; I was out of their sight and out of tbeir hearing. I kept 
straight across the field, and, when I had reacdied the further extremity ol 
it, waited there for a minute to recover my breath. 

It was impossible to venture back to the road; but 1 was determined, 
nevertheless, to get to Old Welmingham that evening. 

Neither moon nor stars appeared to guide me. 1 only knew that I had 
kept thewind and rain at my back on leaving Knowles^ry—^d if I now 
kept them at my back still, I might at least be certain of not advancing 
altogether in the wrong direction. 

Proceeding on this plan, I crossed the country—meeting with no wOise 
obstacles than hedges, ditches, and thickets, which every now and then 
obliged me to alter my oourse for a little wbile—^until I found myself on a 
hill-side, with the ground sloping away steeply before me. 1 descended to 
tbe bottom of the hollow, squeezed my way through a hedge, and got oiit 
into a låne. Having tumed to the right on leaving the road, I now tnmed 
to the Ieft, on tlie chance of regaining the line from whidi I had 
wandered. After following the muddy windings of the låne for ten 
minutes or more, 1 saw a cottage with a light in one of the Windows. 
The garden gate was open to the låne; and 1 went in at onoe to inqnira 
my way. 

Before I could knock at the door, it was suddenly opened, and a msn 
Game running out with a lighted lantem in his band. He stopped tnd 
held it up at the sight of me. We both startei as we saw each othor. 
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My wanderings had led me round the outskirta of tho village, aod had 
lirought me out at the lower end of it. 1 was back at Old Welmingbam ; 
ind the man with the lantem was no other than mj acqnaintance of the 
uorning, the parish clerk. 

His manner appeared to have altered strangely, in the interval since 1 
had last soen him. He looked auspidous and confused; his ruddy cheeka 
were deeply flushed; and his first words, when he spoke, were qnite 
unintelligible to me* 

“ Where are the keys ?** he asked. “ Have you taken them T* 

What keys ?” 1 repeated. ** 1 ha^e this moment come from Enowles« 
bury. What keys do you mean 

“ The keys of the vestry. Lord save ns and help us! what shall 1 do ? 
The keys are gone 1 «Do you hear cried the old man, shaking the lantem 
at m'e in his agitation; “ the keys are gone!” 

“ How ? When ? Who can have taken them 

“1 don’t know,” said the clerk, staring ahout him wildly in the 
darkness. ‘‘l’ve only just got back. 1 told you 1 had a long day*8Work 
this morning —1 locked the door, and shut the window down—^it’s open 
now, the window’s open. Look 1 somebody has got in there, and taken the 
keys.” 

He tumed to the casement window to show me that it was wide open. 
The door of the lantem came loose from its fastening as he swayed it 
round; and the wind blew the candle out instantly. 

“ Get another light,” I said j “ and let us both go to the vestry together 
Quick! quickl” 

I huxtied him into the house. The treachery that 1 had every reason tc 
cxpect, the treachery that might deprive me of every advantage X had 
gained, was, at that moment, p^haps, in process of æcomplkhment. My 
impatienoe to reach the church was so great, that I could not remain 
inactive in thecottage while the derk lit the lantem again. I walked out^ 
down the garden path, intq the låne. 

Before I had advanced ten paces, a man approached me from the direc- 
tion leading to the church. He spoke respeetfully as we met. I could 
not see his face; but, judgiug.by his voice only, he was a per^t stiangev 
to me. 

** I beg your pardon. Sir Percival-•’ he began. 

I stopped him before he could say more. 

“ The darkness misleads you,” I said. “I am not Sir Percival.” 

The man drew back direetly. 

“ I thought it was my master,” he mnttered, in a confused, donbtful 
way. 

“ You expected to meet your master here ?” 

** I was told to wait in the låne.” 
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Witli that ansWet, ho retraced his steps. 1 looked hack at the cottage, 
and saw the clerk coming out, with the lantern lighted once more. I took 
the old man’s arm to help him on the more quickly. We hastened along 
the låne, and passed the person who had accosted me. As well as I could 
see by the light of the lantern, he was a servant out of livery. 

“ Who’s that ?” whispered the clerk. “ Does he know anything about 
the keys 

“ We won’t wait to ask him,” I replied. “ We will go on to the vestry 
first.” 

The church was not visible, even by day-timo, until the end of the låne 
was reached. As we mounted the rising ground which led to the building 
from that point, one of the village children—a boy—camc close up to us, 
attracted by the light we carried, and recognised the clerk. 

“ I say, meaater,” said the boy, pulling officiously at the clerk*8 coat, 
“ there l^ summun up yander in the church. 1 heerd un lock the door on 
hisself—I heerd un strike a loight wi’ a match.” 

The clerk trembled, and leaned s^inst me heavily. 

“ Come! come!” I said, encouragingly. “ We are not too late, We 
will catch the man, whoever he is. Eeep the lantern, and follow me as 
hist as you can.” 

I mounted the hill rapidly. The dark mass of the church-tower was 
the first object I discemed dimly against the night sky. As I tumed 
aside to get round to the vestry, I heard heavy footsteps close to me. The 
servant had ascended to the church after us. I don*t mean any harm,” 
he said, when I tumed round on him; “ Tm only looking for my master.” 
The tones in which he spoke betrayed unmistakable fear. 1 took no notice 
of him, and went on. 

The instant I tumed the oomer, and came in view of the vestry, I saw 
the lantem-skylight on the roof brilliantly lit up from within. It shone 
out with dkzzling brightness against the murky, starless sky. 

I hurried through the churchyard to the door. 

As I got near, there was a strange smell stealing out on the damp night 
air. I heard a snapping noise inside—I saw the light above grow b^hter 
and brighter—^a pane of the glass cracked—^1 ran to the door, and put my 
hånd on it. The vestry was on fire! 

Before I could move, before 1 could draw my breath after that discoveiy, 
1 was horror-strack by a heavy tbump against the door, from the inside. 
I heard the key worked violently in the lock—I heard a man’s voioc, 
behind the door, raised to a dreadfui shrillness, screaming for help. 

The servant, who had followed me, staggered back shuddering, and 
dropped to his knees. “ Oh, my God I” he said; “ it’s Sir Percival I” 

As tho words passed his lips, the clerk joined us—and, at the same 
moment, there was another, and a last, grating tum of the key in the lock. 
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** TliO Lord have mercy on his soul T s&id Uio old man. ^ Ho is doomod 
aud dead. He has hampered the lock.” 

I rushed to the door. The one absorbing parpose that had filled all my 
ihoughts, that had oontrolled all my actions, for weeks and weeks past, 
vanished in an instant from my mind. All remembrance of the heartless 
injury the man’s crimes had inflicted; of the love, the innocenoe, the 
happiness ho had pitilessly laid waste; of the oath 1 had swom in my own 
heart to summon him to the terrible reckoning that he deserved—^passed 
from my memory like a dream. 1 lememhered nothing but the horror of 
his situation. 1 felt nothing but the naiural human impulse to save him 
from a frightful death. 

“ Tf^the other door !** I shouted. “ Try the door into the churdi! 
The lock’s hampered. You’re a dcad man if you waste another moment 
on it!** 

There had been no renewed cry for hclp, when the key was tumed for 
the last time. There was no sound, now, of any kind, to give token that 
he was still alive. I heard nothing but the quickening crackle of the 
iiames, and the sharp snap of the glass in the skylight above. 

1 looked round åt my two componions. The servaut had risen to his 
feet: he had taken the lantern, and was holding it up vacantly at the door. 
Terror seemed to have struck him with downright idiocy—he waited at my 
heels, he followed me aboutwhen 1 moved, like a dog. The clerk sat 
crouched up on one of the tombstones, shivering, and moaning to himself. 
Tiie one-moment in which 1 looked at them was enough to show me that 
they were .both helpless. 

Hardly knowing what I did, acting desperately on the first impulse that 
occurred to me, I seized the servant and pushed him against the vestry 
Wall. “ Stoop I” I said, *^and hold by the stones. I am going to climb over 
you to the roof—am going to break the skylight, and give^him some air!” 

The man tremhled from head to foot, but he held firm. I got on his 
back, with my cudgel in my mouth; seized the parapet with both hånds; 
and was instantly on the roof. In the frantic hurry and agitation of the 
moment, it never struck me that I might let out the flame instead of letting 
in the air. I struck at the skylight, and battered in the cracked, loosened 
glass at a blow. The fire leaped out like a wild beast from its lair. If the 
wind had not chaneed, in the position I oceupied, to set it away from mc, 
my exertions might havo ended then and there. I crouched on the roof as 
the smoke poured out above me, with the flame. The gleams and flashes 
of the light showed me the servant’s face staring up vacantly under the 
Wall; the clerk risen to his feet on the tombstone, wringing his bands in 
despair; and the scanty population of the village, haggard men and terrified 
womon, clustered beyond in the churchyard—all appearingand disappearing, 
iri the red of the dreadful glarc, in the black of the choklug smokot And 
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the man "beneath my feet 1—^the man, suffocating, Iwmlng dying ao nonr ns 
all, so utterly beyond our reach! 

The thought half maddoned me. I lowcred myself from the roof, by my 
hånds, and dropped to tbe ground, 

^ Tie key of the cliurch 1** I ehoutcd to the clerk. “ We must try it 
that way—we may save him yet if we can burst open thø inner door.” 

“ JTo, no, no!” cried the old man. “ No hope! the church key and the 
vestry key are on the same ring—^both inside there! Oh, sir, he's past 
saving—^he’s dust and ashes by this time 1” 

" They’ll see thø fire from the towii,” said a voice from among the men 
behind me. “ There’s a ingine in the town. They*ll save the church.** 

I called to that man —Jie had his wits about him—I called to him to 
come and speak to me. It >vould be a quarter of an hour at least before ^ 
the town engino could reach us. The horror of remaining inactive, all that 
time, was more tban 1 could face. In defiance of my own reason I per- 
suaded myself that the doomed and lost wretch in the vestry might stiU be 
lying senseless on the floor, might not be dead yet. If we broke open the 
door, might we save him ? I knew the strength of the heavy lock—I knew 
the thickness of the nailed oak—knew the hopelessness of assailing tbe 
one and the other by ordinary means. But surely there were beams still 
left in the dismantled cottages near the church ? What if we got one, and 
used it as a battering-ram against the door ? 

The thought leaped through me, like the fire leaping out of the shattered j 
skylight. I appealed to the man who had epoken first of the fire-ex^me in 
the town. “ Have you got your pickaxes handy Yes; they had. ** And 
a hatchet, and a saw, and a bit of rope Yes I yes I yes I I ran down 
among the villagers, with the lantem in my band. “ Five shillings apieoe 
to every man who helps me!” They started into life at the words. That 
ravenous second hunger of poverty—the hunger for mouey—^roused them 
into tumult and activity in a moment. “ Two of you for more lantems 
if you have them ! Two of you for the pickaxes and the tools I The 
rest after me to find the beam!** Ihey cheered—with shrill starveling 
voices they cheered. The women and the children fled back on either 
side. We rushed in a body down the churchyard path to the first 
empty cottage. Not a man was left behind but the clerk—the poor 
old clerk standing on the flat tombstone sobbing and wailing over the 
church. The servant was still at my heels: his white, helpless, panio- 
stricken face was close over my shoulder as we pushed into the cottage. 
There were rafters from the tom-down floor above, lying loose on the 
ground—^but they were too light. A beam ran across over out heads, but 
not out of reach of our arms and otir pickaxes—^a beam fast at each end in 
the ruined wall, with ceiling and flooring all ripped away, and a great gap 
in the roof above, open to the sky. We attacked the beam at both ends at 
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once*. God 1 how it held->how ihe bdck and mortar of the wall reasted 
U81 We atruck, and tugged, and tore. The beam gave at one ehd*^it 
Game dowu with a Imnp of brickwork after it. There waa a acream from 
the women all huddled in the doorway to look at na—a ahout from the men 
:—two of them down, but not hurt. Another tog all together—and the 
beåm waa loose at both ends. W.e laised it, and gave the word to clear thø 
doorway. Now for the Work! now for the ruah at the door 1 There ia the 
fire streaming into the aky, atreaming brighter than ever to light ua! 
Steady, along the ohiux}hyaid path—ateady with the beam, £6r a ruah at 
the door, One, two, three—^and o£f. Out rings the cheering again, irre- 
pressibly. We have shaken it already; the hinges must give, if the iock 
won’t. Another run,with the beam I One, two, three—and ofi. lt*n 
looae!. the stealthy fire darts at us through the crevice all round it 
Another, and a last rush 1 The door fails in with a crash. A great huah 
of awe, a stillness of bieathless expectation, possessea every living soul of 
us. We look for the body. . The scorehing heat on our facea drives ua 
back: we see nothing—ahove, helow, all through the room, we aee nothing 
but a sheet of living fire. 

* 

** Where ia he?” whiapered the aervant, staring vacantly at the flamea. 

He’s dust and ashes,’’ said the clerk. ^ And the hooks are duat and 
ashes—and oh, sirs! the churcb wili be dust aud asbea aoon.*’ 

Thoae were the only two who spokev When they were silent again, 
nothing atirred in Ihe stillness but the bubhle and the crackle of the 
fiames. 

Hark I 

A harsh rattling sound in the distance—then, the hollow beat of horaes’ 
hoofs at full ghllep—then, the low roar, the all-predominant tumult of 
hnndreds o£ human voicef! clamouring and ahouting together. The engine 
at laat! 

The people ahout mc all tumed from the fire, and ran eagerly to the 
brow of the hiil* The old clerk tried to go with the rest; but his atrength 
was ezhaoated. 1 saw him holding by one of the tombstonea. ^ Save. the 
ohurch 1” he cried out, faintly, aa if the firemen could hear him already. 
“ Save the ohurch!” 

The only man who never moved was the servant. There he stood, hia 
eyes still fastened on tbe flames in a changeleas, vacant stare. 1 spoke to 
him, I ahook him by the arm. He was past rousing. He only whispered 
once “ Where ia he?”. 

In ten minutes, the engine was in position; the well at the back of the 
ehurch was feeding it; .and* the hose was carried to the doorway of tbe 
Vestry. If belp had Wn wanted from me, I could not have affoxded it 
l»w. My energy of will was gone—^my strength waa • exbausted—tlie 
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turmoil of my thoughts wos fearfolty and snddcnly siilled, now I knexr 
Uiat he was dead. 1 stood uselcss and helpless—^looking, looking, looking 
into the buming room. 

I aaw the fire slowly oonquered. The brightness of the glare faded—the 
atcam rose in white clonds, and the smouldering heaps of embers showed 
red and black through it on the floor. There was a pause—then, an 
advanoe altogether of the firomen and the police, which blocked np the 
doorway—^then a consultation in low voioes—and then, two men were 
Ictach^ from the rest, and sent out of the churchyard through the crowd. 
The crowd drew back on eithor side, in dead silencc, to let them pass. 

After a while, a great shodder ran through the people; and the living 
låne widened slowly. The men came back along it, with a door from one 
of the empty houses. They caviied it to the vestry, and went in. The 
police closed again ronnd the doorway; and men stole out from among the 
crowd by twos and threes, and stood bchind them, to be the first to see. 
Others waited near, to be the first to hear. Women and children were 
among t'^ese last. 

The tidings from the vestry began to flow out among the crowd—^they 
dropped slowly from mouth to mouth, till they reached the place where I 
was standing. I heard the qucstions and answers repeated again and again, 
in low, eager tones, all round mo. * 

** Have they foimd him ?** ** Yes.”—** Where “ Against the door; 
on his face.”—Which door ?*' “ The door that goes into the church. His 
head was against it; he was down on his face.’W* Is his face bnmt?*' 
“ No.” “ Ycs, it is.” “ No; scorched, not bumt; he lay on his face, I tell 
you.”—“ Who was he ? A lord, they say.” “ No, not a loi-d. Sir Some- 
thing; Sir means Knight.” ** And Baronight, too.” “ No.” “ Yes, it does.” 
—\^at did he want in there ?” “ No good, you may depend on it.”— 
“ Did he do it on purpose ?”—Bum himself on purpose I”—“ I don’t mean 
himself; 1 mean the vestry.”—** Is he dreadful to look at F* ** Dreadful!” 
—** Not about the face, though ?” ** No, no; not so much about the face.” 
—** Don’t anybody know him ?” ** There’s a man says he does.”—^ Who ?” 
** A servant, they say. But he’s struck stupid-like, and the police don’t 
believe him .”—** Don’t anybody else know who it is ?” “ Hush—!” 

The loud, clear voice of a man in authority silenoed the low hum of 
talking all round me, in an instant. 

** '\^ere is the gentleman who tried to save him ?” said the voioe. 

** Here, sir—^here he is 1” Dozens of eager faces pressed about mo— 
dozons of eager arms, parted the crowd. The man in authority came up to 
me with a lantern in his hånd. 

“ This way, sir, if you piease,” he såid, quietly. 

I was unable to speak to him; I was unable to resist him, when he took 
ipy arm. I tried to say that I had nevcr seen the dead n^an, in his lifeHuw 
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—thai ihere was no hope of identifying him by means of a stranger liko 
mc. But the words failed on my lips. I was foint and silent and helpless. 

“ Do you know him, sir 

I was standing inside a circle^of men. Three of them, opposite to me, 
were holding lantems low down to the ground. Their eycs, and the eyes of 
all the rest, were fixed silently and expectantly on my face. X knew whnt 
was at my feet—knew why they woro holding the lantems so low to the 
ground. 

“ Can you identify him, sir?” 

My eyes dropped slowly. At firsfc, I saw nothing under them but a 
coarse canvas cloth. The dripping of tho min on it was audible in the 
dreadful silenoe. I looked up, along the cloth; and there at the end, stark 
and grim and black, in the yellow light—thero, was his dead face. 

So, for the lirst and last time, 1 saw him. So the Visitation of God 
ruled it that he and I should meet. 


XI. 

The Inquest was hurried for oertain local reasons which weighod with the 
coroner and the town authorities. It was held on the aftemoon of the 
next day. I was, necessarily, one among the witnesses summoned to assist 
tho objects of the investigation. 

My first proceeding, in the moming, was to go to the post-oflBce, and 
inquire for the letter which I expected from Marian. No change of cii - 
cumstances, however extraordinary, could affeet the one great anxiety which 
weighed on my mind while I was away from Ijondon. The moming*s 
letter, which was the only assurance I could receive that no misfortiine had 
happened in my absence, was still the absorbing interest with whicli my 
day began. 

To my relief, the letter from Marian was at the ofBce waiting for mo. 

Nothing had happened—^they were both as safe and as well as when I 
had left them. lAura sent her love, and begged that I would let her know 
of my return a day beforehand. Her sister added, in explanation of this 
message, that she had saved ** nearly a sovereign ” out of her own private 
purse, and that she had claimed the privilege of ordering the dinuer and 
giving the dinner which was to celebratø the day of my retura. I read 
these litde domestic confidences, in the bright moming, with the terrible 
recollection of what had happened the evening before, vivid in my memory. 
The necessity of sparing Lauia any sudden knowledge of the truth was the 
first consideration which the letter suggested to me. I wrote at once to 
Marian, to tell her what I have told in these pages; presenting the tidings 
as gi-adually and gently as I could, and warning her not to let any such 
thing as a newspaper faU in LauiVs way while I was absent. In the cas3 
of ip^y Qtber womauyless courageous and løss reliable, I might have hesitatøi 
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before I Yentored on nnresenredly diaolosing :the wkoie initk. Bnt I owed 
it to Marian to be faiti^l lo fliy past'exi)eriiøaoe of heri and to trost.her aa 
I tnisted myself. 

My lettor vma neoeasafily a' loi]^ one. It 'oooa^ed me nntil tho titne 
came for pirooeedhig to ihe Inquelt. 

The objects of the legal inquiry were nocessarily beset by pecnliar com- 
plications and difficulties. Besides the inYestigation into the mannei in 
which ihe deceased had met his death, there were serious questions to be 
settled relating to the cause of the fire, to the abatraétioq of the keys, and 
to the presence of a stranger in the Ydst^ at the ^inie when the flames 
broke ont. BYen the iåent&fieation of &e déad mah had not yet been ao< 
oomplishecL The helpless oondhion of the servant had made the police 
distrustful of his asserted reocgmtion of his/masteTé They had sent to 
Knowlesbnry over^ght to seciire the attehdanoe of witnesses who were 
well acquainted with the personal appeara&ce of Sir Percival Giyde, and 
they had oommunicated, the first thing in the morning, with Blackwater 
Fark. These precantions enabled the ooroner and jnry to settie the 
qnestion of identity, and to eonfimi' thø oc^éctneatf of the servantes 
assertion; the evidenCe ofieréd by dbmpetent witnesses, and by Ihe dis- 
noYøry of certain facts, beif^ sabeequenBy strengthened by an examination 
of the dead man’s watch. The crest and the name of ^ FeroiTal Giyde 
were engraYed inside it. 

The next inqtiiriearelated to the fire. 

The servant and I, and the boy who had heaid the light etruck in tbe 
vestry, were the first witnesseS Cidled. The boy gave his evidence clearly 
enough ; bnt the servEnVs mind had not yet recovered the shock inflioted 
on it—^he was plainly inoapable of assistii^ the objeots of the inqniiy, and 
he was desired to stand down. 

To my own relief, my examination was not a longono. I had notknown 
the deceased; I had never seen him; 1 was not aware of his presenoe at 
Old Welmingham * and 1 had not been in the Yestry* at the finding of .tbe 
body. All I oould prove was that 1 had stopped at the derk’s oottage to 
ask my way; that I had heard from him of the loss of the keys ; ihat I 
had aocompanied him to ihe chnrch tø render what hdp I ooi^ $ that 1 
had seen the fire; that I had heard some person unknown, toside ihe 
vestry, trying vainly to unlock' thø door; and' that 1 had done what 1 
could, from motiYes of hnmauity, tø save the man. Other witnesses, who 
had been aoqnainted with the deceased, were asked if they could ex^ain 
the mystery of his presumed ahstraction of the keys, and his presenoe to 
the bnming room. But the corouer seemed to take it for gianted, natu¬ 
rally enough, that I, as a total stranger in the neighbourhood, and a total 
stranger to Sir Percival Giyde, oonld nol be in a position to offer any øvi* 
'*'<n:e on these two points. 
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The oourse that 1 was myself botmd to take, when my formal examina- 
tioa had closed, seemed clear to me. I did not feel called on to Tolunteer 
any statement of my own private convictionø; in the firat plaæ, becanso 
my doing so could serve no practical pnrpose, now that all proof in snpport 
of any surmises of mine was bumt with the bumt register; in the seoond 
place, because 1 could not have intelligibly stated my opinion—my un- 
supported opinion—^without disclosing the -whole story of the conspiracy; 
and producing beyond a doubt, the same unsatisfactory effeet on the minde 
of the coroner and the jury which I had already produced on the mind of 
Mr, Kyrle. 

In tbese pages, however, and after the time that hasnowelapsed, no such 
cautijns and restraints as are here described, need fetter the free expres- 
sion of my opinion. I will state briefly, before my pen oceupies itself with 
other events, how my own convictions lead mo to acconnt for the abstrak¬ 
tion of the keys, for the outbreak of the fire, and for the death of tho 
man. 

The news of my being free on bail drove Sir Perdval, as I believe, to his 
last resources. The attempted attack on the road was one of those 
resources; and the suppression of all practieal proof of his crime, by 
destroying the page of the register on which the forgery had been com- 
mitted, was the other, and tho surest of the two. If I could produée no 
extract from the original book, to compaTe with the eertified copy at 
Knowlesbury, I could produce no positive evidence, and could thieatenhim 
with no fatal exposure. All that was necessary to the attainment of his 
end was, that he should get into the vestry unperceived, that he should tear 
out the page in the register, and that he should lesve the vestry again as 
privately as he had entered it. 

On this supposition, it is easy to understand why he waited until night- 
fall before he made the attempt, and why he took advantage of the clerk’s 
absence to possess himself of the keys. Kecessity would oblige him to 
strike a light to find his way to the right register; and common cantion 
would suggest his locking tho door ou the inside in case of intrusion on the 
part of any inquisitive stranger, or on my part, if I happened to be in the 
neighbourhood at the time. 

I cannot believe that it was any part of his intention to make the 
destruction of the register appear to be the result of accident, by pnrposely 
setting tbe vestry on fire. The bare chance that prompt assistance mighl 
arrive, and that the hooks might, by the remotest possibility, be saved, 
would have been enough, on a moment’s consideration, to dismiss any ides 
of this sort from his mind. Remembering the quantity of combustibU 
objects in the vestry—the straw, the papers, the packing-cases, the dry 
wood, the old woim-eaten presses—^all the probabilities, in my cstimation. 
point to the fire as the result of an accident with his matches or his light. 
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His first imptilse, under these circumstanoes, was doubtlcss to try to 
extinguish the flames—and, failing in that, his second impulse (ignorant .is 
he was of the State of the lock) had been to attempt to escape by the door 
which had given him entrance. When I had called to him, the flanuis 
\nust have reached across the door leading into the church, on either side of 
which the presses extended, and close to which the other combustiUo 
objects were placed. In all probability, the smoke and flame (conflned as 
they were to the room) had been too much for him, whcnhetried to escape 
«/y the inner door. He must have dropped in his death-swoon—he must 
have sunk in the place where he was foiind—just as I got on the roof to 
break the skylight-window. Even if we had been able, afterwards, to get 
into the church, and to burst open the door from that side, the delay must 
have been fatal. He would have been past saving, long past saving, b^ 
that time. We should only have given the flames free ingress into 
the church: the church, which was now preserved, but which, in tbat 
event, would have shared the fate of the vestry. There is no doubt in my 
mind—there can be no doubt in the mind of any one—that he was a dead 
man before ever we got to the empty cottage, and worked with might and 
main to tear down the beam. 

This is the nearest approach that any theory of mine can make towards 
accounting for a result which was visible matter of faet. As I have 
described them, so events passed to us outside. As I have related it, sohis 
body was found. 

The luquest was adjoumed over one day; no explanation that the eye 
of the law could recognise having been discovered, thus far, to account for 
the mysterious circiunstances of the case. 

It was arranged that more witnesses should be summoned, and that the 
London solicitor of the deceased should be invited to attend. A medical 
man was also charged with the duty of reporting on the mental condition of 
the ser vant, which appeared at present to' debar him from gi ving any evi- 
dence of the least importance. Ho could only declare, in a dazed way, ihat 
he had been ordered, on the night of the flre, to wait in the låne, and that 
he knew nothing else, except that the deceased was certainly his master. 

My own impression was, that he had been first used (without any guilty 
knowledge on his own part) to ascertain the faet of the clerk’s absence from 
home on the previous day; and that he had been afterwards ordered to 
wait near the church (but out of sight of the vestry) to assist his master« 
in the event of my escaping the attack on the road, and of a coUision 
occuriing between Sir Percival and myself. It is necessary to add, that the 
raan’s own testimony was never obtained to oonfirm this view. The 
medical report of him declared that what little mental faculty he posseaeed 
was scriously shake«; nothing satisfactoiy was extracted from him at tbq 
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wljounied Inquest; and, for aught I know to the contrary, be may nevcr 
have recovered to tbis day. 

I retnrned to the hotel at Welmingham, so jaded in body and mind, so 
weakened and depressed by all that I had gone through, as to be quite nn- 
fit to endnre the local gossip abont the Inquest, and to answer the trivial 
questions that the talkers addressed to mc in the coifee-room. I withdrew 
from my scanty dinner to my cheap gan'et-chamber, to secure myself a 
little quiet, and to think, undisturbed, of Laura and Marian. 

If I had been a richer man, I would have gone back to London, an<' 
would have oomforted myself with a sight of the two dear faces again, thal 
night. But, I was bound to appear, if called on, at the adjoumed Inquest, 
and doubly bound to answer my bail before the magistrate at Knowlesbury 
Our siender resources had suffered already; and the doubtful future— 
more doubtful than ever now—made me dread decreasing our means un- 
necessarily, by allowing myself an indulgence, even at the small oost of a 
d 3 uble railway joumey, in the carriages of the second class. 

The next day—the day immediately following the Inquest—^was left at 
my o^vn disposal. I began the morning by again applying at the post- 
offioe for my regular report from Marian. It was waiting forme, as before, 
and it was written, throughout, in good spirits. I read the letter thank- 
fully; and then set forth, with my mind at ease for the day, to go to Old 
Welmingham, and to view the scene of the fire by the morning llght. 

What changes met me when I got there! 

Through all the ways of our imintelligible world, the trivial and the 
terrible walk nand in hånd together. The irony of circumstances holds 
no mortal catastrophe in respect. When 1 reach^ the church, the trampled 
oondition of the burial-ground was the only serious trace left to tell of the 
fire and the death. A rough boarding of boards had been knocked up 
before the vestry doorway. Rude caricatures were scrawled on it already; 
and the vill^e children were fighting and shouting for the possession of the 
hest peep-hole to see through. On the spot where I Jsad heard the cry for 
help from the burning room, on the spot where the panic-stricken servant 
had dropped on his knees, a fussy flock of poultry was now scrambling for 
the first choice of worms after the rain—and on the ground at my feet, 
where the door and its dreadful burden had been laid, a workman’s dinner 
was waiting for him, tied up in a yellow basin, and his faithful cur in 
chaige was yelping at me for coming near the food. The old clerk, looking 
idly at the slow commencement of the r**.pairs, had only ono interest that 
he could talk about, now—^the interest of escaping all blame, for his own 
part, on account of the accident that had happened. One of the village 
women, whose white wild face I remembered, the picture of terror, when 
we pulled down the beam, was giggling with another woman, the picture ot 
inanity, over an old washing-tub. There is nothing serious in mortality! 
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Boloinon in $ll his gioiy» was Solomon with the dementø of tiiø oon 
temptible lurking in every fold of his robes and in evezy comer of his palaee. 

As 1 left ihe plaoe, my thoughts trnned, not for the first time, to the 
complete overthrow that all present hope of establishing Lama’s idenlity 
had now suffered, through Sir PerciTars death. He was gone—^and, with 
kim, the chance was gene whidi had been the one object of all my labouis 
and all my hopee. 

Could I look at my failura horn no truer peånt of view than this P 
Suppose he had livod—'would that ohange of dreumstanoe have altered 
the result P Could I have made my discovery a marketable commodity, 
even for Laura’s sake, after I had found out that robbery of the rights of 
others was the essence of Sir Fercival’s crime ? Could 1 have ofiSered the 
priæ of my silenee for his confesskm of the oohspiraoy, when the efBect of 
that silenee must have been to keep the right hdr from the estates, and 
the right owner from the name P Impossible 1 If Sir Percival had lived, 
the discovery, from which (in my ignorance of the true nature of the Secret) 
I had hoped so mueh, oould not have been mine to suppress, or to make 
public, as I thought best, for the vindication of Laura’s rights. In oommoa 
honesty and common honour I must have gone at once to thestianger wbose 
birthright bad been usurped—I must have renounced the victory at the 
moment when it was mine^ by placing my discovery unreservedly in that 
strangei^s hånds—and 1 must have fuceå afresh all the difBculties which 
stood between me and the one object of my life, exaetly as I was resolved, 
in my heart of hearts, to face them now 1 
1 retumed to Welmingham with my mind oomposed; feeling more sure 
of myself and my resolution than I had felt yet. 

On my way to the hotel, 1 passed the end of the square m which Mn. 
Cstherick lived« Should 1 go back to the house, andmake another attempt 
to see her ? No. That news of Sir Perdvars death, whioh was the last 
newB she ever expected to hear, must have reached her, hours sinoe. Ail 
the proceedings at the Inquest had been reported in the local paper that 
moming: there was nothing I could tell her which she did not know 
already. My interest in making her speak had slackened. 1 remembered 
the furtive hatred in her face, when she said, There is no news of Sir Per¬ 
cival that 1 don’t expectr—exoept the news of bis death/’ I remembered the 
stealthy intorest in her eyes when they settled on me at parting, after she had 
epoken those words. Some instinet, deep in my heart, which I felt to be a 
tme one, made the prospect of again entering her presenoe repulsive to me 
tamed away from the square, and weht stralght back to the hotel. 

Some houTs later, while 1 was resting in the coffee-room, a letter was 
plaoed in my bands by the waiter. It was addressed to me, by name; and 
I found cn inquiry, that it had been left at the bar by a woman, just as it 
was near dusk, and just before the gas was Irghtod. Shéhad saidoothing; 
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aoid shø had gene away again* before ihei« waa time to speak to ber, or even 
to notiee.who sbe waSé 

1 opened tbe letter. It wu neither daled, nor signed; and tbe band- 
mting was palpobly disgnised« Before I bad read tbe firet øentenoe, bow- 
ever, 1 knew.irbo xny correapOAdent imaa« Mn. Catheriok. 
liie letter ran as follows—copy it e w>tly, word for word: 

The Story eonUnued hy Mas. Cathebigk. 

SiB, 

Ton baVe nKH: oome back, as yoa said yon wonld. No matter; I 
know tbe iiews, and I write to tell jroa so. "Did yon see anything parti- 
cular in my face when yon lefb me? I was wondering, in my own mind, 
wbetlier tbe day of bis downfall bad' come at last, and whether yon were tbe 
ehosen inslaiunent for working it; • Ton were—and yon worked it. 

Ton were weak enongb, aS I båte beard, to tryand save bis life. If yon 
had SnCcéeded, I sbcnlld have Icoked npon yon as my enemy. Now you 
båte failed, 1 hold yon ås my friend. Yont inqniries frigbtened him into 
tbe vestry nigbt; youf -inqniries, witbonfe your privity ånd against 
yonr will, have servéd batred and wrøaked tbe tengeance of tbree-and- 
twenty years. Thank yon, sir, in spite of youtself. 

1 owe sometbing to tbe man who bas done this. >How oan I pay my 
debt? If I was a yoimg woman still, X might say^ Come I put yonr arm 
Tonnd my waist, and kiss me, if you like.** I sbould have been fond enongb 
of yon, even to go that length; and you wonld have aocepted my invita¬ 
tion—^yoTl wonld, sir^ twenty years ago I But I am an old woman, now. 
Well I I can satisfy yonr enriosity, and psy my debt in that way. Ton 
had a great enriosity to know certain private affairs of mine, when yon 
eame* to seerne—^private'åfiaite whicb sli your sbarpness oonld not look 
. intO'Without my bdp->-private af&iirs wbich yon have not disoovered, even 
now. Yon discover them; yonr enriosity shall be satisfiéd. I will 
take any tronble to piease yon, my estbnable yonng^ friend \ 

You were a littld boy, I sitppose, in tbe yeair twenty-seven? I was a 
bandsome yonng woman, at tbat time, Hvmg at Old Welmingbam. I bad 
a contemptiblé fool for a bnsbsmd. I bad also tbe bononr of being 
RCqnainted (never mind bow) with a certain gentleman (never mind whom). 
1 ^all not cali him by bis name« WLy sbould 1 ? It waa not bis own. 
He never bad a name: you know that, hj tbis time, as well as I do. 

It Will be more to tbe pnrpose to tell yon bow be worked himself into 
my good gmees. I was bom witb tbe tasies of a lady; and be gratified 
them. In other w^rds, be admired me, ånd bé made me presents. No 
woman can resist adminition> and ptosents^-^pecially presents, provided 
they håppen to bé just tbe tblngs sbe wants. He was sharp enongb to 
kxu)w that^most men åre. Naturallyi be wanted sometbing in retnm— 
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all men do. And what do you think was ihe something? The tnersKt 
trihe. Nothing but the key of the vcstiy, and the key of the press inside 
it, when my husbandes back was tumed. Of cotirse he lied when I asked 
him wby he wished me to get him the keys, in that private way. Ho 
inight have saved himself the troitble—I didn’t believe him. But I liked 
my presents, and 1 wanted more. So I got him the keys, withont my 
husbandes knowledge; and I watched him, without his own kuowledge. 
Onoe, twice, four times, I watched him—and the fourth time I found him 
out. 

1 was never over-scnipulous where other people’s affairs were conoemed ; 
and I was not over*scrupulous about his adding one to the marriages in 
the register, on his own aocount. 

Of course, I knew it was wrong; but it did no harm to me—^which was 
one good reason for not making a fuss about it. And I had not got a 
gold watch and chain—whioh was another, still bettor. And he had 
promised me one from London, only the day before—which was a thin), 
best of all. If 1 had known what the law considered the crime to be, and 
how the law punished it, 1 should have taken proper care of myself, and 
nave exposed him then and there. But I knew nothing—and I longed for 
the gold watch« All the conditions I insisted on were that he should take 
me into his coniidence and tell me everything. I was as curious about his 
aifairs then, as you are about mine now. He granted my conditions—why, 
you \yi\l see presently. 

This, put in short, is what I heard from him. He did not willingly tell 
me all t^t I tell you here. 1 drew some of it from him by persua«on 
and some of i i by questions. I was determined to have all the tnith—^and 
1 believe 1 got it. 

He knew no more than any one else of what the State of things really 
was between his father and mother, till after his mother’s death. Then, his 
father cpnfessed it, and promised to do what he could for his son. He died 
haviug done nothing—not having even made a will. The son (who can 
blame him ?) wisely provided for himself. He came to England at once, 
and took possession of the property. There was no one to suspect him, 
and no one to say him nay. His father and mother had always lived as 
man and wife—none of the few people who were acquainted with them 
ever supposed them to bo anything else. The right person to claim the 
property (if the truth had been known) was a distant relation, who had no 
idea of ever getting it, and who was away at sea when his father died. 
He had no difficulty, so far—he took possession, as a matter of oonrse. 
But he oould not borrow money on the property as a matter of conrse, 
There were two things wanted of him, before he oould do this. One was a 
certificate of his birth, and the other was a oertificate of bis parents’ marriage. 
Tbo certificate of bis birth was easily got^he was bom abroadi and thø 
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certifioitte w&s tbere iu due fonn. The other matter waa a difficult/—-and 
tlmt difiOculty brought bim to Old Welmingbam. 

But for one consideration, be migbt have gone to Knowleabury in- 
Btead. 

His mother bad been living tbere just before sbe met witb bis father— 
living under her maiden name; tbe trutb bcing tbat sbe was really a 
married woman; married inireland, wbere her husband had ill-used her 
and bad afterwards gone off witb some other person. I give you tbis faet 
on good autbority : Sir Felix mentioned it to bis son, as tbe reason wby 
he bad not maiTied. Tou may wonder wby tbe son, knowing tbat his 
parents bad met eaeb other at Knowlesbury, did not play bis first tricks 
^vith tbe register of tbat ebureb, wbere it migbt have been fairly presiuned 
bis father and mother were married. Tbe reason was, that tbe clergyman 
who did duty at Knowlesbury cburch, in tbe year eigbteen hundred and 
three (wben, according to bis Wtb-certificate, bis father and mother ought 
to have been married), was alive still, wben be took possession of tbe pro- 
ptBrty in tbe New Year of eigbteen hundred and twenty-seven. This 
awkward cireumstanoe forced bim to extend bis inquiries to our neighbour- 
hood. Tbere, no sucb danger existed: tbe former clergyman at our cburch 
baving been de^ for some years. 

Old Welmingbam suited his purpose as well as Knowlesbury. His 
father bad removed bis mother from Knowlesbury, and bad lived witb her 
at a cottage on tbe river, a little distance from our village. People who 
bad known bis soUtary ways wben be was single, did not wonder at bis 
solitary ways wben be was supposed to be married. If be bad not 
been a bideous creatiire to look at, bis retired life witb tbe lady migbt have 
raised suspicions: but, as' tbings were, bis hiding bis ugliness and bis 
deformity in tbe strictest privacy surprised nobody. He lived in our 
neigbbourbood till be came in possession of tbe Park. After three or four 
and twenty years bad passed, wbo was to say (tbe clergyman being dead) 
tbat his marriage bad not been as private as tbe rest of bis life, and tbat it 
bad not taken place at Old Welmingbam Cburch? 

So, as I told you, tue son found our neigbbourbood tbe surest place be 
coiild choose, to set tbings right secretly in bis own interests. It may 
surprise you to near that wbat be really did to the marriage-register was 
done on tbe spur of tbe moment—done on second thougbts. 

His first notion was only to tear tbe leaf out (in tbe right year and 
month), to destroy it privately, to go back lo London, and to tell tbe 
lawyers to get bim tbe necessary certificate of bis fatber’s marriage, inno- 
cently refening tbem of course to tbe date on tbe leaf tbat was gone. 
Nobody could say his iatber and mother bad not been married after that— 
and whetber, .under tbe circumstances, tbey would stretcb a point or net 
ftbout lending bim tbe money (be tbougbt tbey would), he bad bis answer 
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roady at all evcntfl, if a questlon was ever raised about hia right to the 
name and the estatc. 

But when he came to look privately at the register for himself, he fonnd 
at the hottoxn of one of the pages for the year eighteen hundred and three, 
a blank space left, seemingly through thero being no room to make a long 
entry there, which was made instead at the top of the next page. ITie 
sight of this chance altered all his plans. It was an opportunity he had 
never hoped for, or thought of—-and he took it, you know how. The 
blank space, to have exactly tallied with his birth-certificate, ought to have 
occurred in the July part of the register. It occurred in the September 
part instead. HoVrever, in this ca^, if suspicious questions were asked, 
the answer was not hard to find; He had only to describe himself as a 
beven months’ child. 

I was fool enough, when he told me his story, to feel some interest and 
some pity for him—which was just what he calculated on, as you will see. 

I thought him hardly used. It was not his fault that his father and 
inother were not married ; and it was not his fatheris and mother’s fault 
either, A more scrupulous woman than I was—a woman who had not 
set her heart on a goid watch and chain—would have found some excuses 
for him. At all events, I held my tongue, and helped to screen what he 
was about. 

He was some time getting the ink the right colour (mixing it over and i 
over again in pots and bottles of mine), and some time, afterwards, in | 
practising the handwriting. But he succeeded in the end—and made an i 
honest woman of his mother, after she was dead in her grave! So far, I 
don’t deny that he behaved honourably enough to myself. He gave me my 
watch and chain, and spared no expense in biiying them; both were of 
Buporior workmanship, and very expensive. I have got them still—the 
watch goes beautifully. 

You said, the other day, that Mrs. Clements had told you everything 
she knew. In that case, there is no need for me to write about the 
trumpery scandal by which I was the siifferer—the innocent sufferer, I 
positively assert. You must know as well as I do what the notion was 
which my husband took into his head, when he found me and my fine- 
gentleman acquaintance meeting each other privately, and talking secreta 
together. But what you don’t know, is how it ended between that same 
gentleman and myself. You shall read, and see how he behaved to me. 

The first words I said to him, when I saw the turn things had taken, 
were, “ Do me justice—clear my character of a stain on it which you know 
I don't deserve. I don’t want you to make a clean breast of it to my 
husband—only tell him, on your word of honour as a gentleman, that he is 
wrong, and that I am not to blame in the way he thinks I am. Do me 
that justice, al least, after all I have done for you.” He flatly refused, in 
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BO mftny words. He told me, plainly, that it was his interest to let my 
husband and all my neighbours belfeve the falsehood—^because, as long m 
they did so, they were quite certain never to suspect the truth. I had a 
spirit of my own; and I told him they phould know the trut^ from my 
lips. His reply was short, and to the point. If I spoke, I was a lost 
woman, as certainly as he was a lost man. 

Yes! it had come to that. He had deceived me about the risk I ran in 
helping him. He had practised on my ignorance; he had tempted me with 
his gifts; he had interested me with his story—and the result of it was 
that he made me his accomplice. He owned this coolly; and he ended by 
telHng me, for the first time, what the frightful punishment really was for 
his offence, and for any one who helped him to commit it. In those days, 
the law was not so tender-hearted as I hear it is now. Murderers were not 
the only people liable to be hanged; and women convlcts were not treated 
like ladies in undeserved distress. I confess he frightened me—the mean 
impostor! the cowardly blackguard! Do you understand, now, how 1 
hated him ? Do you understand why I am taking all this trouble—thank- 
fully taking it—to gratify the curiosity of the meritorious young gentle¬ 
man who hunted him down ? 

Well, to go on. He was hardly fool enough to drive me to dovmrlght 
desperation. I was not the sort of woman whom it was quite safe to hunt 
into a comer—he knew that, and wisely quieted me with proposals for the 
future. 

I deserved some reward (he was kind enough to say) for the service I 
had done him, and some compensation (he was so obliging as to add) for 
what I had suffered. He was quite willing—generous scoundrell—to 
make me a handsome yearly allowance, payable quarterly, on two condi- 
tions. First, I was to hold my tongue—^in my own interests as well as in 
his. Secondly, I was not to stir away from Welmingham, without first 
letting him know, and waiting till I had obtained his permission. In my 
own neighbourhood, no virtuous female friends would tempt me into 
dangerous gossiping at the tea-table. In my own neighbourhood, he would 
always know where to find me, A hard oondition, that second one—but I 
accepted it, 

What else was I to do? I was left helpless, with the prospect of a 
Corning incumbrance in the snape of a child. What else was I to do ? 
Cast myself on the mercy of my runaway idiot of a husband who had 
raiscd Ihe scandal against me? I would have died first. Besides, the 
allowance vm a handsome one. I had a better income, a better house 
over my head, better carpets on my floors, than half the women who 
tumed up the whites of their eyes at the sight of me. The dress of 
Virtue, in our parts, was cotton print. I had silk. 

So^ I accepted the couditions he ofiered me, ond made the hest of thcm, 
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and fonght wy battie with roy respectable neigbbouTS on tlieir own gromidj 
and won it in course of time—^as you saw yourself. How 1 kcpt bis Seci^ 
(and mine) through all the years that have passed from that time to this; 
and whether my late daughter, Anne, ever really crept into my confidence, 
and got the keeping of the Secret too—are questions, I dåre say, to which 
you are curious to find an answer. Well! my gratitude refiises you j 
nothing. 1 will tum to a fresh page, and give you the answer, immo- | 
diately. But you must excuse one thing—you must excuse my beginning, 
Mr. Hartright, with an expression of surprise at the interest which you 
appear to have felt in my late daughter. It is quite xmacoountable to me. 

If that interest makes you anxious for any particulars of her early li fe, I 
must refer you to Mrs. Gleioents, who knows more of the subject than I do. 
Pray understand that 1 do not profess to have been at all over-fond of my 
late daughter. She was a worry to me from first to last, with the addi¬ 
tional disadvantage of being always wcak in the head. You like candour, 
and I hope this satisfies you. 

There is no need to trouble you with many personal particulars relating 
to those past times. It will be enough to say that I observed the terms of 
the bargain on my side, and that I enjoyed my comfortable inoome, in 
return, paid quarterly. 

Kow and then I got away, and changed the scene for a short time; 
always asking leave of my lord and master first, and generally getting it, j 
He was not, as I have already told you, fool enough to drive me too hard; 
and he could reasonably rely on my holding my tongue, for my own sake, I 
if not for his. One of my longest trips away from home was the trip I 
took to Limmeridge, to nurse a half-sister there, who was dying. She was 
reported to have saved money; and I thought it as well (in case any 
accident happened to stop my allowance) to look after my own interests in 
that direction. As things tumed out, however, my pains were all tlno'ivn 
away; and I got nothing, because nothing was to 1^ had. 

I had taken Anne to the north with me; having my whims and fancies, 
xx»sionally, about my child, and getting, at such times, jealous of Mrs. 
Clements’s infiuence over her. I never liked Mrs. Glements. She was a 
poor empty-headed spiritless woman—what you call a bom dmdge—and I 
was, now and then, not averse to plaguing her by taking Anne away. Not 
knowing what else to do with my giri, while I was nursing in Cuml^rland, 

I put her to school at Limmeridge. The lady of the manor, Mrs. Fairlie 
(a remarkably plain-looking woman, who had entrapped one of the hånd- 
somest men in England into mairying her), amused me wonderfully, by 
taking a violent fancy to my giri. The consequence was, she learnt 
nothing at school, and was petted and spoilt at Limmeridge House. Among 
other whims and fancies which they taught her there, they put some 
nonsense into her i^ad about always wearing white. Blating white and 
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colours myflelf, I determined to take the nonaense oat of ker head aa 
soon as we got home again. 

Strange to say, my daughter resolutely resisted me. When she had 
got a notion ouce fixed in her mind she was, like otber half-nvitted people, 
as ohstinate as a mule in keeping it. We qnarrelled finely; and Mrs. 
elements, not liking to see it I snppose, offered to take Anne away to 
live in London with her. I shonld have said, Yes, if Mrs. Clements had 
not sided with my daughter abont her dressing herself in white. But, 
being determined she should not dress herself in white, and disliking Mrs. 
Clements more than ever for taking part i^ainst me, I said No, and meaut 
Ko, and stuck to No. The consequence was, my daughter remained with 
me; and the consequence of that, in its tum, was the first serious quarrel 
ihat happened about the Secret. 

The circumstance took place long after the time I have just been 
writing of. I had been settled for yeai*s in the new town; and was 
steadily living down my bad character, and slowly gaining ground among 
the respectable inhabitants. It helped me forward greatly towards this 
ohject, to have my daughter with me. Her harmlessness, and her fancy 
for dressing in white, excited a certain amount of sympathy. I left off 
opposing her favourite whim, on that account, because some of the sym¬ 
pathy was sure, in course of time, to fali to my share. Some of it did 
falL I date my getting a choice of the two hest sittings to let in the 
church, from that time; and I date the clergyman’s first bow from my 
getting the sittings. 

Well, being settled in this way, I reoeived a letter one moming from 
that highly bom gentleman (now dcceased), in answer to one of mine, 
wavning him, according to agreement, of my wishing to leave the town, 
for a little change of air and scene. 

The ruffianly side of him must have been iippermost, I suppose, when 
he got my letter—for he wrote back, refusing me in such abominably 
insolent language, that 1 lost all command over myself; and abused him, 
in my daughter’s presence, as “ a low impostor whom I could ruin for life, 
if I chose to open my lips and let out his secret.” I said no more about 
him than that; being brought to my senses, as soon as those words had 
escaped me, by the sight of my daughter’s face, looking eagerly and 
curiously at mine. I instantly ordered her out of the room, tmtil I had 
composed myself again. 

My sensations were not pleasant, T can tell you, when I came to reflect 
on my own folly. Anne had been more than usually crazy and queer, that 
year; and when I thought of the chance there might be of her repeating 
my words in the town, and mentioning his name in oonnexion with them, 
if inquisitive people got hold of her, I was finely terrified at the possiblo 
ocnsequeuces. My worst fears for myself, my worst dread of what he 
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luight do, led me no farthor than this. I was quite unprepared for what 
really did happen, only the next day. 

On that next day, without any waming to me to expect him, he came 
to the house. 

His first words, and the tone in which he spoke them, snrly as it was, 
showed me plainly enough that he had repented abeady of his insolent 
answer to my application, and that he had come, in a mighty had temper, 
to try and set matters right again, before it was too late. Seeing my 
danghter in the room with me (I had been afraid to let her out of my 
sight, after what had happened the day before), he ordered her away. 
They neither of them liked each other; and he vented the ill-temper on 
Aer, which he was afraid to show to me. 

“ Leave ns,” he said, looking at her over his shoulder, She looked back 
over her shoulder, and waited, as if she didn’t care to go. “ Do you hear?” 
he roared out; “ leave the room.” “ Speak to me civilly,” says she, 
getting red in the face. “ Tum the idiot out,” says he, looHng my way. 
She had always had crazy notions of her own about her dignity; and that 
word, “ idiot,” upset her in a moment. Before I could interfere, she 
stepped up to him, in a fine passion. Beg my pardon, directly,” says she, 
“ or 1*11 make it the worse for you. TU let out your Secret. I can ruin 
you for life, if I chooso to open my lips.” My own words!—repeated 
exactly from what I had said the day before—^repeated, in his presenoe, as 
if they had come from herself. He sat røeechless, as white as the paper I 
am writing on, while I pushed her out of the room. When he recovered 
himself— 

No 1 I am too respectable a woman to mention what he said wben he 
reoovered himself, My pen is the pen of a member of the rector’s con- 
gregation, and a subscriber to the “ Wednesday Lectures on Justification by 
Faith how can you expect me to employ it in writing bad language ? 
Suppose, for yourself, the raging, swearing frenzy of the lowest ruffian in 
England; and let us get on together, as fast as may be, to the way in which 
it all ended. 

It ended, as you probably guess, by this time, in his insisting on securing 
his own safety by shutting her up. 

1 tried to set things right. I told him that she had merely repeated, 
like a parrot, the words she had heard me say, and that she knew no 
particulars whatever, because I had mentioned none. I explained that she 
had afiected, out of crazy spite against him, to know what she really did 
not know; that she only wanted to threaten him and aggravate him^ for 
speaking to her as he had just epoken; and that my unlucky words gave 
her just the chance of doing. mischief of which she was in aparch. 
referred him to other queer ways of hers, and to his own experience of tiie 
i*agarie8 of half-witted people—it was all to no purpose—he would nol 
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lielieve me on my oath—^he was absolutely ccriain I had botmyod tho 
whole Secret. In short, he would hear of nothing but ahutting her up. 

Under tbese circmnstanoes, 1 did my duty as a mother. ** No paupcr 
Asylum,” 1 said; ** I won*t have her put in a pauper Asylum. A Private 
Establishment, if you piease. I have my feelings as a mother, and my 
character to preserve in tho town; and I will submit to nothing but a 
Piivate Establishment, of the sort which my genteel neighbours would 
choose for afflicted relatives of their own.** Those were my words. It is 
gratifying to me to reflect that 1 did my duty. Though never over>fond of 
my late danghter, I had a proper pride al^ut her. No pauper stain— 
thanks to my firmness and resolution—ever rested on mt child. 

Having carried my point (which I did the more easily, in oonsequence of 
the facilities offered by private Asylums), 1 oould not refuse to admit thai 
there .were certain advantages gained % shutting her up. In tho first 
plaoe, she was taken excellent care of—^being treated (as 1 took oai'e to 
mention in the town) on the footing of a Lady. In the second place, she 
was kept away from Welmingham, where she might have set people 
suspecting and inquiring, by repeating my own incautious words. 

The only drawback of putting her under restraint was a very slight one, 
We merely tumed her empty boast about knowing the Secret, into a fixed 
delusion. Having first epoken in sheer crazy spitefulness against the man 
who had oifended her, she was cunning enough to see that she had seriously 
frightened hira, and sharp enough afterwards to discover that he was con- 
cerned in shutting her up. The oonsequence was she flamed out into a 
perfect frenzy of passion against him, going to the Asylum; and the first 
words*she said to the nurses, after they had quieted her, were, that she 
was put in confincment for knowing his secret, and that she meant to open 
her lips and ruin him, when the right time came. 

She may have said the same thing to you, when you thoughtlessly 
assisted her escape. She certainly said it (as I heard last summer) to the 
unfortunate woman who married our sweet-tempered, nameless gentleman, 
lately deceased. If either you, or that unlucky lady, had questioned my 
daughter closely, and had insisted on her explaining what she really meant, you 
would have found her lose all her self-importance suddenly, and get vacant, 
and rcstless, and confuscd—you would have discovered that I am writing 
nothing here but the plain truth. She knew that there was a Secret—she 
knew who was connected with it—she knew who would sufifer by its being 
known—^and, beyond that, whatever airs of importance she may have givea 
herself, whatever crazy boasting she may have indulged in with strangers 
she never to her dying day knew more. 

Have I satisfied your curiosity ? I have taken pains enough to satisfy it 
at any rate. There is really nothing else I have to tell you about myself, 
ur my daughter. My worst responsibilities, so far as she was concemed, 
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«v*ere all over when she was secured in the Asylnm. I had a form of lotter 
relating to the cireumstanoes under which she was ghnt np, given me to 
write, in answer to one Miss Halcombe, who was curious in the matter, 
and who mast have heard plenty of lies about me from a certain tongue 
well accustomed to the telling of the same. And I did what I conld after* 
wards to trace my nmaway danghter, and prevent her from doing misehief, 
by making inquiries, myself, in the neighbonrhood where she was falsely 
reported to have been seen. But these and other trifles like them, are of 
little orno interest to you afterwhat you have heard already. 

So far, I have written in the friendliest possible spirit. But I cannot 
close this letter without adding a word here of serious remonstranoe and 
reproof, addressed to yourself. 

In the course of your personal interview with me, you audaciously 
referred to my late daughter’s parentage, on the father’s side, as if that 
parentage was a matter of doubt. This was highly improper and very 
ungentlemanlike ou your part I If we see each other again, remember, if 
you piease, that I will allow no liberties to be taken with my reputation, 
and that the moral atmosphere of Welmingham (to use a favonrite ex- 
pression of my friend the rector*s) mast not be tainted by loose oonversation 
of any kind. If you allow youi^self to doubt that my husband was Anne’s 
father, you personally insult me in the grossest manner. If you have felt, 
and if you still continue to feel, an unhallowed curiosity on this subject, I 
recommend you, in your own interests, to check it at once and for øver. 
On this side of the grave, Mr. Hartright, whatever may happen on the 
other, tliat curiosity will never be gratified. 

Perhaps, after what I have just said, you will see the necessity of wiiting 
me an apol<^. Do so; and I will willingly receive it, I will, afterwards, 
if your wishes point to a seoond interview with me, go a step farther, and 
receive you. My cireumstanoes only enable me to invite you to tea—^not 
that they are at all altered for the worse by what has happened. I have 
always lived, as I think I told you, well within my inoome; and 1 have 
saved enough, in the last twenty years, to make me quite comfortable for 
the rest of my life. It is not my intention to leave Welmingham. There 
are one or two little ad van tages which I have still to gain in the town. 
The clergyman bows to me—as you saw. He is married; and his wife is 
not quite so civil. I propose to join the Dorcas Society; and I mean to 
make the clergyman’s wife bow to me next. 

If you favour me with your company, pray understand that the con- 
versation must be entirely on general subjects. Any attempted refeienoe 
to this letter will be quite useless—^I am determined not to acknowledge 
having written it. The evidence has been destroyed in the fire, I know; 
but I think it desirable to err on the side of caution, nevertheless. 

On this accounty no names are mentioned here, nor is any signatum 
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Attacbed to thesi lines: the handwriting is disguised throngbout, and 1 
mean to deliver tiie letter myself, under circumstances which will prevent 
all fear of its being traced to my house. You can have no possible cause to 
complain of these precautions; seeing that they do not affect the information 
I here communicate, in consideration of the special indulgence which you 
hav« deseiTed at my hånds. My hour for tca is half-i)a8t five, and my 
buttered toast waits for nobody. 


The SU/i'y coniinued by Walteb Habtbiout. 

I. 

My firet impulse, after reading Mrs. Gatherick’s extraordlnary narrative, 
was to destroy it. The hardened, shameless depravity of the whole com- 
position, from beginning to end—the atrocious perversity of mind which 
persistently associated me with a calamity for which 1 was in no sense 
answerable, and with a death which I had risked my li fe in trying to avert 
—so disgusted me, that I was on the point of tearing the letter, when a 
consideration suggested itself, which wamed me to wait a little before I 
destroyed it. 

This consideration was entircly unconnected with Sir PercivaL The 
information communicated^to me, so far as it concemed him, did little 
more than confirm the conclusions at which 1 had already arrived. 

He had committed his offence as I had supposed him to have committcd 
it; and the absence of all reference, on Mrs. Catherick’s part, to the 
duplicate register at Enowlesbuiy, strengthened my previous conviction 
that the existence of the book, and the risk of detection which it implied, 
must have been necessarily unknown to Sir PercivaL My interest in the 
question of the foigery was now at an end; and my only object in keeping 
the letter was to make it of somo future service, in clearing up the last 
mystery that still remained to baffle me—the parentage of Anne Gatherick, 
on the father's side. There were one or two sentences dropped in her mother’s 
narrative, which it might be useful to refer to again, when matters of more 
immediate importance allowed me leisure to search for the missing evidence. 
1 did not despair of still finding that evidence; and I had lost none of my 
anxiety to discover it, for I had lost none of my interest in tracing the 
father of the poor creature who now lay at rest in Mrs. Fairlie's grave. 

Accordingly, I sealed up the letter, and put it away carefully in my 
pocket-book to be referred to again when the time came. 

The next day was my last in Hampshire. When 1 had appeared again 
before the magistrate at Knowlesbury, and when I had attended at the 
adjoumed Inquest, I should be free to return to London by the aftemoon 
01 the evening train. 

My first errand in the morning was, as usual, to the post-ollice The 
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letter* from Marian was there, but I tbongbt, wben it was banded to inc, 
that it felt unusually light. 1 anxiously opened tlie enveiope. Tliere 
u'as notlimg inside hnt a small strip of paper, folded iu twa The few 
blotted, hurriedly-written lines which were traeed on it contained theso 
words: 

Cknne back as soon as you can. I have been obliged to move. €ome 
to Gower’s Walk, Fulham, (number five). I will be on the look-out for 
you. Don’t be alarmed about us; we are both safe and well. But come 
back.—^Marian.” 

The news which those lines contained—^news which I instantly associated 
with some attempted treachery on the part of Count Fosco—fairly over- 
whélmed me. 1 stood breathless, with the paper crumpled up in myhand. 
What bad happened ? What subtle wickedness had the Count planned and 
executed in my absence ? A night had passed sinoe Marian’s note was 
written—^hours must elapse still, before I could get back to them—some 
aew disaster might have happened already, of which I was ignorant. 
And here, miles and miles away from them, here I must remtun—^held^ 
doubly held, at the disposal of the law I 

I hardly know to what forgetfulness of my obligations anxiety and alarm 
might not have tempted me, but for the quieting influence of my faith in 
Marian. My absolute reliance on her was the one earthly consideration 
which help^ me to restrain myself, and gave me courage to wait. The 
Inquest was the first of the impediments in the way of my freedom of 
action. I attended it at the appointed time; the legal formalities requiring 
my presence in the room, but, as it tumed out, not calling on me to repeat 
my evidence. This useless delay was a hard trial, although 1 did my best 
to quiet my impatience by following the coui'se of the proceedings as closely 
as I could. 

The London solicitor of the deceased (Mr. Memman) was among the 
persons present. But he was quite unable to assist the objects of the 
inquiry. He could only say that he was inexpressibly shocked and 
astonished, and that he could throw.no light whatever on the mysterioua 
circumstances of the case. At intervals during the adjourned investigation, 
he suggested questions, which the Coroner put, but which led to no results. 
After a patient inquiry, which lasted nearly three hours, and which 
exhausted cveiy available source of information, the jury pronounced the 
enstomary verdict in cases of sudden death by accident. Thcy added to 
the formal decision a statement that there had been no evidence to show 
how the keys had been abstracted, how the fire had been caused, or what 
the purpose was for which the deceased had entered the vestry. This act 
dosed the proceedings. The legal representative of the dead man was lefl 
to provide for the necessities of the interment; and the witnesses were free 
to retiro. 
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Besolred not to lose a minute in getting to Knowlesbury, I paid niy biil 
at tbe hotel, and hired a fly to take me to the town. A gentleman who 
heard me give the order, and who saw that I was going alone, informed me 
that he lived in the neighbourhood of Knowlesbnry, and asked if 1 would 
have any objection to his getting home by shaiing the fly with me. 1 
accepted his proposal as a matter of course. 

Onr conversation during the drive was naturally occupied by the one 
absorbing subject of local interest. 

My new acquaintance had some knowledge of the late Sir Percivars 
solicitor; and he and Mr. Merriman had been discussing the state of the 
deceased geutleman’s affairs and the succession to the property. Sir 
Fercival’s embarrassments weie so well known all over the county that his 
solicitor could only make a virtue of neoessity and plainly aci^owledge 
them. He had died without leaving a will, and he had no personal 
property to bequeath, evcn if he had made one; the whole fortane which 
he had derived from his wife having been swallowed up by his creditors. 
The heir to the estate (Sir Percival having left no issue) was a son of 
Sir Felix Glyde’s first cousin—an officer in oommand of an East Indiaman. 
He would find his unexpected inheritance sadly encumbcred; but the 
property would recover with time, and, if “ the captain ” was careftil, he 
might he a rich man yet, before he died. 

Absorbed as 1 was in the one idea of getting to London, this information 
(which events proved to be perfectly correct) had an interest of its own to 
attract my attention. 1 ^thought it justified me in keeping secret my 
disoovery of Sir PercivaPs fraud. The heir whose rights he had nsurped 
was the heir who would now have the estate. The income from it, for the 
last three-and-twenty years, which should properly have been his, and 
which the dead man had squandered to the last farthing, was gone beyond 
recal. If I spoke, my speaking would confer advantage on no one. If I 
kept the secret, my silence concealed the character of the man who had 
cheated Laura into marrying him. For her sake, I wished to conceal it— 
for her sake, still, I tell this story under feigned names. 

. I parted with my chance companion at Knowlesbnry; and went at once 
to the town-hall. As I had anticipated, no one was present to prosecute 
the case against me—the necessary formalities were observed—and I was 
discharged. On leaving the court, a letter from Mr. Dawson was put into 
my hånd. It informed me that he was absent on professional duty, and it 
reiterated the offer 1 had already reoeived from him of any assistance which 
I might requiro at his hånds, I wrote back, warmly acknowledging my 
obligations to his kindneas, and apologising for not expressing my than^ 
porsonally, in consequence of my immediate recal, on pressing business^ to 
town. 

Half an hour later I was speeding back to London by the express traiti. 
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It was between nine and ten o’clock before I reached Fulham, and found 
my way to Gtower’a Walk. 

Both Laura and Marian came to the door to let me in. I think we had 
hardly known how close the tie was which bound us three together, until 
the evening came which United us again, We met as if we had been 
]xirted for months, instead of for a fcw days only. Marian’s face was sadly 
wom and anxious. 1 saw who had known all the danger, and home all 
the trouble, in my absence, the moment 1 looked at her. Laura*s brighter 
looks and better spiriis told me how carefully she had been spared all 
knowledge of the dreadful death at Welmingham, and of the true reason for 
our change of abode. 

The stir of the removal seemed to have cheered.and interested her. She 
only spoke of it as a happy thought of Marian’s to surprise me, on my 
return, with a change from the close, noisy Street, to the pleasant neigh> 
bourhood of trees and fields and the river. She was full of projects for the 
future—of the drawings she was to finish; of the purchasers 1 had found 
in the country, who were to buy them; of the shillings and sixpences she 
had saved, till her purse was so heavy that she proudly asked me to weigh 
it in my own hånd. The change for the better which had been wrought in 
her, during the few days of my absence, was a surprise to me for which I 
was quite unprepared—and for all the unspeakable happiness of seeing it, I 
was indebted to Marianes courage and to Marianes love. 

When Laura had left us, and when we could speak to one another with- 
out restraint, I tried to give some expression to the gratitude and the admi- 
ration which filled my heart. But the generous creaturewould not wait to 
hear me. That sublime self-forgetfulness of women, which yields so much 
and asks so little, tumed all her thoughts from herself to me. 

“ I had only a moment left before post-time,” she said, “ or I should tave 
written less abruptly. You look wom and weary, Walter—I am afraid my 
letter must have seriously alarmed you ?” 

“ Only at first,” I replied. “ My mind was quieted, Marian, by my 
trust in you. Was I right in atlributing this sudden change of place to 
some threatened annoyance on the part of Count Fosco 

“ Perfeetly right,” she said, ** I saw him yesterday; and, worse thfm 
that, Walter—I spoke to him.” 

** Spoke to him ? Did he know where we lived ? Did he come to the 
house 

^ He did. To the house^but not up-stairs. Laura never saw him; 
Laura suspects nothing. 1 will tell you how it happened: the da&ger, I 
believe and hope^ is over now. Yesterday, I was in the sitting^rooin, at 
cur old lodgingff. Laura was drawing at the table; and I was walldng 
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bbout and s^etting things to rights. I passed the window, and, as 1 passcd 
it, looked out into the Street. Tliere, on the opposite side of the way, 1 
saw the Gount, with a man talking to him-** 

“ Did he notice you at the window ?** 

“ No—at least, I thought not. I was too violently startled to bo quite 
sure.” 

“ Who was the other man ? A stranger ?” 

** Not a stranger, Walter. As soon as I could draw my breath again, 1 
recognised him. He was the owner of the Lunatic Asylum.” 

“ Was the Count pointing out the hoiise to him ?” 

** No; they were talking together as if they had accidentally met in the 
Street. I remained at the window looking at them from behind the curtain. 

If 1 had tumed round, and if Laura had seen my face at that moment- 

Thank God, she was absorbed over her drawing! They soon parted. The 
man from the Asylum went one way, and the Connt the other. I began 
to hope they were in the Street by chance, till I saw the Count come back, 
stop opposite to us again, take out his card-case and pencil, write some- 
thing, and then cross the rood to the shop below us. I ran past Laura 
before she could seé me, and said I had forgotten something up-stairs. As 
soon I was out of the room, I went down to the first landing, and waited— 
I was determined to stop him if he tried to come up-stairs. He made no 
such attempt. The giri from the shop came through the door into the 
passage, with his card in her hånd—a laige gilt card, with bis name, and a 
coronet ahove it, and these lines undemeath in pencil: * Dear lady' (yes! 
Ihe villain could address me in that way still)—‘ dear lady, one word, 1 
implore you, on a matter serious to us lx>th.* If one can think at all, in 
serious difficulties, one thinks quick. 1 felt directly tbat it might be a 
fatal mistake to leave mysclf and to leave you in the dark, where such a 
man as the Count was concemed. I felt that the douht of what he might 
do^ in your absence, would be ten times more trying to me if I declined to 
see him than if I consented. ‘ Ask the gentleman to wait in the shop,’ 1 
said. ‘ I will be with him in a moment.’ I ran up-stairs for my honnet, 
being determined not to let him speak to me in-doors. I knew his deep 
ringing voice; and I was afraid Laura might hear it, even in the shop. in 
less than a minnte I was down again in the passage, and had opened the 
door into the Street. He came round to meet me from the shop. There he 
was, in deep mouming, with his smooth bow and his deadly smile, and 
Bome idle boys and women near him, staring at his great size, his fine black 
clothes, and his large cane with the gold knob to it. All the horrible time 
at Blackwater came back to me the moment I set eyes on him. All the 
old loathing crept and crawled through me, when he took off his hat with 
a flourisb, and spoke to me, as if we bad parted on the friendliest terms 
Imrdly a day sinoo.” 
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“ You remember 'what he said ?** 

"I can’t repeat it, Walter. You aball know directiy what he said aboat 
but 1 can’t repeat what be said to me, It was worse than the polite 
insolence of his letter. My hånds tingled to strike him, as if I had been a 
man 1 I only kept them quiet by tearing his card to pieces under my 
shawl. Without saying a word on my side, Iwalked away from the house 
(for fear of Laura seoing us); and he followed, protesting softly all the way. 
In the first by-street 1 turned, and asked him what he wanted with me. 
He wanted two things. First, if I had no objection, to express his senti- 
ments. I declined to hear them. Secondly, to repeat the warning in his 
letter. I asked, what occasion there was for repeating it. He bowed and 
smiled, and said he would explain. The explanation exactly oonfirmed the 
fears I expressed before you left us. I told you, if you remember, that Sir 
Percival would be too headstrong to take his friend’s advice where you 
were concemed; and that there was no danger to be dreaded from the 
Gount till his own interests were threatened, and he was roused into acting 
for himself ?” 

“ I recoUect, Marian.” 

** Well; so it has really tumed out. The Count ofiered his advice; but 
it was refosed. Sir Percival would only take counsel of his own violence, 
his own obstinacy, and his own hatred of you. The Count let him have 
his way; first privately ascertaining, in case of his own interests being 
threatened next, where we lived. You were followed, Walter, on retnming 
here, after your first joumey to Hampshire—^by the lawyePs men for some 
distance from the railway, and by the Count himself to the door of the 
house. How he contrived to escape being seen by you, he did not tell me; 
but he found us out on that occasion, and in that way. Having made the 
discovery, he took no advantage of it till the news reached him of Sir Per- 
cival’s death—^and then, as 1 told you, he acted for himself, because he 
believed you would next proceed against the dcad man’s partner in the 
Gonspiracy. He at once made his arrangements to meet the owner of the 
Asylum in London, and to take him to the place where his runaway 
patient was hidden; believing that the results, whichever way they ended, 
would be to involve you in interminable legal disputes and difficulties, and 
to tie your hånds for all purposes of ofience, so far as he was concemed. 
Tliat was his purpose, on his own confession to me. The only considera- 
tion which made him hesitate, at the ^t moment- ** 

“Yes?” 

“ It is hard to acknowledge it, Walter—and yet I must. I was the only 
consideration. No words can say how degradoi 1 feel in my own estixna* 
tion when I think of it—but the one weak point in that man’s iron cha¬ 
racter is the horrible admiration he feels for me, I have tried, for the sake 
of my owD jelf-respect, to disbelieve it as long as I eould; but his look& 
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his actions, force on me the shameful conviction of tlic tinith. The eyes of 
that monster of wickedness moistcned while he was speaking to me—they 
did, Walter I He declared, that at the moment of pointing out the house 
to the doctof, he thought of my misery if I was separated from Laura, of 
my responsibiUty if I was called on to answer for effecting her escape—and 
he risked the worst that you could do to him, the second time, for my sake. 
All he asked was that I woiild remember the sacrifice, and rcstrain your 
ra^mess, in my own interests—^interests which he might never be able to 
oonsult again. 1 made no such bargain with him ; I would have died hrst. 
Bnt^believe him, or not—^whether it is true or false that he sent the doctor 
away with an excuse—one thing is certain, I saw the man leave him, 
without so much as a glance at our window, or even at our side of the 
way.” 

“ I believe it, Marian. The hest men are not consistent in good—^why 
shonld the worst men be consistent in evil ? At the same time, I suspect 
him of merely attempting to frighten you, by threatening what he cannot 
really do. I doubt his power of annoying us, by means of the owner of 
the Asylum, now that Sir Percival is dead, and Mrs, Catherick is free 
from tdl Control. But let me hear more. What did the Count say of 
me P* 

“He spoke last of you. His eyes brightened and hardened, and his 
manner changed to what I remember it, in past times—to that mixture of 
pitiless resolution and mountebank mockery which makes it so impossible 
to fathom him. ^Warn Mr. Hartright!’ he said, in his loftiest manner. 

‘ He has a nian of brains to deal with, a man who snaps his big fingers at 
the laws and conventions of society, when he measures himself with mb. 
If my lamented friend had taken my advice, the business of the Inquest 
would have been with the body of Mr, Hartright, But my lamented 
fnend was obstinate. See I I moum his loss—inwardly in my soul; out- 
wardly on my hat. This trivial crape expresses sensibilities which I sum- 
momMr. Hartright to respect. They may be transformed to immeasurable 
enmities, if he ventures to disturb them. Let him be content with what 
he has got—^with what I leave unmolested, for your sake, to him and to 
you. Say to him (with my compliments), if he stirs me, he has Fosco to 
deal with. Tn the English of the Popular Tongue, I inform him—Fosco 
sticks at nothing! Bear lady, good moming.’ His cold grey eyes settled 
on my face—he took off his hat solemnly—^bowed, bareheaded—and left 
me.” 

“Without retuming? without saying more last words?” 

“ He tumed at the comer of the Street, and waved his hånd, and then 
»truck it theatrically on his breast. I lost sight pf him, after that. He 
dlsappearéd in the opposite direction to our house; and I ran back to 
Laura. Beforo I was in-doors agdn, I had made up my mind that 
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must go. The houso (especially in your absence) was a place of danger 
instead of a place of safety, now that the Count had discovered it. If I 
could have felt certain of your return, I should have risked waiting till yofu 
came back. But I was certain of nothing, and 1 acted at once on my own 
impulse. You had spoken, before leaving us, of moving into a quieter 
neighbourhood and purer air, for the sake of Laura’s health. I had only 
to remind her of that, and to suggest surprising you and saving you 
trouble by managing the move in your absence, to make her quite aa 
anxious for the change as I was. She helped me to pack up your 
things—and she has arranged them all for you in your new working-room 
here.” 

“ Wliat made you think of coming to this place T 

“ My ignorance of other localities in the neighbourhood of London. 1 
felt the necessity of getting as far away as possible from our old lodgings; 
and I knew something of Fulham because I had once been at school there. 
1 despatched a messenger with a note, on the chance that the school might 
still he in existence. It was in existence; the daughters of my old mis¬ 
tress were carrying it on for her; and they engaged this place from the 
instructions I had sent. It was just post-time when the messenger retumed 
to me with the address of the house. We moved after dark—we came 
here quite unobserved. Have I done right, Walter? HaVe I justified 
your trust in me 

I answered her warmly and gratefully, as I really felt. But the anxious 
look still remained on her face while I was speaking; and the first question 
she asked, when I had done, related to Count Fosco. 

I saw that she was thinking of him now with a changed mind. No 
fresh outbreak of anger against him, no new appeal to me to hasten the 
day of rcckoning, escaped her. Her conviction that the man’s hateful 
admiration of herself was really sincere, seemed to have ineteased a 
hundredfold her distrust of his unfathomable eunning, her inbom dread of 
the wicked energy and vigilance of all his faciilties. Her voice feil low, 
her manner was hesitating, her eyes searched into mine with an eager fear, 
when she asked me what I thought of his message,and what 1 meant to do 
next, after heaiing it. 

“ Not many weeks have passed, Marian,” I answered, ** since my inter¬ 
view with Mr. Kyrle. When he and I parted, the last words 1 said to 
him about Laura were these: * Her uncle's house shall open to receive her, 
in toe presence of every soul who followed the false funeral to the grave; 
the lie that records her death shall be publicly erased from the tcanbstone 
by the authority of the head of the family ; and the two men who havo 
WTonged her shall answer for tbeir crime to me, though the justioe that siti 
in tribunals is powerless to pursue them.* One of those men is beyond 
tuer tal reaoh. The other remains—^and my resolution remains,” 
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Hor eyes lit up; her colour rose. She said nothing; bat I saw all her 
lympathies gathering to mine, in her face. 

“1 don’t disguise from myself, or from yon,** I went ori, “that the 
proepcct before us is more than doiibtful. The risks we have run already 
are, it may be, trifies, compared with the risks that threaten us in the 
future—but the venture shall be tried, Marian, for all that. I am not rash 
enougb to measure myself against such a man as the Count, before I am 
well prepared for him. I have learnt patience; I can wait my time. 
Let him believe that his messagc has produced its effect; let him know 
nothing of ns, and hear nothing of us; let us give him full time to feel 
secure—^his own boastful nature, unless I seriously mistake him, will 
hasten that result. This is one reason for waiting; but there is another 
more important still. My position, Marian, towards you and towards 
Laiua, ought to bc a stronger one than it is now, before I try our last 
chance.” 

She leaned near to me, with a look of surprise. 

“ How can it be stronger she asked. 

“ I will tell you,” I replied, “ when the time comes. It has not come 
yet: it may never come at all. I may be silen! about it to Laura for ever 
—must be silent, now, even to you, till I see for myself that I can harm- 
lessly and honourably speak. Let us leave that subject, There is another 
which has more pressing claims on our attention. You have kept Laura, 
mercifuUy kept her, in ignorance of her husbandes death- ^ 

“ Oh, Walter, surely it must be long yet, before we tell her of it 

“ No, Marian. Better that you should reveal it to her now, than that 
accident which no one can guard against, should reveal it to her at some 
future time. Spare her all the details—break it to her very tenderly—^biit 
tell her that he is dead.” 

“ You have a reason, Walter, for wishing her to know of her husband’s 
death, besides the reason you have just mentioned?” 

I have.” 

“ A reason connected with that subject which must not be mentioned 
between us yet?—^which may never be mentioned to Laura at all?” 

She dwelt on the last words, meaningly. When I answered her, in tho 
affirmative, I dwelt on them too. 

Her face grew pale. For a while, she looked at me with a sad, hesitating 
intcrest. An unaccustomed tendemoss trembled in her dark eyes and 
softened her firm lips, as she glanced aside at the empty chair in which the 
dear companion of all our joys and sorrows had been sitting. 

“ I think I understand,” she said. “ I think I owe it to her and to you, 
Walter, to téll her of her husband’s death.” 

She sighed, and held my hånd fast for a moment—then dropped it 
abruptly, and left the room. On the next day, Laura knew that his death 
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liad released her, and that the error and the calamity of her life lay borled 
in hia tomb. 

His name was mentioned among us no more. Thenceforwaid, wa 
■hrank from the slighteat approach to the subject of his death; and, in the 
same scrupulons manner, Marian and I avoided all fhrther reference to that 
other subject, which, by her consent and mine, was not to be mentioned 
between us yet. It was not the less present to our minds—^it was rather 
kept alive in them by the restraint which we had imposed on ourselves. 
We both watched Laura more anxiously than ever; sometimes waiting and 
hoping, sometimes waiting and fearing, till the time came. 

By degrees, we retumed to our accustomed way of life. I resumed the 
daily work, which had been suspended during my absence m Hampshire. 
Our new lodgings cost us more than the smaller and less convenient rooms 
which we had left; and the claim thus implied on my increased excrtions 
was strengthened by the doubtfulness of our future prospects. Emergencies 
might yet happen which would exhaust our little fund at the banker’s; 
and the work of my hånds might be, ultimately, all we had to look to for 
support. More permanent and more lucrative employment than had yet 
been ofifered to me was a necessity of our position—a necessity for which I 
now diligently set myself to provide. 

It must not be supposed that the interval of rest and seclusion of which 
I am now writing, entirely suspended, on my part, all pursuit of the one 
absorbing purpose with which my thopghts and actions are assodated^ in 
these pages. That purpose was, for months and months yet, never to 
relax its olaims on me* The slow ripening of it still left me a measure of 
precaution to take, an obligation of gratitude to perform, and a doubtful 
question to solve. 

The measure of precaution related, necessarily, to the Count.. It was of 
the last importance to ascei’tain, if possible, whether his plans committed 
him to remaining in England—or, in other words, to remaining within my 
■"each. I contrived to set this doubt at rest by very simple means. His 
address in St. John’s Wood being known to me, I inquired in the neigh- 
bourhood; and having found out the agent who had the disposal of the 
lurnished house in which he lived, I asked if number five. Forest Boad, 
was likely to be let within a reasonable time. The reply was in the 
negative. I was informed that the foreign gentleman then lesiding in 
the house had lenewed his term of oceupation for another six months, 
and would remain in possession until the end of June in the foUowing 
year. We were then at the beginning of December only. I left the 

agent with my mind relieved from all present fear of the Ck)imt*B escaping 

m«. 

The obligation I had to perform, took me oncc more in to the prcsenoc of 
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Urs. ClemenU. I had promised to return, and to oonfide to her those par- 
ticulars relating to the death and burial of Anne Catherick, which I had 
been obliged to withhold at our first interview. Changed as oircumstances 
now were, there was no hindrance to my trusting the good woman with as 
much of the story of the conspiracy as it was necessary to tell. I had 
every reason that sympathy and friendly feeling could suggest to urge on 
me the speedy perfonnance of my promise—and I did conscientiously and 
tarefally perform it There is no need to burdcn these pages with any 
statement of what passed at the interview. It will be more to the purpose 
to say that the interview itself necessarily brought to mymind thehne 
doubtful question still remaining to be solved—the quesiion of Anne 
Catherick’s parentage on the father^s side. 

A multitude of small considerations in connexion with this subject— 
trifling enough in themselves, but strikingly important, when massed 
together—^had latterly led my mind to a conclusion which I resolved to 
verify. I obtained Marian’s permission to write to Major Donthome, ot 
Vameck Hall (where Mrs. Catherick had lived in service for some years 
previous to her marriage), to ask him certain questions. I made the 
inquiries in Marianes name, and described them as relating to matters of 
personal interest in her family, which might explain and excuse my appli- 
cation, ’When I \vrote the letter, I had no certain knowledge that Major 
Donthome was still alive; I despatched it on the chance that he might be 
living, and able and willing to reply. 

After a lapse of two days, proof came, in the shape of a letter, that the 
Major was living, and that he was ready to help us. 

The idea in my mind when I wrote to him, and thø nature of my 
inquiries, will be easily inferred from his reply. His lettor answered my 
questions, by commxmicating these important facts: 

In the first place, “ the late Sir Percival. Giyde, of Blackwater Park,” had 
never set foot in Varaeck Hall, The deceased gentleman ’ was a total 
stranger to Major Donthome, and to all his family. 

In the second place, “ the late Mr. Philip Fairlie, of Limmeridge House,” 
had been, in his younger days, the intimate friend and constant guest of 
Major Donthome. Having refreshed his memory by looking back to old 
letters and other papers, the Major was in a position to say positively, that 
Mr. Philip Fairlie was staying at Vameck Hall in the month of August, 
dghteen hundred and twenty-six, and that he remained there, for the 
shooting, during the month of September and part of October following. 
He then left, to the hest of the Major’s belief, for Scotland, and did not 
return to Vameck Hall till after a lapse of time, when he reappeared in the 
character of a newly-married man. 

Taken by itself, this statement was, perhaps, of little positive valne—^but, 
taken in connexion with certain facts, every one of which either Marian or 
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1 knew to be inio, it suggested one plain oonclusion that to our miiiJø, 
irresistible. 

Knowing, now, tbat Mr. Philip Fairlie bad been at Varneck Hall in the 
autumn of cigbteen bundred and twenty-six, and tbat Mrs. Catherick bad 
been living there in service at tbe same time, we knew also:—^first, tbat 
Anne bad been bom in June, eigbteen bundred and twenty-seven; secondly, 
that she bad always presented an extraordinary personal resemblance to 
Laura; and, tbirdly, that Laura berself was strikingly like her fatber, 
Mr, Philip Fairlie bad been one of tbe notoriously bandsome men of bis 
time. In disposition entirely unlike bis brotber Frederick, be was the 
spoilt darling of society, especially of tbe women—an easy, light-hearted, 
impulsive, affectionate man; generous to a fault; constitutionally lax in 
his principles, and notoriously tbougbtless of moral obligations wbere 
women were concerned. Sucb were tbe facts we knew; such was tbo 
character of tbe man. Surely, the plain inference that follows needs no 
pointing out ? 

Read by tbe new ligbt wbicb bad now broken upon me, even Mrs. 
Catberick’s letter, in despi te of berself, rendered its mite of assistance 
towards strengtbening the conclusion at wbicb I bad arrived. Sbe bad 
described Mrs. Fairlie (in writing to me) as “ plain-looking,” and as having 

entrapped the handsomest man in England into marrying her.** Both 
assertions were gratuitously made, and botb were false. Jealous Idislike 
(whicb, in sucb a woman as Mrs. Catherick, would express itself in petty 
malice ratber than not express itself at all) appeared to me to be tbe only 
assignable cause for the peculiar insolence of her reference to Mrs. Fairlie, 
under circumstances wbicb did not necessitate any reference at all. 

Tbe mention bere of Mrs. Fairlie*s name naturally suggests one other 
question. Did sbe ever suspect wbose cbild tbe little giri brougbt to her at 
Limmeridge migbt be ? 

Marian’s testimony was positive on tbis point. Mrs. Fairlie’s letter to 
her husband, wbicb had been read to me in former days—tbe letter describ- 
ing Anne’s resemblance to Laura, and acknowledging her affectionate 
interest in the little stranger—bad been written, beyond all question, in 
perfect innocence of beart. it even seemed doubtful, on consideration, 
whetber Mr. Philip Fairlie bimself had been nearer tban bis wife to any 
suspicion of tbe truth. Tbe disgracefully deceitful circumstances under 
wbicb Mrs. Catherick bad married, tbe purposc of concealment which the 
marriage was intcnded to answer, migbt well keep her silent for caution's 
sake, perbaps for her own pride’s sake also—even assuming that she bad 
the means, in bis absence, of oommunicating with tbe father of her unbom 
cbild. 

As this surmise floated through my mind, there rose on my memory 
the remembrance of the Scripture denunoiation which we have all thouglit 
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ol^ in GUI time, with wonder and with awe: The sins of the fathers shall 
be visited on ihe ohildren.” But for the fatal resemblance between the 
two daoghters of one father, the conspiracy of 'which Anne had been the 
innocent instrument and Laura the innocent victim, could never have been 
pjanned, With what unerring and terrible directness the long chain of 
cireumstances led down from the thoughtless wrong committed by the 
fathrø to the heartlees injury indicted on the child! 

These thoughts came to me, and others with them, which drew my 
mind away to the little Gumberland churchyard where Anne Catherick 
now lay buried. I thought of the bygone days when I had roet her by 
Mrs. Pairlie’s grave, and roet her for the last time. I thought of her poor 
helpless hånds beating on the tombstone, and her weary, yeaming words, 
rourmured to the dead reroains of her protectress and her friend. ** Oh, if 
I could die, and be hidden and at rest with youV* Little more than a 
year had passed since she breathed that wish; and how inscmtably, how 
awfully, it had been fulfilled! The wca'ds she had spoken to Laura by the 
shores of the lake, the very words had now coroe true. ** Oh, if 1 could 
only be buried with your mother! If I could only wake at her side when 
the angers trumpet sounds, and the graves give up their dead at the 
resurrection !** Through wW mortal criroe and horror, through what 
darkest windings of the way down to Death, the lost creature had wan<* 
dered in God’s leading to the last home that, living, she never hoped to 
leach 1 In that sacred rest, 1 leave her«^in that dread coropanionship, let 
her remain undisturbed. 

So the ghostly fignie which has haunted these pages as it haunted my 
Ufe, goes down into the iropenetrable Gloom. Like a Shadow she first 
eame to me, in the loneliness of the night« Like a Shadow she passes 
away, in the loneliness of the dead« 

IIL 

Four rnonths elapsed« April came—the month of Spring; the month ot 
change. 

The oourse of Time had flowed through the interval since the winter, 
]ideacefully and happily in our new home. I had tumed my long leisure to 
good account; had largely increaeed my sources of employment; and had 
placed our means of subsistence on surer grounds, Freedfrom the suspense 
snd the anziety which had tried her so sorely, and hung over her so long, 
Marian’s spirits rallied; and her natural energy of character began to assert 
itaelf again, with something, if not all, of the freedom and the vigour oi 
former times. 

More pliable under chango than her sister, Laura showed more plainly 
tbe i^fiigress msde by the hcf^ling ind^nogs of her ngw lifc. »The wom ai^ 
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wasted look whicli had promaturely aged her face, was faat lekving it; and 
the e;ipre8sioii which had been the first of its charms in paat days, was the 
iirst of its beauties that now retumed. My closest observation of her 
detected but one serious result of the conspiracy which had once threatened 
her reason and her life. Her memory of events, from tbe period of her 
leaving Blackwater Park to the period of our meeting in the burial-ground 
of Limmeridge Church, was lost beyond all hope of reoovery. At the 
slightest reference to that time, she changed and trembled still; her words 
be^me oonfused; her memory wandered and lost itself as helplessly as 
ever. Here, und here only, the traces of the past lay deep—too deep to be 
effaoed. 

In all else, she was now so far on the way to recovery, that, on her best 
and brightest days, she sometimes looked and spoke like tbe Laura of old 
times. The happy change wrought its natural result in us both. From 
their long slnmber, dn her side and on mine, those imperishable mcmories 
of our past- life. in Gumberland now awoke, which were one<and all alike, 
the memories of our love. 

Gradually and insensibly, our daily relations towards each other became 
eonstiained. The fond words which I had spoken to her so naturaUy, in 
the days of her sorrow and her Buffering, faltered strangely on my lips. 
lu the time when my dread of losing her was most present to my mind, I 
had always kissed her when she left me at night and when she met me in 
the moming. The kiss seemed now to have dropped between us—^to be 
lost out of our lives. Our bands began to tremble* again when they met. 
We hardly ever looked long at one another out of Marian’s presence. Tbe 
talk often flagged between us when we were alone. When I touched her 
by accident, 1 felt my heart beating fast, as it used to beat at Limmeridge 
House—saw the lovely answering flush glowing again in her cheeks, as if 
we were back among the Gumberland Hilis, in our past oharacters of master 
and pupil once more. She had long intervals of silence and thoughtfulness; 
and denied she had been thinking, when Manan asked her the question. 
I surprised myself, one day, neglecting my work, to dream over the little 
water-colour portrait of her which 1 had taken in the summer-house where 
we first met—just as I used to neglect Mr. Fairlie’s drawings, to dream 
over ihe same likeness, when it wes newly finished in the bygone time. 
Ghanged as all the oireumstances now were, our position towai*^ each other 
in the golden days of our first oompanionship, seemed to *be revived with 
the revival of our love. It was as if Time had drifted us back on the wreck 
of our early hopes, to the old familiar shore 1 

To any other woman, I could have spoken the decisive words which I 
still hesitated to speak to Acr. The utter helplessness of her position; her 
friendless dependenco on all the forb^ring gentleness that I could show her; 
my fear of touching too soon some scoret sensitiveness in her, whi<h my 



THK WOMAX m WUJIK, 


430 


iostiuct, as a man, might not haye been fine enongh to disoover^tlieBe oon« 
siderations, and others like them, kept me self-distrustfully silent. And 
yet, I knew that the resiinint on both sides mnst be ended; that the rela¬ 
tions in which we stood towards one another mnst be altered, in some settled 
manner, for. the future; and that it rested \vith me, in the first instanoe, 
to recognise the necessity for a change. 

The more I thought of our position, the harder the attempt to alter it 
appeared, while the domestic conditions on which we three had been living 
together since the winter, remained undisturbed. I cannot account for the 
capricious State of mind in which this feeling originated—^but the idea 
nevertheless possessed me, that some previous change of place and clrcum- 
stances, some sudden break in the quiet monotony of our lives, so managed. 
as to vary the home aspect under which we had been accustomed to see 
each other, might prepare the way for me to speak, and might make it 
easier and less embarrassing for Laura and Marian to hear. 

With this purpose in view, I said, one moming, that I thought we had 
all eamed a little holiday and a change of scene. After some considemtioDi 
it was decided that we should go for a fortnight to the sea-side. 

On the next day, we left Fulham for a quiet town on the south coast 
At that early season of the year, we were the only visitors in the place. 
Thexlifife, the beach, and the walks inland, were all in the solitary condition 
which was most welcome to us. The air was mild; the prospects over hili 
and wood and down were beautifully varied by the shifting April light and 
shade; and the restless sea leapt under our Windows, as if it felt, like the 
land, the glow and freshness of spring. 

I owed it to Marian to oonsiUt her before I spoke to Laura, and to bo 
guided afterwards by her advioe. 

On the third day from our aiTival, I found a fit opportunity of speaking 
to her alone. The moment we looked at one another, her quick instinet 
detected the thought in my mind before I could give it expression. With 
her customary energy and direetness, she spoke at once, and spoke first. 

**You are thinking of that subject which was mentioned between ns 
on the evening of your return from Hampshire^” she said. “ I have been 
expecting you to allude to it, for some time past. There must be a change 
in our little household, Walter; we cannot go on mueh longer as we are 
now. I see it as plainly as you do—as plainly as Laura sees it, though she 
says nothing. How strangely the old times in Cumberland seem to liave 
come back! You and I are together again; and the one subject of interest 
between us is Laura once more. 1 could almost fancy that tMs room is the 
summer-house at Limmeridge, and that those waves beyond us are beating 
on our sea-shore.’' 

“ I was guided by your advioe in those past days,” I said; ** and now. 
Varian, with rejiance teftfold greater, I wUl be guided by it again.” 
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She anøwered by pressing my band. 1 saw that she was deeply touched 
by my reference to the past. We sat together near the window; and, 
while I spoke and she listened, we looked at the glory of the sonlight 
shining on the majesty of the sea. 

“ Whatever comes of this confidence hetween ns,” I said, “ whether it 
ends happily or sorrowfully for tne, Laura*s interests will still be the iutereats 
of my life. When we leave this place, on whatever teims we leave it, 
my determination to wrest from Gount Fosco the confession which I failed 
to obtain from his accomplice, goes back with me to London, as oertainly 
08 I go back myself. Ncither you nor I can tell how that man may tum 
on me, if I bring him to bay ; we only know by his own words and actions, 
that he is capable of striking at me, through Laura, without a moment’s 
hesitation, or a moment's remorse. In our present position, 1 have no 
claim on her, which society sanctions, which the law allows, to strengthen 
me in lesisting him, and in protecting her. This places me at a seriousdis- 
advantage. If I am to fight our cause with the Gount, strong in the con- 
teiousness of Laura*s safcty, I must fight it for my Wife. Do you agree to 
tbat Marian, so far ?” 

“ To every word of it,” she answered. 

“I will not plead out of my own heart,” I went on; “I will not appeal 
to the love which has survived all changes and all shocks—I will rest my 
only vindication of myself for thinkiug of her and speaking of her as my 
vrife, on what I have just said. If the chance of forcinga confession firoiL 
the Gount, is, as I believe it to be, the last chance left of publicly establish- 
ing the faet of Laura^s existence, the ieast selfish reason that I can advance 
for our marriage is rccognised by us both. But I may be wrong in my 
conviction; other means of achieving pur purpose may be in our pownr, 
which are less nncertain and iess dangerous. I have searched anxiously, 
in my own mind, for those means—and I have not found them. Have 
you ?” 

“ No. I have thought about it too, and thought in vain.” 

^ In all likelihcod,” I continued, the same questions have oceuned to 
you, in considering this difiGcult subject, which have oceurred to me. 
Ought we to return with her to Limmeridge, now that she is like herse! f 
again, and trust to the recognition of her by the people of the village, or by 
the cMldren at the school ? Ought we to appeal to the practical test of her 
handwriting ? Suppose we did so. Suppoøe the recognition of her obtained, 
and the identity of the handwriting established. Would sueoess in both 
those cases do more than supply an excellent foundation for a trial in a 
oourt of law? Would the recognition and the handwriting prove her 
identity to Mr. Fairlie and tako her back to Limmeridge House, against 
the evidence of her aunt, against the evidence of the medical certificate, 
QgaiQst the faet of the funeral and the faet of the ins(a*iption on the tomh i 



'lUE WO^Ail IN WHITE. 


411 


Nol We could ouly hope to succeed in throwing a serious doubt on tho 
assertion of lier death—a doubt which nothing short of a legal inquiry can 
settle. 1 will assume tbat we possess (wbat we have certainly not got) 
money enough to carry this inquiry on through all its stages. I will 
assume that Mr. Fairlie’s prejudices might be reasoned away; that the 
false testimony of the Count and his wife, and all the rest of the false testi- 
xnony, might be confuted; that the recognition could not possibly be 
ascribed to a mistake between Laura and Anne Catherick, or the hand- 
writing be declared by our enemies to be a elever fraud—-all these are 
assumptions which, more or less, set plain probabilities at defiance, but lof 
them pass—and letus ask ourselves what would be the firøt consequence oi 
the first questions put to Laura herself on the subject of the oonspiracy. 
We know only too well what the consequence would be—for we know that 
she has never recovered her memory of what happened to her in London. 
'Examine her privately, or examine her publibly, she is utterly incapable of 
assisting the assertion of her own case. If you don’t see this, Marian, as 
plainly as I see it, we will go to Limmeridge and try the experiment, to. 
morrow.** 

(fo see it, Walter. Even if we had the means of paying all the law 
expenses, even if we succeeded in the end, the delays would be unen« 
durable; the perpetual suspense, after what we have suffered already, would 
be heart-breaking. You ave right about the hopelessness of going to Limme¬ 
ridge. I wish I could feei sure that you are right also in determining to 
try that last chance with the Count. Is it a chance at all ?” 

** Beyond a doubt, Yes. It is the chance of recovering the lost date of 
Laura’s joumey to London. Without retuming to the reasons I gave you 
some time since, I am still as firmly persuaded as ever, that there is a dis- 
'Crepancy between the date of that journey and the date on the certificat« of 
death. There lies the weak point of the whole conspiraoy—it cran\bles to 
piéces if we attack it in that way; and the means of attacking it are in 
possession of the, Count, If I succeed in wi*esting them horn him, the 
object of your life and mine is fulfilled. If I fail, the wrong tbat Laura 
has suffered, will, in this world, never be redressed.*’ 

“ Do you fear failure, yourself, Walter ?” 

** I date not anticipate success; and, for that very reason, Marian, 1 
speak openly and plainly, as I have spoken now. In my heart and my 
conscience, I can say it—Laura’s hopes fbr the future are at their lowest 
ebb. I know that her fortune is gone; I know that the last chance of 
restoring her to her place in the world lies at the mercy of her worst enemy, 
ofamanwho is now. absolutely unaasailable, and who may remain un- 
assailable to the end. With every worldly advantage gone from her; with 
all prospect of recovering her rank and station more than doubtful; witli 
n ) clearer futpre before h^r tlian the future which h^ husband can provide 
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—^the poor di-awing-master may harmlessly open his heart at last. In the 
days of her prosperity, Marian, I was only the teacher who gnided her hånd 
—I ask for it, in her adverøity, as the hånd of my wife !** 

Marian’s eyes met mine affectionately—could say no more. My heart 
was full, my lips were trembling. In spite of myself, 1 was in danger of 
appealing to her pity. I got up to leave the room. She rose at the same 
moment, laid her hånd gently on my shoulder, and stopped me. 

“ Walter 1” she said, “ I once parted you both, for your good and for 
hers. Wait here, my Brother 1—wait, my dearest, hest friend, till Lama 
oomes, and tells you what I have done now T’ 

For the first time since the farewell morning at Limmeridge, she touched 
my forehead with her lips. A tear dropped on my face, as she kissed me. 
8 he turned quickly, pointed to the chair from which I had risen, and left 
the room. 

1 sat down alone at the window, to wait through the crLsis of my life. 
My mind, in that breathless interval, felt like a total blank. I was oon« 
Bcious of nothing but a painful intensity of all familiar perceptions. The 
sun grew blinding bright; the white sea biids chasing each other far beyoud 
me, soemed to be flitting before my face; the mellow murmur of the waves 
on tbe beach was like thunder in my ears. 

The door opened ; and Laura came in alone. So she had entered the 
breakfast-room at Limmeridge House, on the morning when we parted. 
Slowly and falteringly, in sorrow and in hesitation, she had once appioeched 
me. Now, she oame with the haste of happiness in her feet, with the 
light of happiness radiant in her face. Of their own accord, those dear 
arms clasped themselves round me; of their oum accord, the sweet lips came 
to meet mine. My darling 1” she whispered, ** we may own we love each 
other, now P” Her head nestled with a tender contentedness on my bosonu 

Oh,*J she said, innocently, “ I am so happy at last T* 

Ten days later, we were happier stilL We were married. 

IV. 

The course of this narrative, steadily fiowing on, bears me away from the 
moming-time of our married life, and carries me forward to the ^d. 

In a fortnight more we three were back in London; and the shadow was 
Btealing over us of the stniggle to come. 

Marian and I were careful to keep Laura in ignorance of the cause thai 
had hurried us back—the necessity of making sure of the Count. It was 
now the beginning of May, and his term of occupation at the house in 
Forest-road expired in June. If he renewed it (and I had reasons, shortly 
to be mentioned, for anticipating that he would), I might be oertain of kis 
not escaping me. But, if by any chance he disappointed my expectatiomt 
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and left the country—^then, I bad no time to lose lu arming myaelf to meot 
him as 1 best might 

la the fixst fulness of my new happiness, therc had been moments when 
niy reaolation faltered-^moments, when I was tempted to be safely oontent, 
now that the dearest aspiration of my life was fulhllød in the possession of 
Laun^'s love. For the first time, I thought faint-heartedly of the greatness 
of;the risk; of the adverse chances arrayed against me: of the fair promise 
of^onr new lives, and of the peril in which I might place the happiness 
which we had so hardly eamed. Yes 1 let me own it honestly. For a 
brief time, I wandered, in the sweet guiding of love, far from the purpose 
to which I had been true, under stemer discipline and in darker days. 
Innocently, Laura had tempted me aside from the hard path—innocently 
ahø was destined to lead me back again. 

At times, dreams of the terrible past still disconnoctedly recalled to her, 
in the mystery of sleep, the events of which her waking memory had lost 
all trace. One night (barely two weeks after our marriage), when 1 was 
watching her at rest, I saw the tears come slowly through her closed eye- 
lids, I heard the faint murmuring words escape her which told me that her 
spirit was back again on tlie fatal joumey from Blackwater Fark. That 
unconscious appeal, so touching and so awful in the sacredness of her sleep, 
ran through me like fire. The next day was the day we came back to 
London—the day when my resolution retumed to me with tenfold 
strength« 

The first x^cessity was to know something of the man. Thus far, the 
true story pf his life was an impenetrable mystery to me. 

1 began with such scanty sources of information as were at my own dis- 
posal. The important narrative written by Mr. Frederick Fairlie (which 
Marian had obtained by following the directions I had given to her in the 
winter) proved to be of no service to the special object with which I now 
looked at it. While reading it, I reconsidcred the disclosure revealcd to me 
by Mrs. Glements, of the series of deceptions which had brought Anne 
Catherick to London, and which had there devoted her to the interests of 
the conspiracy. Here, again, the Count had not openly committed himself; 
here again, he was, to all practical purpose, out of my reach. 

1 next returned to Marian’s journal at Blackwater Park. At my request 
she read to me again a passage which referred to her past curiosity about 
the Gcunt^ and to the few particulars which she had discovered relating to 
him. 

The passage to which I allude occurs in that part of her journal which 
dclineates his chai acter and his personal appearance. She describes him as 
“ not having crossed the frontiers of his native country for yeare past ”—as 
“ anxious to know if any Italian gentlemen were settled in the nearest town 
to Blackwater Park”—^as “ receiving letters with all sorts of odd stamps cn 
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thein, nnd one with a large, ofiScial-looking Seal on it.** Blie is inclined tc 
oonsidcr tbat his' long absence from his native country may be acconnted 
for by assuming that he is a political exile. But she is, on the other hånd, 
unable to reconcile this idea with the reception of the letter from abroad, 
bcaring ** the large official-looking seal ”—letters from the Continent 
addressed to political exiles being usually the last to court attention from 
foreign post-oflBces in that way. 

'llie considerations thus presented to me in the diary, joined to certain 
surmises of my own that grew out of them, suggested a conclusion which 
I wondered I had not arrived at before. I now said to myself—what 
Laura had once said to Marian at Blackwater Parx; what Ma^me Fosoo 
bad overheard by listening at the door—tho Count is a Spy I 

Laura had applied the word to him at hazard, in natural anger at his pr{>- 
ceedings towards herself. I applied it to him, with the deliberate oonviction 
that his vocation in life was the vocation of a Spy. On this assumption, 
tbe reason for his extraordinary stay in England, so long after the objects 
of the conspiracy had been gained, became, to my mind, quite intelligible. 

Tbe year of which I am now writing, was the year of the famous Orystal 
Palace Exhibition in Hyde Park. Foreigners, in unusually large numbers, 
had arrived already, and were still arriving in England. Men were among 
us, by himdreds, whom the ceaseless distrustfulness of their govemments 
had followed privately, by means of appointed agents, to our shores. My 
surmises did not for a moment class a man of the Cqunt’s abilities and 
social position with the ordinary rank and file of foreigu spies. I suspected 
him of holding a position of authority, of being entnisted by the govem- 
ment which he secretly served, with the organization and management of 
agents specially cmployed in this country, both men and women ; and I 
believed Mrs. Rubelle, who had been so opportunely found to act as nurse 
at Blackwater Park, to be, in all probability, one of the number. 

Assuming that this idea of mine had a foundation in truth, the position 
of the Count might prove to be more assailable than I had hitherto ven- 
tured to hope. To whom could I apply to know something more of 
the man*s history, and of the man himself, than I knew now ? 

In this emergency, it naturally occuned to my mind that a oountryman 
of his own, on whom I could rely, might be the fittest person to help me. 
The first man whom I thought of, under these circumstanoes, was also 
the only Italian with whom I was intimately aoquaiuted—^my quaint litUe 
friend. Professor Pesca. 

The professor has been so long absent from these pages, that he bas run 
Bome risk of being forgotten altogether, 

It is the necessary law of such a story as mine, that the persons cca- 
oerned in it only appear when tbe coursc of uvents takes them up—tbey 
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Oome and go, not by favour of my personal partiality, but by right of their 
(lireet connection with the circumstancea to be (ietailed. For this reoson, 
not Pesca only, but my mother and sister as well, have been left far in the 
background of the narrative. My visits to the Hampstead oottage; my 
mother’s belief in the denial of Laura’s identity which the conspiracy had 
accomplisbed ; my vain efforts to overcome the prejudice, on her part ana 
on my sister’s, to which, in their jealous affeetion for me, they both con- 
tinued to adhere; the painful necessity which that prejudice imposed on 
me of concealing my man'iage from them till they had leamt to do justice 
to my wife—all these little domestic occurrences have been left un- 
recorded, because they were not essential to the main interest of the story. 
It is notlung that they added to my anxieties and embittered my dis- 
appointments—the steady march of events has inexorably passed them by. 

For the same reason, I have said nothing, here, of the consolation that i 
found in Pesea’s brotherly affeetion for me, when I saw him again after tho 
Budden cessation of my residence at Limmeridge House. I have not 
recorded the fidelity with which my warm-hearted little friend followed mo 
to the place of embarkation, when I sailed for Central America, or the 
noisy transport of joy with which he received me when we next met in 
London. If I had felt justified in accepting the offers of service which he 
made to me, on my retura, he would have appeared again, long ere this, 
Put, though 1 knew that his honour and his courage were to be implicitly 
relied on, I was not so sure that his discretion was to be trusted ; and, for 
that reason only, I followed the course of all my inquiries alone. It will 
now be suflBciently understood that Pesca was not separated from all con- 
nexioii with me and my interests, although he has hitherto been separated 
from all connexion with the progress of this narrative. He was as true 
and as ready a friend of mine still, as ever he had been in his bfe. 

Before I summoned Pesca to my assistance, it was necessary to see for 
myself what sort of man I had to deal with. Up to this time, I had never 
once set eyes on Count Fosco. 

Three days after my return with Laura and Marian to London, I set 
forth alone for Forest-road, St. Jobn’s Wood, between ten and eleven 
o’cl(x;k in the mohiing. It was a fine day—I had some hours to spare— 
and I thought it likely, if I waited a little for him, tliat the Count might 
be tempted out. I had no great reason to fear the chance of his recog- 
nising me in the day-time, for the only occasion when I had been seen by 
him was the occasion on which he had followed me home at night. 

No one appeared at the Windows in the front of the house. I walked 
down a turaing which ran past the side of it, and looked over the low 
garden Wall. One of the back Windows on the lower floor was thrown up, 
and a net was stretched across the opening. I saw nobody; but I he** 
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In the roora, fii*st a slirill whistling and singing of birds—then, tlie deep 
ringfug voice which Marian’s description had made familiar to me. “ Come 
out on my little finger, my prct-pret-pretties!” cried the voice. ** Come 
out, and hop up-stairs I One, two, three—and up ? Three, two, one— 
and downl One, two, three—twit-twit-twit-tweet !** The Count was 
exeicising his canaries, as he used to exercise them in Marian’s time, at 
Blackwater Park. 

I waited a little while, and the singing and the whistling ceased. 
“ Come, kiss me, my pretties I” said the deep voice. There was a respon- 
sive twittering and chirping—a low, oily laugh—a silence of a minute or 
80 —and then I heard the opening of the house door. I tumed, and 
retraced my steps. The magnificent melody of the Prayer in Rossini’s 
** Moses,” sung in a sonorous bass voice, rose grandly through the suburban 
silence of the placc. Thø front garden gate opened and closed. The Count 
had come out. 

He crossed the road, and walked towards the western boundary' of the 
Regent’s Park. I kept on my own side of the way, a little behind him, 
and walked in that direction also. 

Marian had prepared me for his high stature, his monstrous corpulenoe, 
and his ostentatious mouming garments—^but not for the horrible firesh- 
ness and cheerfulness and vitality of the man. He carried his sixty years 
as if they had beén fewer than forty. He sauntered along, wearing his hat 
a little on one side, with a light jaunty step; swinging his big stick; 
humming to himself; looking up, from time to time, at the houses and 
gardens on either side of him, with superb, smiling patronage. If a 
stranger had been told that the whole neighbourhood Monged to him, 
that stranger would not have been surprised to hear it. He never looked 
back: he paid no apparent attention to me, no apparent attention to any 
one who passed him on his own side of the road—except, now and then, 
when he smiled aud smirked, with an easy, patemal good humour, at the 
nurserymaids and the childreii whom he met. In this way, he led me 
on, till we reached a colony of shops outside the western terraces of the Park. 

Here, he stopped at a pastrycook’s, went in (probably to give an order), 
Snd came out again immediately with a tart ih his handi An Italian was 
grinding an organ before the shop, and a miserable little shrivelled monkey 
was sitting on the instrument, The Count stopped; bit a piece for himsdlf 
out of the tart; and gravely handed the rest to the monkey. “ My poor 
little man !” he said, with grotesque tenderness; “youlook hungry, im 
the sacred name of humani ty, I offer you sorne lunch f’ The organ¬ 
grinder piteously put in his claim to a.penny from the benevolent stranger. 
The Count shrugged his shoulders contemptuously—^and passed on. 

We reached the strcets and the better class of ^ops, between the New- 
road and Oxford-street, The Count stopped again, and entemd a small 
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opticis^n’s shop, with an inscription in the window, announcing that repaira 
weic neatly executed inside. He came out again, with an opera-glass in 
his hånd; walked a fcw paces on; and stopped to look at a biil of the 
Opera, placed outside a musio-seller’s shop. He read the bili attentively, 
oonsidered a moment, and then hailed an empty cab as it passed bim. 
** Opera-box-oflBce,” he said to the man—and was driven away. 

I crossed the road, and looked at the biil in my tum. The performance 
announced was ** Lucrezia Borgia,” and it was to take place that; evening. 
The opera-glass in the Count’s hånd, his careful reading of the biil, and his 
direction to the cabman, all suggested that he proposed making one of the 
audience. I had the means of getting an admission for myself and a friend, 
to the pit, by applying to one of the scene-painters attached to the theatre, 
with whom I had been well acquainted in past times. There was a chance, 
at least, that the Count might be easily visible among the audience, to me, 
and to any one with me; and, in this case, I had the means of ascertaining 
whether Pesca knew his countryman, or not, that very night. 

This consideration at once decided the disposal of my evening. I pro* 
cured the tickets, leaving a note at the Professor’s lodgings on the way. 
At a quarter to eight, I called to take him with me to the theatre. My 
little friend was in a state of the highest excitement, with a festive flower 
in his button-hole, and the largest opera-glass I ever saw hugged up under 
his arm. 

** Are you ready I asked. 

“ Right-all-right,” said Pesca. 

We started for the theatre. 


V. 

The last notes of the introduction to the opera were being played, and the 
seats in the pit were all filled, when Pesca and I reached the theatre* 

There was plenty of room, however, in the passage that ran round the 
pit—precisely the position hest calculated to answer the purpose fer which 
1 was attending the performance. I went first to the bairier separating ua 
from the stalls; and looked for the Count in that part of the theatre. Hc 
was not there. Returning along the passage, on the left hånd side from the 
stage, and looking about me attentively, 1 discovered him in the pit. He 
oceupied an excellent place, some twelve or fourteen seats from the end ol 
a bench, within three rows of the staUs. I placed myself exaetly on a line 
with him; Pesca standing by my side. The professor was not yet aware 
of the purpose for which I had brought nim to. the theatre, and he was 
rather surprised that we did not move nearer to the stage. 

The curtain rose, and the opera began. 

Throughout the whole-of the first act, u é remained in our position; the 
Oount, absorbed by the orchestra and the i tage, never casting so mueh as a 
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chance glaiico at \is. Not a note of Donizetti’s delicious mnsic waa lost an 
liim. There ho sat, high ahove his neighbours, smiling, and nodding his 
great head enjoyingly, from time to time. When the peoplø near liim 
applauded the close of an air (as an English audience in snch circumstances 
always wOl applaud), without the least consideration for the orchestral 
movement which immediately followed it, he looked round at them with 
an expression of compassionate remdnstrance, and held up one hånd with a 
gesture of polite entreaty. At the more refined passages of the singing, at 
the more delicate phrases of the music, which jmssed unapplauded by 
otbers, his fat bands adomed with perfectly-fitting black kid gloves, softly 
patted each other, in token of the cul ti vated appreciation of a musical 
man. At such times, his oily murmur of approval, “ Bravo I Bra-a-a-a!" 
hummed through the silence, like the purring of a great cat. His imme- 
diate neighbours on either side—hearty, ruddy-faced people from the 
country, basking amazedly in the sunshine of fashionable London—seeing 
and hearing him, began to follow his lead. Many a burst of applause from 
the pit, tbat night, started from the soft, comfortable patting of the black- 
gloved bands. The man’s voracious vanity devoured this implied tribute 
to bis local and critical supremacy, with an appearance of the highest 
relish. Smiles rippled continuously over bis fat face. He looked about 
him, at the pauses in tbe music, serenely satisfied with himself and his 
fellow-creatures. ** Yes I yes I these barbarous English people are leaming 
soraething from mb, Here, there, and everywbere, I—Fosoo-^m an 
Indnence tbat is felt, a Man wbo sits supreme!” If ever face spoke, his 
face spoke then—and that was its language. 

The curtain feli on the first act; and the audience rose to look about 
them. This was the time I had waited for—the time to try if Pesca knew 
him. 

He rose with the rest, and surveyed the occupants of the boxes grandly 
with his opera-glass. At first, bis back was towards us; but he tumed 
lound in time, to our side of the tbeatre, and looked at Ihe boxes above 
us; using his glass for a few minutes—then removing it, but still con- 
tinuing to look up. This was the moment I chose, when his fuU face was 
in view, for directing Pesca’s attention to him, 

“ Do you know that man ?’* I asked. 

“ Which man, my friend?” 

•* The tall, fat man, standing there, with his face towards ns.** 

Pesca raised himself on tiptoe, and looked at tbe Count. 

“ No,” said the Professor. “ The big fat man is a stranger to me. Is he 
famous? Why do you point him out?** 

“ Because I have particular reasons for wishing to know something of 
him. He is a countryman of yours ; his name is Count Fosoo. Do you 
know that name 7* 
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** Not I, Walter. Neither the name nor the man is known to me.” 

“ Are you quite sure you doi#t recognise him V Look again; look 
wrefully. I will tell you why I am so anxious about it, when we leave 
tke theatre. Stop! let me help you up here, where you can seø him 
better.** 

I helped the little man to percb himself on the edge of the raised daia 
tqx)n which the pit-seats were all placed. Here, his small stature was no 
liindrance to him; here, be could see over the heads of the ladies who were 
seated near the outermost ];)art of the bench. 

A slim, light-haired man, standing by us, whom I had not notioed before 
—^a man with a scar on his left cheek—looked attentively at Pesca as I 
helped him up, and then looked still more attentively, following the 
direction of Pesca’s eyes, at the Count. Our conversation might have 
reached his ears, and might, as it struck me, have roused his curiosity. 

Meanwhile, Pesca fixed his eyes eamestly on the broad, full, smiling face, 
tumed a little upward, exactly opposite to him. 

“ No,” he said; I have never set my two eyes on that big fat man 
before, in all my life.’* 

As he spoke, the Count looked downwards towards the boxes behind us 
on the pit tier. 

The eyes of the two Italians met. 

The instant before, I had been perfectly satisfied, from his own reiterated 
assertion, that Pesca did not know the Count. The instant afterwards, I 
was equally certain that the Count knew Pesca I 

Knew him; and—more surprising still—/eare<? him as well I There was 
no mistaking the change that passed over t^ villain’s face. The leaden hue 
that altered his yellow complexion in a moment, the sudden rigidity of all 
his features, the furtive scrutiny of his cold grey eyes, the motionless 
stillness of him from head to foot, told their own tale. A mortal dread had 
Tiiastered him, body and soul—and his own recognition of Pesca was the 
cause of it 1 

The slim man, with the scar on his cheek, was still close by us. He had 
apparently drawn his inference from the effect produced on the Count by 
the sight of Pesca, as I had drawn mine. He was a mild gentlemanlike 
man, looking like a foreigner; and his interest in our proceedings was not 
expressed in anything approaching to an offensive manner. 

For my own part, I was so startled by the change in the Count’s face, so 
astounded at the entirely unexpected tum which events had taken, that I 
knew neither what to say or do next. Pesca roused me by stepping back 
to his former place at my side, and speaking first. 

How the fat man stares !” he exclaimed. “ Is it at me f Am i 
fimous ? How can he know me, when I donT know him 

1 kept my eye still on the Count. I saw him move for the first time 

2 Q 
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When Pesca moved, so as not to lose sight of the little man, in tlie lower 
position in which he now stood. I was curious to see what would happen, 
if Pesca’s attention, under these circumstances, was withdrawn from him; 
and I accordingly asked the Professor if he reoognised any of his pupils, 
that evening, among the ladies in the boxes. Pesca immediately raised 
the large opera-glass to his eyes, and moved it slowly all round the uppcr 
part of the theatre, searching for his pupils with the most conscientious 
icrutiny« 

The moment he showed himself to he thus engaged, the Count ^umcd 
roimd; slipped past the persons who occupied seats on the farther side of 
him from where we stood; and disappeared in the middle passage down the 
oentre of the pit. I caught Pesca by the arm; and, to his inexpressible 
astonishment, hurried him round with me to the back of the pit, to inter- 
cept the Count before he oould get to the door. Somewhat to my surprise, 
the slim man hastened out before us, avoiding a stoppage caused by some 
people on our side of the pit leaving their places, by which Pesca and 
myself were delayed. When we reached the lobby the Count had dis¬ 
appeared—and the foreigner with the scar was gone too. 

** Come home,’* I said; ** come home, Pesca, to your lodgings. I must 
speak to you in private—must speak directly.** 

“ My-soul-bless-my-soul!” cried the Professor, in a state of the extremest 
bewilderment. “ What on earth is the matter?** 

1 walked on rapidly, without answering. The circumstances under 
which the Count had left the theatre suggested to me that his extraordinary 
anxiety to escape Pesca might carry him to further extremities still. He 
might escape me, too, by leaving London. I doubted the future, if 1 
allowed him so much as a day*s freedom to act as he pleased* And I 
doubted that foreign stranger who had got the start of us, and whom I sus- 
pected of intentionally following him out 
With this double ^strust in my mind, I was not long in making Pesca 
understand what I wanted. As soon as we two were alone in his room, I in- 
creased his confusion and amazement a hundredfold by telling him what my 
purpose was, as plainly and unreservedly as I have acknowledged it here. 

** My friend, what can I do?** cried the Professor, piteously appealing to 
me with both hånds. ** Deuce-what>the-deuce! how can I help you, 
Walter, when I don*t know the man ?** 

** He knows yov^hQ is afraid of you—he has left the theatre to escape 
you. Pesca 1 there must be a reason for this. Look back into your own 
life, before you came to England. You left Italy, as you have tdd me 
yoursel^ for political reasons. You have never mentioned those reasons to 
me; and I don*t inquire into them, now, I only ask you to consult your , 
own reooUections, and to say if they suggest no past cause for the tenroi i 
u^nich the first sight of*you produoed in that mon.** ^ 
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To my unutterable surprise, these words, harmless as they appeared vo 
ni«, produced the same astounding effect on Pesca wbich the sight of Pesca 
had produced on the Gount. The rosy &oe of my little friend whitened iu 
an instant; and he drew back from me slowly, trembling from head tG 
foot. 

“ Walter I” he said. “ You don*t know what you ask.** 

He spoke in a whisper—^he looked at me as if I had suddenly reyealed im 
him some bidden danger to botb of us. In less than one minute of time, 
ne was so altered &om the easy, lively, quaint little man of all my past 
experience, that if I had met him in liie Street, changed as I saw him now, 
I ^ould most certainly not have known him again. 

« Forgive me, if I have unintentionally pained and shocked you,” I 
replied. ** Bemember the cruel wrong my wife has suffered at Gount 
Fosco’s hånds.' Bemember that the wrong can never be redressed, nnlftag 
the means are in my powor of forcing him to do her justice. I spoke in 
her interests^ Pesca—I ask you again to forgive me—can say no more.** 

1 rose to go. He stopped me before I reached the door. 

** Walt,** he said. " You have shaken me from head to foot You 
don*t know how 1 left my country, and why I left my country. Let me 
compose myself—let me think, if I can.” 

I retumed to my chair. He walked up and down the room, talking to 
himself incoherently in his own language. After several tums backwards 
and forwards, he suddenly came up to me, and laid his little hånds with a 
strange tendemess and solemnity on my breast. 

** On your heart and soul, Walter,” he said, ** is there no other way to 
get to that man but the chance-way through me f ” 

“ There is no other way,** I answered. 

He left me again: opened the door of the room and looked out cautiously 
into the passage; closed it onoe more; and came back. 

“ You won your right over me, Walter,” he said, “ on the day when 
you saved my life. It was yours from that moment, when you pleased to 
take it. Take it now. Yes 1 I mean what I say. My next words, as true 
as the good Qoå is above us, will put my life into your hånds.** 

The trembling eamestness with whioh he uttered this extraordinary 
waming, cairied with it to my mind the oonviction that he spoke the truth« 
Mind this I” he went on, shaking his bands at me in the vehemenoe of 
his agitation. ** I hold no thread, in my own mind, between that man, 
Fosco, and the past time which I call back to me, for your sake. If you 
find the thread, keep it to yourself—tell me nothing—^>n my knees, I beg 
and pray, let me be ignorant, let me be innocent, iei me be blind to all the 
future, as I am now I” 

He said a few words more, hesitatingly and disconnectedly—then stopped 
again, ^ 
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1 eaw that the effort of espressing himself in English, on an occa&ion toc 
serions to permit him the use of the quaint turns and phrases of his 
ordinaiy vocabulary, was painfully increasing the difficulty he had felt 
from the first in speaking to me at all. Having leamt to rrad and under¬ 
stand his native language (though not to speak it)^ in the earlier days of 
our intimate companionship, I now suggested to him that he should express 
himself in Italian, while I used English in putting any questions which 
might he necessary to my enlightenment. He accepted the proposal. In 
his smooth-flowing language—spoken with a vehement agitation which 
betrayed itself in the perpetual working of his features, in the wildncss and 
the suddenness of his foreign gesticulations, but never in the raising of his 
voioe—I now heard the words which armed me to meet the last struggle 
that is left for this story to record.* 

“ You know nothing of my motive for leaving Italy,** he began, “ ezoept 
that it was for political reasons. If I had been driven to this country by 
the persecution of my government, I should not have kept those reasons a 
secret from you or from any one. I have concealcd them because no 
government authority has pronounced the sentence of my exile. You have 
heard, Walter, of the political Societies that are hidden in every great city 
on the continent of Europe ? To one of those Societies I belonged in Italy 
—•and belong still, in England. When I came to this country, I came by 
the direction of my Chief. I was over-zealous, in my younger time; I 
ran the risk of compromising myself and others. For those reasons, I was 
ordered to emigrate to England, and to wait. I emigrated—I have waited 
—I wait, still. To-morrow, I may bo called away: ten years hence, I may 
be called away. It is all one to me—I am here, I support myself by 
teaching, and I wait. I violate no oath (you shall hear why presently) in 
making my confidence complete by telling you the name of the Society to 
which I belong. All I do is to put my life in your hånds. If what I say 
to you now is ever known by others to have passed my lips, as oertainly as 
we two sit here, I am a dead man.** 

He whispered the next words in my ear. I keep the secret which he 
thus oommunicated. The Society to which he belonged, will be sufiSdently 
individualised for the purpose of these pages, if I call it The Biother- 
hood,** on the few occasions when any reference to the subject will be 
needed in this place. 

** The object of the Brotherhood,*’ Fesca went on, “ is, briefly, the object 
of other political societies of the same sort—the destmction of tyranny, and 


* It if only right to mention here, that I repeat Pesca’f statement to me, with the 
rareful s oppressionf and alterations which the serions natore of the sabject and my 
own senile of duty to my friend demand. My first and last conoealmenta frtan the leadcr 
ar« those which caution renders absolutely necessary in this portion of the narretive. 
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the aAsértlon of the rights of the people. The principles of the Brother* 
hood are two. So long as a inan*8 life is useful, or even harmless only, hc 
has the right to enjoy iU But, if his life iufiicts injury on the well-being 
of his fellow-men, from tliat moment he forfeits the right, and it is not 
only no crime but a positive merit to deprive him of it. It is not for mø 
to say in what hightful circumstances of oppression and suffering this 
Society took its rise. It is not for you to say—^you Englishmen, who have 
Gonquered your freedom so long ago, that you have conveniently forgotten 
what biood you shed, and what extremities you proceeded to, in the con« 
quering—it is not for y(m to say how far the worst of all exasperations 
may, or may not, carry the maddened men of an enslaved nation. The 
iron that has entered into our souls has gone too deep for you to Und it. 
Leave the refugee alone 1 Laugh at him, distrust him, open your eyes in 
wonder at that secret self which smoulders in him, sometimes imder the 
every-day respectability and tranquillity of a man like me ; sometimes under 
the grinding poveiiy, the fierce squalor, of men less lucky, less pliable, less 
patient than I am—^but judge us not I In the time of your first Charles 
you might have done us justice; the long luxury of your own freedom has 
made you incapable of doing us justice now.” 

All the deepest feelings of his nature seemed to force themselves to the 
surface in those words; all his heart was poured out to me, for the first 
thne in our Uves—but still, his voice never rose; still his dread of the 
terrible revelatibn he was making to me, never left him. 

“ So far,” he resumed, “ you think the Society like other Societies. Its 
object (in your English opinion) is anarchy and revolution. It takes the 
life of a King or a bad Minister, as if the one and the other were 
dangerous wiid beasts to be shot at the first opportunity. I grant you this. 
But the laws of the Brotherhood are the laws of no other poUtical society 
on the face of tlie earth. The members are not known to one another. 
There is a Fresident in Italy; there are Presidents abroad. Each of these 
bas his Secretary. The Presidents and the Secretaries know the members; 
but the membera, among themselves, are all strangers, until their Ghiefs 
see fit, in the political necessity of the time, or in the private necessity of 
the society, to make ihem known to each other. With such a safeguard as 
this, there is no oath among us on admittance. We are identified with the 
Brotherhood by a secret mark, which we aU bear, which lasts while our 
lives last. We are told to go about our ordinary business, and to report 
ourselves to the President, or the Secretary, four times a year, in the event 
of our services being required. We are wamed, if we betray the Brother. 
hood, or if we injure it by serving other interests, that we die by the 
principles of the Brotherhood—die by the hånd of a stranger who may be 
sent iVom the other end of the world to strike the blow—or by the band of 
our own bosom-friend« who may have been a member imknown to us 
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tbrcmgli all the years of out intimacy. Sometimes, the death k delayed; 
sometimes, it foUows close on the treacheiy. It is otir first besiness to 
know how to wait—our seoond business to know how to obey when the 
word is spoken. Some of us may wait our lives through, and may not be 
wanted. Some of us may be called to the work, or to-the preparation fo? 
the Work, the very day of our admission. I myself—^the Uttle, easy, 
cheerful man you know, who, of his own acoord, would hardly lift up his 
handkerchief to strike down the fly that buzzes about his face—^I, in my 
younger time, under provocation so dreadful that I will not tell you of it, 
entered the Brotherhood by an impulse, as I might have killed myself by 
an impulse. I must remain in it, now—^it has got me, whatever 1 may 
think of it in my better circumstances and my cooler manhood, io my 
dying day. While I was still in Italy, I was chosen ISecretary; and all 
the members of that time, who were brought face to face with my Presi- 
dent, were brought face to face also with meP 

I began to understand him ; I saw the end towards which his extra- 
ordinary disclosure was now tending. He waited a moment, watching me 
eamestly—^watching, till he had evidently guessed what was pasjsing in my 
mind, before he resumed. 

You have drawn your own conclusion already,” he said. 1 see it in 
your face. Tell me nothing; keep me out of the secret of your thoughts. 
Let me make my one last sacrifice of myself, for your sake—and then have 
done with this subject, never to return to it again.” 

He signed to me not to answerhim—^rose—removed his coat—^and rolied 
up the shirt-sleeve on his left arm. 

“ I promised you that this confidence should be complete,”he whispered, 
speaking close at my ear, with his eyes looking watchfully at the door. 

Whatever comes of it, you shall not reproach me with having bidden 
anything ftom you which it was necessary to your interests to know. I 
have said that the Brotherhood identifies its members by a mark that lasts 
for life. See the place, and the mark on it for yourself.” 

He raised his bare arm, and showed me, high on the upper part of it and 
on the inner side, a brand deeply bumt in the flesh and stained of a bright 
blood-red colour. I abstain from describing the device which the brand 
represented. It will be suflicient to say that it was circular in fonn, and 
80 small that it would have been completely covered by a shilling coin. 

“ A man who has this mark, branded in this place,” he said, covering his 
arm again, “ is a member of the Brotherhood. A man who has been fldse 
to the Brotherhood is discovered sooner or latcr, by the Chiefe who know 
him—^Presidents or Secretaries, as the case may be. And a man disoovered 
by the Chiefs is dead. No human laws can protect him. Eemember what 
you have seen and heard; draw what conclusions you like ; act as you 
olease. But, in the name of God, whatever you discover, whatever you 
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do, tell me Bothing 1 Let me remain free from a responsibility which it 
horrifies me to think of—which I know, in my conscience, is not vny 
responsibility, now. For the last time, I say it—on my honour as a 
gentleman, on my oath as a Christian, if the man you pointed out at the 
Opera knows we, he is so altered, or so disguised, that I do not know him, 
I am ignorant of his proceedings or his purposes in England—I nevei saw 
him, I never heard the name he goes by, to my knowledge, before to-night. 
I say no more. Leave me a little, Walter: I am overpowered by what 
has happened; I am shaken by what I have said. Let me try to be like 
myself again, when we meet next.” 

He dropped into a chair; and, tuming away from me, hid his face in his 
hånds. I gently opened the door, so as not to disturb him—and spoke my 
few parting words in low tones, which he might hear or not, as he pleased, 

“ I will keep the memory of to-night in my heart of hearts,” I said. 
“ You shall never repent the trust you have reposed in me. May I come 
to you to-morrow ? May I come as early as nine o’clock ?” 

“Yes, Walter,” he replied, lookingiup at me kindly, and speaking in 
English once more, as if his one anxiety, now, was to get back to our 
former relations towards each other. “ Come to my little bit of breakfast, 
before I go my ways among the pupils that I teach.” 

“ Good night, Pesca.” 

“ Good night, my friend.” 


VI. 

My drst oonviction, as soon as I found myself outside the house, was that 
no alternative was left me but to act at once on the information I had 
received—to make sure of the Count, that night, or to risk the loss, if 1 
' only delayed till the moming, of Laura’s last chance. I looked at my 
watch: it was ten o'clock. 

Not the shadow of a doubt crossed my mind of the purpose for which 
the Count had left the theatre. His escape from us, that evening, was 
beyond all question, the preliminary only to his escape from London. The 
mark of the Brotherhood was on his arm—I felt as certain of it as if he 
had shown me the brand—and the betrayal of the Brotherhood was on his 
conscience—had seen it in his recoguition of Pesca. 

It was easy to understand why that recognition had not been nutual. 
A man of the Count’s character would never risk the terrible consequences 
of tuming spy without looking to his personal security quite as carefully 
as he looked to his golden reward. * The shaven face, "which I had pointed 
out at the Opera might have been covered by a beard in Pesca’s time ; his 
dark brown hair might be a wig; his name was evidently a false one. 
The accident of time might have helped him as well—^his immense corpu- 
^nce might have come with his later years. There was every reason why 

i. ■ * 
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J^csca shoiild not have known him again—every reaaon, also, wby he 
filiould have known Pesca, whose singular personal appearanoe made a 
marked man of him, go wbere he might. 

I have said that I felt certain of the purpose in the Count’s mind when 
hc escaped us at the thcatre. How could I doubt it, when I saw, with my 
own eyes, that he believed himself, in spite of the change in his appearanoe, 
to havo beeu recognised by Pesca, and to be therefore in danger of his life ? 
If I could get speech of him that night, if I oould show him that I, too, 
knew of the mortal peril in which he stood, what result would foUow ? 
Plainly this. One of us must be master of the situation—one of us must 
inevitably be at the mercy of the other. 

I owed it to myself to consider the chances against me, before I con- 
fronted them. 1 owcd it to my wife to do all that lay in my power to 
lessen the risk. 

The chances against me wanted no reckoning upthey were all merged 
in one. If the Couni discovered, by my own avowal, that the direct way 
to his safety lay through my life, he was probably the last man in exist- 
enco who would shrink from throwing me off my guard and taking that 
way, when he had me alone within his reach. The only means of defence 
against him on which I could at all rely to lessen the risk, presented them¬ 
selves, after a little careful thinking, clearly enough. Before 1 made any 
personal acknowledgment of my discovery in his presence, I must place 
the discovery itself where it would be ready for instant use against him, 
and safe from any atWmpt at suppression on his part. If I laid the mine 
under his feet l^foie I approached him, and if I left instructions with a 
third person to fire it, on the expiration of a certain time, unless directions 
to the contrary were previously received under my ow’n hånd, or from my 
own lips—in that event^ the Count’s security was absolutely dependent 
upon mine, and 1 might hold the vantage ground over him sccurcly, evcn 
in his own house. 

This idea occurrcd to me when I was close to the new lodgings which 
we had taken on returning from the sea-side. I went in, without disturb- 
ing any one, by the help of my key. A light was in the hall; and I stole 
up with it to ray work-room, to make my preparations, and absolutely to 
commit myself to an interview with the Coimt, before either Laura or 
Marian could have the slightest suspicion of what I intended to do. 

A letter addressed to Pesca represented the surest measure of precaution 
which it was now possible for me to take. I wrote as follows ; 

“ The man whom I pointed out to you at the Opera, is a member of the 
Broiherhood, and has been false to his trust. Put both these assertions tc 
the test, instantly. You know the name he goes by in England. His 
address is No. 6, Forest-road, St. John’s Wood. On the love you one« 
bore me, use the power entrusted to you, without mercy and without 



THE WOMAN IK WHITE 45V 

}clay» againnt that man. I have risked all and lost all-^and the forfeit 

my failuro has been paid with my life.” 

1 signed and daécd these lines, enclosed them in an envelope, and 
sealed it up. On the outaide, I wrote this direction: “ Keep the enclosure 
unopened, until nine o’clock to-morrow morning. If you do not hear from 
me, or see me, before that time, break the seal when the clock strikes, and 
read the contents,” I added my initials; and protected the whole by 
eoclosing it in a second sealed envelope, addressed to Fesca at his 
lodgings. 

Nothing remained to be done after this but to find the means of 
sending my letter to its destination immediately. I should then have 
accomplished all that lay in my power. If anything happened to me in 
the Count’s house, I had now provided for his answering it with his 
life. 

That the means of preventing his escape under any circumstances what- 
ever, were at Pesca’s disposal, if he chose to exert them, I did not for an 
i nstant doubt. The extraordinary anxiety which he had expressed to 
remain unenlightened as to the Count’s identity—or, in other words, to be 
left uncertain enough about facts to justify him to his own conscience in 
remaining passive—^betrayed plainly that the means of exercising the ter¬ 
rible justice of the Brotherhood were ready to his hånd, although, as a 
naturally humane man, he had shrunk from plainly saying as much in my 
presence. The deadly certainty with which the vengeance of foreign 
political societies can hunt down a traitor to the cause, hide himself where 
he may, had been too often exemplified, even in my superficial experience, 
to allow of any doubt. Considering the subject only as a reader of news- 
papers, cases recurred to my memory, both in London and in Paris, of 
foreigners found stabbed in the streets, whose assassins could never bo 
traced—of bodies and parts of bodies, thrown into the Thames and the 
Seine, by hånds that could rever be discovered—of deaths by secret 
violence which could only be accounted for in one way. I have disguised 
nothing relåting to myself in these pages—and I do not disguise here, that 
I believed I had written Count Fosco’s death-warrant, if the fatal emer- 
gency happened which authorised Pesca to open my enclosure. 

I left my room to go down to the ground-floor of‘ the house, and speak 
to the landlord about finding me a messenger. He happened to be ascend- 
ing the stairs at the time, and we met on the landing. His son, a quick 
lad, was the messenger he proposed to me, on hearing what I wanted. We 
had the boy up-stairs; and I gave him his directions. He was to take 
tho letter in a cab, to put it into Professor Pesca’s own hånds, and to bring 
me back a line of acknowledgment from that gentleman; retuming in the 
cab, and keeping it at the door for my use. It was then nearly half* past 
ten. I calculated that the boy might be back in twenty minutes; and 
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that I might drive to St. John's Wood, on his retiini, in twcnty miniites 
mere. 

Wlien the lad had departed on his errand, I retumed to my own room 
for a little whilc, to put certain papers in order, so that they might ho 
easily found, in case of the worst, The key of the old-fashioned bureau 
in which the papers were kept, I sealed up, and left it on my table, with 
Marian’s name written on the outside of the little packet. This done, I 
went down stairs to the sitting-room, in which I expected to find Laura 
and Marian awaiting my return from the Opera., I felt my hånd trembling 
for the first time, when I laid it on the lock of the door. 

Ko one was in the room but Marian. She was reading; and she looked 
at her watch, in surprise, when I came in. 

“ How early you are back I'* she said. “ You must have come away 
before the opera was over.” 

“ Yes,” I replied ; ** neither Pesca nor I waited for the end. Where is 
Laura ?” 

She had one of her bad headaehes this evening; and I advised her lo 
go to bed, when we had done tea.** 

I left the room again, on the pretext of wishing to see whether Laura 
was asleep. Marianes quick eyea were beginning to look inquiringly at 
my face; Marian’s quick instiuct was beginning to discover that I had 
something weighing on my mind. 

When I entered the bed-chamber, and softly approached the bedside by 
the dim flicker of the night-lamp, my wife was asleep. 

We had not been married quite a month yet. If my heart was heavy, 
if my resolution for a moment faltered again, when I looked at her face 
tumed faithfully to my pillow in her slcep—when I saw Ler band resting 
open on tlio coverlid, as if it was waiting unconsciously for mine—surely 
tliere was some excuse for me ? I only allowed myself a few minutes to 
kneel down at the bedside, and to look close at her—so close that her 
breath, as it came and went, fluttered on my face. I only touched her 
hånd and her cheek with my lips, at parting. She stirred in her sleep, 
and murmured my name—^but without waking. I lingereri for an instant 
at the door to look at her again. “ God bless and keep yca, my darling!” 
I whispered—and loft her. 

Marian was at the stair-head waiting for me. She had a folded slip of 
paper in her band. 

“ The landlord’s son has brought this for you,” she said. “ He has got 
a cab at the door—he says you ordered him to keep it at your disposal.” 

“ Quite right, Marian. I want the cab; I am going out again.” 

1 descended the staira as I epoke, and looked into the sitting-room to 
.•ead the slip of paper by the light on the table. It contained these two 
bODtenees, in Pesca’s handwriting :— 
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** Your letter is recåved. If I don*t sec you before tbe time yon mention, 
1 will break the seal when the clock strikes.** 

I placed the paper in my pocket-book, and made for . the door. Marian 
met me on the threshold, and pushed me back into the room where the 
candlelight feil full on my face. She held me by both hånds, and her 
eyes fastened searchingly on mine. 

“ I see!” she said, in a low eager whisper. “ You are trying the last 
chance to-night.'* 

“ Yes—the last chance and the hest,” I whispered back. 

“ Not alone! Oh, Walter, for God’s sake not alone! Let me go with 
you. Bon’t refuse me because I’m only a woman. I must go I I will go! 
1*11 wait outside in the cab 1” 

It was my tum now to hold her. She tried to break away from me, and 
get down first to the door. 

“ If you want to help me,” I said, “ stop here, and sleep in my wife’s 
room to-night. Only let me go away, with my mind easy about Laura, 
and I answer for everything else. Come, Marian, give me a kiss, and show 
that<you have the courage to wait till I come back.** 

I ^red not allow her time to say a word more. She tried to hold me 
again. I unclasped her hånds—and was out of the room in a moment. 
The boy below heard me on the stairs, and opened the hall-door. I 
jumped into the cab, before tbo driver could get off the box. “ Forest-road, 
St. John’s Wood,** I called to him through the front window. “ Double 
fare, if you get there in a quarter of an hour.” “ 1*11 do it, sir.” I looked 
at my watch. Eleven o*clock—not a minute to lose. 

The rapid motion of the cab, the sense that every instant now was bring- 
ing me nearer to the Count, the conviction that I was embarked at last, 
without let or hindrance, on my hazardous cnterprise, heated me into sucl 
a fever of exciteinent that I shouted to the man to go faster and faster. As 
we left the stréets, and crossed St. John’s Wood-road, my impatience so 
completely overpowered me that I stood up in the cab and stretched my 
head out of the window, to see the end of the joumey before we reached it 
Just as a church clock in the distance struck the quarter past, we tuniea 
into the Forest-road. I stopped the driver a little away from the Count’s 
house—^paid and dismissed him—^and walked on to the door. 

As I approached the garden gate, I saw another person advancing to* 
wards it also, from the direction opposite to mine. We met under the gas 
lamp in the road, and looked at each other, I instantly recognised the 
light-haired foreigner, with the scar on his cheek ; and I thought he recog¬ 
nised mc. He said nothing ; and, instead of stopping at the house, as I did, 
he slowly walked on. Was he in the Forest-road by accident ? Or had 
he followed the Count home froui the Opera ? 

I did not pursue those qnestions. After waiting a little, till the 
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foreignei Ltd slowly passed out of sight, I rang tbe gato belL It was then 
twenty minutes past eleven—-late enough to make it quite easy for tlio 
Connt to get rid of me by the excuse tbat be was in bed. 

The only way of providing against tbis contingency was to send in my 
name, witbout asking any preliminary questions, and to let bim know, at 
tbe same time, tbat I bad a serions motive for wisbing to see bim at tbat 
late bour. Accordingly, wbile I was waiting, I took out my card, and 
wrote under my name, “On important business.** The maid-servant 
nnswered tbe door wbile I was writing tbe last word in pencil; and asked 
me distrustfully wbat I “ pleased to want.** 

“ Be so good as to take tbat to your master,’* I replied, giving her the 
card. 

I saw, by tbe girFs besitation of manner, tbat if I bad asked for the 
Count in tbe first instance, she would only have followed her instructions 
by telling me be was not at home. Sbe was staggered by the oonfidence 
witb wbicb I gave her the card. After staring at me in great perturbation, 
sbe went back into tbe bouse witb my message, closing the door, and leav- 
iiig me to wait in the garden. 

In a minute or so, sbe reappeared. “ Her master*8 compliments, and 
would I be so obliging as to say wbat my business was ?** “ Take my com¬ 
pliments back,” I replied; “ and say tbat tbe business cannot be mentioned 
to any one but your master.” Sbe left me again—again retumed—and, 
this time, asked me to walk in. 

I followed her at once. In anotber moment, I was inside the Count’s 
bouse 


VII. 

There was no lamp in tbe hall; but by tbe dim li^t of the kiteben 
candle wbicb tbe giri bad brougbt up-stairs witb her, I saw an elderly lady 
steal noiselessly out of a back room on tbe ground floor. She cast one 
viperish look at me as I entered tbe hall, but said notbing, and went slowly 
up-stairs, witbout retuming my bow. My familiarity witb MaTian*8 
journal suBBciently assured me that the elderly lady was Madame Fosoo. 

The servant led me to the room wbicli the Countess bad just left. I 
entered it; and found myself face to face witb tbe Count. 

He was still in his evening dress, except his coat, wbicb be bad thrown 
across a cbair. His sbirt-sleeves were tumed up at tbe wrists—^butno 
higher, A carpet-bag was on one side of bim, and a box on the other. 
Books, papers, and articles of wearing apparel wero scattered about the 
room. On a table, at one side of tbe door, stood tbe cage, so well known 
to me by description, wbicb oontained bis wbite mice. Tbe canaries and 
tbe cockatoo were probably in some otber room. He was seated before the 
box, xx^ckiug it, wben I went in, and rose wkb some papers in his hånd to 
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reæive me. His face still betrayed plain traces of the shock that had over- 
whelmed him at the Opera. His fat cheeks hung loose; his cold grey eyes 
were furtively yigilant; his voice, look, and manner were all sharply sns- 
picions alike, as ho advanced a step to meet me, and requested, with distant 
civility, that I would take a chair. 

You come here on business, sir ?” he said, “I am at a loss to know 
what that business can possibly he.” 

The unconcealed curiosity with which he looked hard in my face while 
he spoke, convinced me tbat I had passcd unnoticed by him at the Opera. 
He had seen Pesca first; and from that moment, till ha left the theatre, he 
liad evidently seen nothing else. My name would necessarily suggest to 
him that I had not come into his house with other than a hostile purpose 
towards himself—^but he appeared to be utterly ignorant thus far, of the 
real nature of my errand. 

“ I am fortunate in finding you here to-night,” I said. ** You seem U 
be on the point of taking a journey ?” 

“ Is your business connccted with my journey ?” 

“ In some degree.” 

In what degree ? Do you know where I am going to ?” 

“ No. I only know why you are leaving London.” 

He slipped by me with the quickness of thought; locked the door of the 
room ; and put the key in his pocket, 

“ You and I, Mr. Hartright, are excellently well acquainted vrith one 
another by reputation,” he said. “ Did it, by any chance, occur to you 
when you came to this house that I was not the sort of man you could 
trifle with?” 

“ It did occur to me,” I replied. ** And I have not come to trifle with 
you. I am here on a matter of life and death—and if that door which you 
liave locked was open at this moment, nothing you could say or do would 
induce me to pass through it.” 

I walked farther into the room and stood opposite to him, on the mg 
before the fireplaoe. He^.drew a chair in front of the door, and sat down on 
it, with his left arm resting on the table, The cago with the white mice 
was close to him; and the httle crcatures scampered out of their sleeping- 
place, as his heavy arm shook the table, and peered at him through tho 
gaps in the smartly painted wires. 

“ On a matter of life and death ?” he repeated to himself. “ Those words 
are more serious, perhaps, than you think. What do you mean ?” 

“What I say.” 

ITie perspiration broke out thickly on his broad forehead. His left hånd 
stole over the edge of the table. There was a drawer in it, with a lock, 
and the key was in the lock. His Anger and thumb clow over the key, 
but did not tura it. 
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“ So you know why I am leaving London ?” he went om “ Tell me tfea 
reason, if you piease.” He tamed the key, and unlocked the drawer as he 
spoke. 

I can do better than that ” I replied; I can show you the reason, if 
you like.” 

“ How can you show it?” 

“ You have got your coat off,” I said. “ RoU up the shirt-sloeve on your 
lefl; arm—and you will see it there.” 

The same livid, leaden change passed over his face, which I had seen 
pass over it at the theatre. The deadly glitter in his eyes shone steady and 
straight into mine. He said nothing. But his left hånd slowly opened the 
table drawer, and softly slipped into it. The harsh grating noise of some- 
thing heavy that he was moving, unseen to me, sounded for a moment— 
Ihen ceased. The silence that followed was so intense, that the faint tick- 
ing nibble of the white mice at their wires was distinctly audible where I 
stood. 

My life hung by a thread—and I knew it. At tliat final moment, I 
thought with hia mind ; 1 felt with hia fingers—was as certain, as if I had 
seen it, of what he kept hidden from me in the drawer. 

“ Wait a little,** I said. “ You have got the door locked —you see I don’t 
move—you see my hånds are empty. Wait a little. I have something 
more to say.” 

** You have said enough,” he replied, with a sudden composure, so unna* 
tural and so ghastly that it tried my nerves as no outbreak of violence could 
have tried them. want one moment for my own thoughts,if you 
piease. Do you guess what I am thinking aboUt ?** 

“ Perhaps I do,” 

** I am thinking,” he remarked quietly, ** whether I shall add to the dis- 
order in this room, by scattering your brains about the fireplace.” 

If I had moved at that moment, I saw in his face that he would have 
done it. 

“ I advise you to read two lines of writing which I have about me,” I 
rejoined, “before you finally decide that question.” 

The proposal appeared to excite his curiosity. He nodded his head. 1 
took Fesca’s acknowledgment of the receipt of my letter out of my pocket- 
^ K)ok; handed it to him at arm’s length; and retumed to my former posi¬ 
tion in front of the fireplace. 

He read the lines aloud: “ ‘ Your letter is received. If I don^t hear 
Aom you before the time you mention, I will break the sealwhen the clock 
itrikes.* ” 

Another man, in his position, would have needed some explanatioa of 
those words—the Gount felt no such neoessity. One reading of the note 
ohowed him the precautUm that I had taken, as plainly aa if be had boen 
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present at the time when I adopted it. The exprcssion of his face changed 
on the instant; and his hånd came out of the drawer, empty. 

“ I don’t look up my drawer, Mr. Hartright,” he said; “ and I don’t say 
that 1 may not scatter your brains about the fireplace, yet. But I am a just 
man, even to my enemy—and I will acknowledge, beforehand, that they 
are eleverer brains than I thought them. Gome to the point, sir! You 
want something of me ?” 

“ I do—and I mcan to have it." 

** On conditions 

^ On no conditions.” 

His hånd dropped into the drawer again. 

" Bah! we aro travelling in a circle," he said ; ** and those elever brains 
of yours are in danger again. Tour tone is deplorably imprudent^ sir— 
moderate it on the spot I The risk of shooting you on the place where you 
stand, is less to me, than the risk of letting you out of this house, exoept on 
oondUions that I dictate and approve. You have not got my lamented 
frienJ to deal with, now—you are face to face with Fosco! If the lives of 
twenty Mr. Hartrights were the stepping-stones to my safety, over all those 
stones I would go, sustained by my sublime indifference, self-balanced by 
my impenetrable calm. Kespect me, if you love your own life I I summon 
you to answer three questions, before you open your lips again. Hear 
them—they are necessary to this interview, Answer them—^they are neces- 
sary to kb.” He held up one finger of his right hånd. “ First question 1” 
he said. ** You come here possessed of information, which may be tru^ or 
may be‘ false—^where did you get it ?” 

“ I decline to tell you.” 

** No matter: I shall find out. If that information is true—^mind I say, 
with the whole force of my resolution, i/-—you, are making your market of 
it here, by treachery of your own, or by treachery of some other man, I 
note that circumstance, for future use, in my memory which forgets nothing, 
and proceed.” He held up another finger. “ Second question I lliose 
lines you invited me to read, are without signature. Who wrote them ?” 

** A man whom I have every reason to depend on; and whom you have 
every reasøå to fear.” 

My answer reached him to some purpose. His left hånd trembled audibly 
in the drawer. 

“ How long do you give me,” he asked, putting his third question in a 
quieter tone, ** before the clock strikes and the seal is broken ?” 

** Time enough for you to come to my terms,” I replied. 

** Give me a plainer answer, Mr. Hartright. What hour is the olock to 
atrike ?”, 

** Nine, tormorrow moming.” 

•• Nine to-morrow moming? Yes, yes—your trap is laid for me, befor« 
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T can gct my passport regulated, and leave London. It is not carlicr, 1 
suppose? We will see about that, presently—I can keep you hostage 
here, and bargain with you to send for your letter before I let you go. Id 
the mean time, be so good, next, as to mention your terms.” 

“ You shall hear them. They are simple, and soon stated. You know 
whose interests I represent in coming here ?” 

He smiled with the most supreme composure; and carelessly waved his 
right hånd. 

** I conscnt to hazard a guess,” he said, jeeringly. “ A lady’s interests, 
of course 1” 

“ My Wife’s interests.” 

He looked at me with the first honest expression that had crossed nis 
face in my presence—an expression of blank amazement. I could see that 
1 sank in his estimation, as a dangerous man, from that moment. He shut 
up the drawer at once, folded his arms over his breast, and listened to mo 
with a smile of satirical attention. 

“ You are well enough aware,” I went on, “ of the course which my 
inquiries have taken for many months past, to know that any attempted 
denial of plain facts will be quite useless in my presence. You are guilty 
of an infamous conspiracy. And the gain of a fortune of ten thousand 
pounds was your motive for it.” 

He said nothiug. But his face became over-clouded suddenly by a lower- 
ing anxiety. 

“ Keep your gain,” I said. (His face lightened again immediately, and 
his eyes opened on me in wider and wider astonishraent.) “ 1 am not here 
to disgrace myself by bargaining for money which has passed through 
your hånds, and which has been the price of a vile crime-” 

“ Gently, Mr. Hartright. Your moral clap-traps have an excellent effect 
in England—keep them for yourself and your own countrymen, if you 
piease. The ten thousand pounds was a legacy left to my excellent wiie 
by the late Mr. Fairlie. Flace the affair on those grounds ; and I will 
discuss it if you like. To a man of my sentimen ts, however, the subject 
is deplorably sordid. I prefer to pass it over. I invite you to resume thø 
discussion of your terms. What do you demand ?” 

“ In the first plnce, I demand a full confession of the conspiracy, written 
and signed in my presence, by yourself.” 

He raised his finger again. “ One!” he said, checking me off with the 
steady attention of a practical man. 

“ In the second place, I demand a plain proof, which does not depend on 
your personal asseveratiou, of the date at which my wife left Blackwatcr 
Park, and travelled to London.” 

” So! 80 ! you can lay your finger, I see, on the weak place,” he r*> 
marked, composedly. « Any more ***’ 



THE V/OMAN IN WHlTfi, 


405 


‘ At present, no more.’* 

** Grood! you have mentioned your terms; now listen to mine. The 
lesponsibility to myself of admitting, what you are pleased to call the 
• conspiracyis less, pcrbaps, upon the whole, than the responsibility of 
laying you dead on that hearth-rug. Let us say that I meet your proposal 
—on my own conditions. The statement you demand of me shall b« 
written ; and the plain proof shall be prodiiced. You call a letter from my 
late lamentcd friend, informing me of the day and hour of his wife*s arrival 
in London, written, signed, and dated by himself, a proof, I suppose ? I 
can give you this. I can also send you to the man of whom I hired the 
carriage to fetch my visiter from the railway, on the day when she arrived 
—^his order-book may help you to your date, even if his coachman who 
drove me proves to be of no use. These things 1 can do, and will do, on 
conditions. I recite them. First condition! Madame Fosco and I leave 
this house, when and how we piease, without interference of any kind, on 
your part. Second condition! You wait here, in company with me, to 
see my agent, who is coming at seven o’clock in the moming to regulate 
my affairs. You give my agent a written order to the man who has got 
your sealed letter to resign his possession of it. You wait here till my 
agent places that letter unopened in my hånds; and you then allow me 
one clear half-hour to leave the house—after which you resume your own 
freedom of action, and go where you piease. Third condition I You give 
me the satisfaction of a gentleman, for your intrusion into my private 
afifairs, and for the language you have allowed youiself to use to me, at this 
conference. The time and placo, abroad, to be fixed in a letter from my 
hånd when I am safe on the Continent; and that letter to contain a strip 
of paper measuring accurately the length of my sword. Those are my 
terms. Inform me if you accept them—Yes, or No.” 

The extraordinary mixture of prompt decision, far-sighted cunning, and 
mountebank bravado in this speech, staggered me for a moment—^and only 
for a moment. The one question to consider was, whether I was justified, 
or not, in possessing myself of the means of establishing Laura’s identity, 
at the cost of allowing the scoundrel who had robbed her of it to escape 
me with impunity. I knew that the motive of securing the just recognition 
of my wife in the birthplace from which she had been driven out as an 
impostor, and of publicly erasing the lie that still profaned her mother’é 
tombstone, was far purer, in its freedom from all taint of evil passion, than 
the vindictive motive which had mingled itself with my purpose from the 
first. And yet I cannot honestly say that my own moral convictions werø 
strong enough to decide the struggle in me, by themselves, They were 
helped by my remembrance of Sir Percival’s death. How awfully, at thø 
last moment, had the working of the retribution, there^ been snatchcd 
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from my feeble bands! What rigbt bad I to decido, in my poot mortal 
ignorance of tbe future, tbat tbis man, too, must escape witb impunity, 
because be escaped 1 tbougbt of tbese tbings—^perbaps, witb tbe 

Buperslition inberent in my nature; perbaps, witb a sense wortbier of me 
than superstition. It was bard, wben I bad fastened my bold on bim, at 
last, to loosen it again of my own accord—but I forced myself to make tbe 
sacrifice. In plainer words, I determined to be guided by tbe one bigber 
motire of wbicb I was certain, tbe motive of serving tbe cause of Laum 
and tbe cause of Tnith. 

I accept your conditions,” I 'said. “ Witb one reservation, on my 
part** 

" What reservation may tbat be P* be asked. 

“ It refers to tbe sealed letter,** I answered. “ I require you to destroy 
it, unopened, in my presence, as soon as it is placed in your bands.** 

My object in making tbis stipulation was simply to prevent bim from 
carrying away written evidence of tbe nature of my communication witb 
Pesca. Tbe /oc^ of my communication be would necessarily discover, 
wben I gave tbe address to bis agent, in tbe moming. But be could make 
no use of it, on bis own unsupporled testimony—even if be really ventured 
to try tbe experiment—wbicb need excite in me tbe sligbtest apprebension 
on Pesca’s acoount. 

“ I grant your reservation,** be replied, after considering tbe question 
gravely for a minute or two. “ It is not wortb dispute—tbe letter shaU be 
destroyed wben it comes into my bands.** 

He rose, as be spoke, from tbe cbair in wbicb be bad been sitting 
opposite to me, up to this time. Witb one effort, be appeared to fiee bis 
mind from tbe whole pressure on it of tbe interview between us, tbus far. 

Ouf!** be cried, stretcbing bis arms luxuriously; ** tbe skirmisb was bot 
wbile it lasted. Take a seat, Mr. Hartrigbt. We meet as mortal enemies 
bereafter—^let us, like gallant gentlemen, excbange polite attentions in tbe 
mean time. Permit me to take tbe liberty of calling for my wife.** 

He unlocked and opened tbe door. ** Eleanor!” be called out, in bis 
deep voice. Tbe lady of tbe viperisb face came in. “ Madame Fosoo— 
Mr. Hartright,** said tbe Count, introducing us witb ea^ dignity. “ My 
angel,** be went on, addressing bis wife; ** will your labours of packing>up 
allow you time to make me some nice strong cofifee ? I have writing> 
business to transact witb Mr. Hartrigbt—^and I require tbe fdll possession 
of my intelligence to do justioe to myself.’* 

Madame Posco bowed her head twice—once stemly to me; once sub 
missively to her busband—^and glided out of tbe room. 

The Count walked to a wridng-table near tbe window; opened bis desk, 
and took from it several quires of paper and a bundle of quill pens. H« 



THE WOMAN IN WHITE. 


467 


eoiittered tlie pens about tlie table, so tbat they migbt lie ready in all 
directions to bo taken up when wanted, and then cut tho paper into a heap 
of narrow slips, of the form used by professional writers for the press. “ 1 
shall make this a remarkable document,” he said, looking at me over his 
shoulder. “ Habits of literary composition are perfettly familiar to me. 
One of the rarest of all the intellectual accomplishments that a man can 
possess, is the grand faculty of arranging his ideas. Immense privilege! 1 
possess it. Do you ?’* 

He marched backwards and forwards in the room, until the cofifee ap- 
peared, humming to himself, and marking the places at which obstacles 
occurred in the arrangement of his ideas, by striking his forehead, hrom 
time to time, with the palm of his hånd. The enoimous audacity with 
which he seized on the situation in which I had placed him, and made it 
the pedestal on which his vanity mounted for the one cherished purpose of 
self-display, mastered my astonishment by main force. Sincerely as I 
loathed the man, the prodigious strength of his character, even in its most 
trivial aspects, impressed me in spite of myself. 

The coffee was brought in by Madame Fosco. He kissed her hånd, in 
grateful acknowledgment, and escorted her to the door; retumed, poured 
out a cup of coffee for himself, and took it to the writing-table. 

“ May I offer you some coffee, Mr. Hartright ?” he said, before he sat 
down. 

I declined. 

“ What 1 you think I shall poison you ?” he said, gaily. “ The English 
intellect is sound, so iar as it gæs,” he continued, seating himself at the 
table; “ but it has one grave defect—^it is always cautious in the wrong 
place.” 

He dipped his pen in the ink; placed the first slip of paper before him, 
with a thump of his hånd on the desk; cleared his throat; and began. 
He wrote with great noise and rapidity, in so large and bold a hånd, and 
with such wide spaces between the lines, that he reached the bottom of the 
slip in not more than two minutes certainly from the time when he started 
at the top. Each slip as he finished it, was paged, and tossed over his 
shoulder, out of his way, on the floor. When his first pen was wom out, 
ihat went over his shoulder too; and he pounced on a second from the 
gupply scattered about the table. Slip after slip, by dozens, by fifties, by 
hundreds, flew over his shoulders on either side of him, till he had snowed 
himself up in paper all round his chair. Hour after hour passed—^and there 
I sat watching; there he sat, writing. He never stopped, except to sip his 
coffee ; and when that was exhausted, to smack his forehead, from time to 
time. One o’clock struck, two, three, four—and still the slips flew about 
all roimd him ; still the untiring pen scraped its way ceaselessly from top 
to bottom of the page; still the white chaos of paper rose higher and high' 
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all round hia chair. At four o’clock, I beard a sudden splatter of ibe peni 
indicative of tbe floiirish with whicb he signed his name. “ Bravo!” bc 
cried—springing to his feet with the activity of a young man, and looking 
me straight in the face with a smile of superb triumph. 

** Done, Mr. Hartrjght!” he announced, with a self-renovating thump of his 
fiston hishroad breast. “ Done,to my own profound satisfaction—to your 
profound astonishment, when you read what I have written. The subject 
is exhausted : the man—Fosoo—is not. I proceed to the arrangement of 
my slips, to the revision of my slips, to the reading of my slips—addressed, 
emphatically, to your private ear. Four o’clock has just struck. Good! 
Arrangement, revision, reading, from four lo five. Short snooze of reslo- 
ration for myself, from five to six. Final preparations, from six to seven. 
Afiair of agent and sealed letter from seven to eight. At eight, en route. 
Behold the programme 1** 

He sat do^vn cross-legged on the floor, among his papers; strung them 
together >vith a hodkin and a piece of string; revised them; wrote all the 
titles and honours hy which he was personally distinguished, at the head of 
the first page; and then read the manuscript to me, with loiid theatrical 
emphasis and profuse theatrical gesticulation. The reader will have an 
opportunity, ere long, of forming his own opinion of the document. It will 
he sufficient to mention here that it answered my purpose. 

He next wrote me the address of the person from whom he kad hired 
the fiy, and handed me Sir PercivaVs letter. It was dated from Hampshire, 
on the 25th of July; and it announced the joumey of “ Lady Giyde ” to 
London, on the 26th. Thus, on tho very day (the 25th), when the doctor’s 
certificate declared that she had died in St. John’s Wood, she was alive, by 
Sir Percival’s own sho^ving, at Blackwater—and, on the day after, she was 
to take a joumey! When the proof of that jouraey was obtained from the 
flyman, the evidence would be complete. 

“ A quarter past five,” said the Coimt, looking at his watch. “Time 
for my restorative snooze, I personally resemble Napoleon the Great, as 
you may have remarked, Mr. Hartright—I also resemble that immortal 
man in my power of commanding sleep at will. Excuse me, one moment. 
I will summon Madame Fosco, to keep you from feeling dull.” 

Knowing as well as he did, that he was summoning Madame Fosco, to 
ensure my not leaving the house while he was asleep, I made no reply, 
an^ occupied myself in tying up the papers which he had placed inmy 
possession. 

The lady came in, cool, pale, and venomous as ever. “ Amuse Mr. 
Hartright, my angel,” said the Count. He placed a chair for her, kissed 
her hånd for the sccond time, withdrew to a sofa, and, in three minutes, 
was as peacefnlly and happily asleep as the most virtnous ia 
f-xiatence. 
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Madame Fosco took a book from the table—sat down—and looked at me, 
with the steadj, yindictive malice of a woman who never forgot and never 
(brgave, 

“ I have been listening to your convcrsation with my husband,” she 
said. “ If I had been in hu place— I would have laid you dead on the 
hearth-rug.” 

With those words, she opened her book; and never looked at me, or 
spoke to me, from that time till the time when her husband woke. 

He opened his eyes and rose from the sofa, accurately to an hour from 
ihe time when he had gone to sleep. 

“ I feel infinitely refreshed,” he remarked. “ Eleanor, my good wife, 
are you all ready, upstairs ? That is well, My little packing here can be 
completed in ten minutes—my travelling-dress assumed in ten minutes 
more. What remains, before the agent comes?” He looked about the 
room, and noticed the cage with his white mice in it. “ Ah !” he cried 
piteously ; “ a last laceration of my sympathies still remains. My innocent 
pets ! my little cherished children I what am I to do with them ? For the 
present, we are settled nowhere; for the present, we travel incessantly— 
the less baggage we carry, the better for ourselves. My cockatoo, my 
canaries, and my little mice—who will cherish them, when their good Papa 
is gone 

He walked about the room, deep in thought. He had not been at all 
troubled about writing his confession, but he was visibly perplexed and 
distressed about the far more important question of the disposal of his pets. 
After long consideration, he suddenly sat down again at the writing- 
table. 

“ An idea 1” he exclaimed. “ I will offer my canaries and my cockatoo 
to this vast Metropolis—my agent shall pi-eseut them, in my name, to the 
Zoological Gardens of London. The Document tbat describes them shall 
be drawn out on the spot.” 

He began to write, repeating the words as they flowed from his pen. 

“ Kumber One. Cockatoo of transcendent piumage: attraction, of him- 
self, to all visitors of taste. Number Two. Canaries of unrivalled vivacity 
and intelligence: worthy of the garden of Eden, worthy also of the garden 
in the Regent’s Park. Homage to British Zoology. Offered by Fosco.” 

The pen spluttered again; and the flourish was attached to his 
signature. 

“ Count! you have not included the mice,” said Madame Fosco. 

He left the table, took her hånd, and placed it on his heart. 

** All human resolution, Eleanor,” he said, solemnly, “ has its limits. 
My limits are inscribed on that Document. I cannot part with my white 
mice. Bear with me, my angel, and remove them to their travelling-cagc, 
Up^stiairs.” 
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**Admirabl6 tenderness !*’ said Madame Fosco, adminng her husband, 
with a last vipeiish look in my direction. She took up the cage carefully; 
and left the room. 

The Count looked at his watch. Ih spite of his resolute assumption of 
composure, he was getting anxious for the agent’s arrival. The candles had 
long since been extinguished; and the sunlight of the newmoming poured 
into the room. It was not till five minutes past seven that the gate bell 
rang, and the agent made his appearance. He was a foreigner with a dark 
beard. 

“ Mr. Hartright—Monsieur Rubelle/* said the Count, introducing us. 

He took the agent (a foreign spy, in every line of his face, if ever there was 
one yet) into a comer of the room; whispered some directions to him; and 
then left us together. “ Monsieur Rubelle,” as soon as we were alone, 
BUggested, with great politeness, that I should favour him with his instruc- 
tions. I wrote two lines to Fesca, authorising him to deliver my sealed 
letter “to the Bearer;” directed the note; and handed it to Monsieur 
Rubelle. 

Q'he agent waited with me till his employer retumed, equipped in 
travelling costume. The Count examined the address of my letter before 
he dismissed the agent. “ I thought so 1” he said, tuming on me with a 
dark look, and altering again in his manner from that moment. 

He completed his packing; and then sat Consulting a travelling map, 
making entries in his pocket-book, and looking every now and then, 
impatiently at his watch, Hot another word, addressed to myself, passed 
his lips. The near approach of the hour for his departure, and the proof 
he had seen of the communication established between Fesca and myself, had 
plainly recalled his whole attention to the measures that were necessary for 
securing his escape. 

A little before eight o’clock. Monsieur Rubelle came back with my 
unopened letter in his hånd. The Count looked carefully at the superscrip- 
tion and the seal—lit a candle—and bumt the letter. “ I perform my 
promise,” he said; “ but this matter, Mr. Hartright, shall not end here.” 

The agent had kept at the door the cab in which he had retumed. He 
and the maid-servant now busied themselves in removing the luggage. 
Madame Fosco came down stairs, thickly veilcd, with the travelling-cage 
of the white mioe in her hånd. She neither spoke to me, nor looked 
towards me. Her husband escorted her to the cab. “ Follow me, as &r 
as the passage,” he whispered in my ear; “ I may want to speak to you at 
the last moment.” 

I went out to the door; the agent standing below me in the front 
garden. The Count came back alone, and drew me a few steps inside the 
passage. 

“ Romember the Third condition I” he whispered« ** You shall hcar * 
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from me, Hr. Hartright—I xnay claim from you the satiafaction of a 
gentleman sooner than you think for.” He caught my hånd, before 1 waa 
aware of him, and wrung it hard—then tujmed to the door, stopped, and 
caine back to me again. 

^^One word more,” he aaid, conhdentially. ^'When I last saw Miss 
Haloombe, she looked thin and ill. I am anxions about that admirable 
woman. Take care of her, sir 1 With my hånd on my heart, I solemnly 
implore you—^take care of Miss Halcombe 1” 

Those were the last words he said to me before he sqneezed his huge 
body into the cab, and drove o£El 

liie agent and I waited at the door a few moments, looking after him. 
While we were standing together, a second cab appeared from a tnming a 
little way down the road. It foUowed the direction previously taken by 
the Gount’s cab; and, as it passed the house and the open garden gate, 
a person inside looked at us out of the window. The stranger at the Opera 
again 1—^the foreigner with the scar on his left cheek. 

^ You wait hero with me, sir, for half an hour more!” said Monsieur 
Bnbelle. 

“ I do.” 

We retumed to the sitting-room. I was in no humour to speidc to the 
agent, or to allow him to speak to me. I took out the papers which the 
Count had placed in my hånds; and read the terrible story of the con« 
spiracy told by the man who had.planned and peqpetroted it. 


The Story continued by Isidob, Ottayio, Baldabsabe Fosco; Gcfwai of 
the Hdy Roman Empire; Knight Orand Croes of the Order of the 
Brazen Crown; Perpetwd Ardr-Master of the Roeicrucian Maeone (f 
Mesopotamia; Attached (in Homorafy Capacitie^ to SodeUes MustcaJf 
Societiee Medical, Societies Phdosophical, and Societies Qenercd Benewh 
lentf throughout Europe; Æo., Æc., Ac, 

The Cottnt’s Narrative, 

In the summer of eighteen hundred and fifty, I arrived in England, charged 
with a delicate political mission from abroad. Confidential persons were 
semi-officially coimected with me, whose exertions I was authorized to 
direct—^Monsieur and Madame Eubelle being among the number. Some 
weeks of spare time were at my disposal, before I entered on my functions 
by establishing myself in the suburbs of London. Curiosity may stop 
hero, to ask for some explanation of those functions on my part. I entirely 
sympathize with the request. I also r^ret that diplomatio reserye forbil 
Tpc to cojnply with iti 
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I arra’^ged to pass the preliminary of ropoac, to which 1 have jiifcl 
refened, in the snperb mansion of my late lamented friend, Sir Pemival 
G lyde. He arri ved from the Gontinent with his wife, 1 anived from the 
Gontinent with mine, England is the land of domestic happiness—^how 
appropriately we enterod it nnder these domestic circnmstances! 

The bond of friendship which united Percival and myself, was 
strengthened, on this occasion, by a touching similarity in the pecuniary 
position, on his side and on mine. We both wanted money. Immense 
neoessity 1 Universal want! Is there a civilized human being who docv 
not feel for ns ? How insensible must that man be! Or how rich! 

I enter into no sordid particulars, in discussing this part of the subject. 
My mind recoils from them. With a Roman austerity, I show my empty 
purse and Percivars to the shrinking public gaze. Let us allow the 
deplorable faet to assert itself, once for all, in that manner—and pass on. 

We were received at the mansion by the magnificent creature who is 
inscribed on my heart as Marian **—who is known in the colder atmosphere 
of Society, as “ Miss Halcombe.” 

■ Just Heaven! with what inconceivable rapidity I leamt to adore that 
woman. At sixty, I worshipped her with the volcanic ardour of eighteen. 
All the gold of my rich nature was poured hopelessly at her feet. My 
wife—poor angel I—^my wife who adores me, got nothing but the shillings 
and the pennies. Such is the World; such Man; such Love. What are 
we (I ask) but puppets in a show-box? Oh, omnipotent Bestiny, ptJl our 
strings gently I Dance us mercifully off our miserable little sta^! 

The preceding lines, rightly understood, express an entire system of phi- 
losophy. It is Mine. 

I resume. 

The domestic position at the commenoement of our residence at Black* 
water Park has 'ton drawn with amazing accuracy, with profound mental 
insight, by the hånd of Marian herself. (Pass me the intoxicating fami* 
liarity of mentioning this sublime creature by her Ghristian name.) Aoeu- 
rate knowledge of the contents of her journal—^to which I obtained access 
by clandestine means, unspeakably precious to me in the remembranoe— 
wams my eager pen from topics which this essentially exhaustive woman 
has already made her own. 

The interests— interests, breathless and immense I—^with which I am hero 
concemed, 'begin With the deplorable calamity of Marian’s illness. 

The situation, at this period, was emphatically a serious one. Large 
sums of money, due at a certain time, were wanted by Percival (I say 
nothing of the modieum equally necessary to myself); and the one souroe 
U look to for supplying them was the fortune of his wife, of which not one 
farthing was at his disposal until her death. Bad, so far; and worse still 
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farther on. My lamented friend had private troiibles of his own, into 
which the delicacy of my disinterested attachment to him forbade me from 
inqniring too curiously. I knew nothing but that a woman, named Anno 
Catherick, was hidden in the neighbourhood; that she was in communica- 
tion with Lady Giyde ; and that the disclosure of a secret, which would bo 
the oertain ruin of Percival, might be the result. He had told me himself 
that he was a lost man, unless his wife was silenced, and unless Anno 
Oatherick was found. If he was a lost man, what would become of our 
pecuniary interests ? Courageous as I am by nature, I absolutely trembled 
at the idea! 

The whole force of my intelligence was now direeted to the finding of 
Anne Oatherick. Our money affairs, important as they were, admitted 
of delay—but the necessity of discovering the woman admitted of none. I 
only faiew her, by description, as presenting an extraordinary personal 
resemblance to Lady Giyde. The statement of this curious faet—intended 
merely to assist me in identifying the person of whom we were in search— 
when ooupled with the additional information that Anne Oatherick had 
escaped from a madhouse, started the first immense conception in my mind, 
which subsequently led to such amazing results. That conception involved 
nothing less than the complete transformation of two separate identities. 
Lady Giyde and Anne Oatherick were to change names, places, and 
destinies, the one with the other—the prodigious consequenccs contemplated 
by the change, being the gain of thirty thousand poimds, and the eternal 
preservation of Sir PercivaPs secret. 

My instinets (which seldom err) suggested to me, on reviewing the cir- 
cumstances, that our invisible Anne would, sooner or later, return to the 
boafr-house at the Blackwater lake. There I posted myself; previously 
mentioning to Mrs. Michelson, tlie housekeeper, that I might be found 
when wanted, knmersed in study, in that solitary place. It is my rule 
never to make unnecessary mysteries, and never to set people suspecting 
me for want of a little seasonable candour, on my part. Mrs. Michelson 
believed in me from first to last. ITiis ladylike person (widow of a Pro¬ 
testant Priest) overfiowed with faith, Touched by such superfiuity of 
simple confidence, in a woman of her mature ycars, I opened the ampie 
reservoirs of my nature, and absorbed it all. 

I was rewarded for jwsting myself sentinel at the lake, by the appearance 
—not of Anne Oatherick herself, but of the person in charge of her. This 
individual also overfiowed with simple faith, which I absorbed in myself, 
as in the case already mentioned. I leave her to describe the circumstances 
(if she has not done so already) under which she introduced me to the 
^ject of her matemal care. When I first saw Anne Oatherick, she was 
asleep. 1 was electrified by the likeness between this unhappy woman and 
Lady Giyde. The details of the grand scheme, which bad suggested ther^- 
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r,ulves in oiitllne only, up to that period, occnrred to me, in all their mas* 
terly oombination, at the sight of the sleeping face. At the same time, my 
heart, always aocessible to tender influences, dissolved in tears at tbe spee« 
tacle of sufering before me. I instantly set myself to impart relief. In 
otber words, I provided tbe necessary stimulant for strengtbening Anne 
Catherick to perform tbe joumey to London. 

At tbis point, I enter a necessary protest, and correct a lamentable 
error. 

The best years of my life have been passed in tbe ardent sludy of 
medical and Chemical science. Gbemistry, especially, bas always bad 
irresistible attractions for me, from tbe cnormous, the illimitable power 
wbicb tbe knowledge of it confers. Cbemists, I assert it empbatically, 
migbt sway, if tbey pleased, tbe destinies of bumanity. Let me ezplain 
this before I go furier. 

Mind, tbey say, .rules tbe world. But wbat rules tbe mind ? The body. 
Tbe body (follow me closelybere) lies at tbe mercyof tbe most omnipotent 
of all potentates—^tbe Gbemist. Give me—Fosco—cbemistry; and wben 
Sbakespeare bas conceived Hamlet, and sits down to execute Ibe oonception 
—with a fcw grains of powder dropped into bis daily food, I will reduce bis 
mind, by the action of bis body, till his pen pours out tbe most abject 
drivel tW bas ever degraded paper. Under similar circumstances, revive 
me the illustrious Newton. 1 guarantee that, wben be sees tbe apple fali, 
be shall eat it, instead of discovering the principle of gravitation. Nero*s 
dinner, sball transform Nero into tbe mildest of men, before be bas done 
digesting it; and tbe moming draugbt of Alexander Ibe Great, sball make 
Alexander run for bis life, at the first sight of tbe enemy, tbe same 
aftemoon. On my sacred word of honour, it is lucky for society tbat 
modem cbemists are, by incomprebensible good fortune, tbe most biurmless 
of mankind. Tbe mass are wortby fatbers of families, wbo keep shops, 
'fbe few, are pbilosopbers besotted witb admiration for tbe sound of their 
own lecturing voices ; visionaries wbo waste their lives on fantastic impo»* 
slbilities; or quacks wbose ambition soars no bigher tban our coms. ^us 
Society escapes; and tbe illimitable power of Gbemistry remains the slave 
of tbe most superficial and the most insignificant ends. 

Why this outburst? Why this withering eloquence ? 

Because my couduct bas been misrepresented; because my motives have 
been misunderstood. It bas been assumed tbat I used my vast Chemical 
resources against Anne Gatberick ; and that I would have used them, if I 
ooiild, against tbe magnifioent Marian berself. Odious insinuations botb 1 
AU my interests were concemed (as will be seen presently) in tbe preserva- 
tion of Anne Gatberick’s life. All my anxieties were oonoentrated on 
Marian’s rescue from tbe bands of tbe licensed Imbecile wbo at-tended hey; 
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und wlio fouiid my ad vice confirmed, from firet to last, by the piiysician 
from London. On two occasions only—both equally harmless to the 
individual on whom I practised—did I summon to myself the assistance of 
Chemical knowledge. On the first of the two, after following Marian to 
the Inn at Blaokwater (studying, behind a convenient waggon which hid 
me from her, the poetiy of motion, as embodied in her walk), I availed 
myself of the services of my invaliiable wife, to copy one and to inteix:ept 
the other of two letters which my adored enemy had entnisted to a dis- 
carded maid. In this case, the letters bcing in the bosom of the girVs 
dress, Madame Fosco could only opcn them, read them, perform her 
instructions, scal them, and put them back again, by scientific assistance— 
which assistance I rendered in a half>ounce bottle. The second occasion 
when the same means were employed, was the occasion (to which I shall 
soon refer) of Lady Glyde’s arrival in London. Never, at any other time, 
was 1 indebted to my Art, as distinguished from myself. To all other 
emergencies and complications my natural capacity for grappling, single- 
handed, with circumstances, was invariably equal. I affirm the all- 
pervading intelligence of that capacity. At the expense of the Chemistj I 
vindicate the Man. 

* Bespect this outburst of generous indignation. It has inexpressibly 
relieved me. En route! Let us proceed. 

Having suggested to Mrs. dement (or dements, I am not sure which) 
that the hest method of keeping Anne out of Percivars reach was to remove 
her to London; having found that my proposal was eagerly received; and 
having appointed a day to meet the travellers at the station, and to see 
them leave it—was at liberty to return to the house, and to confront the 
difiBculties which still remained to be met. 

My first proceeding was to avail myself of the sublime devotion of my 
wife. I han arrangedwith Mrs. dements that she should 'communicate 
her London address, in Anne’s interests, to Lady Giyde. But this was not 
enough. Dcsigning persons, in my absence, might shake the simple con- 
fidence of Mrs. dements, and she might not write, after all. Whp could 
I find capable of travelling to London by the train she travelled by, and 
of privately seeing her home ? I asked myself this question. The con- 
jugal part of me iramediately answered—Madame Fosco. 

After deciding on my wife’s mission to London, I arranged that the 
joumey should serve a double purpose. A nurse for the suffering Marian, 
equally devoted to the patient and to myself, was a necessity of my position. 
One of the most eminently confidential and capable women in existence, 
was by good fortune at my disposal. I refer to that respectable matron, 
Madame Rubelle—to whom I addressed a letter, at her residence in London, 
by the hånds of my wife. 
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On the appointed day, Mrii. Clemcnts and Anne Catherick met me ai 
tlie station. I politely saw them off. I politely saw Madame Fosoo off by 
the same tTain. The last thing at night, my wife retumed to Blackwatcr, 
having followed her instructions with the most unimpeachable accuracy. 
She was accompanied by Madame Rubelle; and she brought me the 
London address of Mrs. Clements. After-events proved this last precaution 
to have been unnecessary. Mrs. Clements punctually iuformed Lady Giyde 
of her place of abode. With a wary eye on future emergencies, I kept the 
letter. 

The same day, I had a brief interview with the doctor, at which I pro¬ 
tested, in the sacred interests of humanity, against his treatment of 
Marian’s case. He was insolent, as all ignorant people are. I showed no 
rcsentment; I deferred quarrelling with him till it was necessary to quarrcl 
to some purpose. 

My next proceeding was to leave Blackwater myself. I had my London 
residence to take, in anticipation of coming events. I had also a little 
business, of the domestic sort, to transact with Mr. Frederick Fairlie. I 
fouud the house I wanted, in St. John’s Wood. I found Mr. Fairlie, at 
Limmeridge, Cumberland. 

My own private familiarity with the nature of Marian’s correspondence, 
had previously informed me that she had written to Mr, Fairlie, propofidng, 
as a relief to Lady Glyde’s matrimonial embarrassments, to take her on a 
visit to her unde in Cumberland. This letter I had wisely allowed to 
reach its destination ; feeling, at the time, that it could do no harm, and 
miglit do good. I now presented myself before Mr. Fairlie, to support 
Marian’s own proposal—^with certain modifications which, happily for the 
success of my plans, were rendered really inevitable by her illness. Itwas 
necessary that Lady Giyde should leave Blackwater alone, by her uncle’s 
invitation, and that she should rest a night on the joumey, at her aunt’s 
house (the house I had in St. John’s Wood), by her uncle’s express advice. 
To achieve these results, and to secure a note of invitation which could be 
shown to Lady Giyde, were the objects of my visit to Mr. Fairlie. When 
1 have mentioned that this gentleman was equally feeble in mind and body, 
and that I let loose the whole force of my character on him, I have said 
enough. I came, saw, and conquered Fairlie. 

On my return to Blackwater Park (with the letter of invitation) I found 
that the doctoris imbecile treatment of Marian’s case had led to the most 
alarming results. The fever had turned to Typhus. Lady Giyde, on tb« 
day of my return, tried to force herself into the room to nurse her sister. 
She and I had noaffinities of sympathy ; she had committcd the unpardon- 
able outrage on my sensibilities of calling me a Spy; she was a stumbling- 
block in my way and in Percival’s—but, for all that, my magnanimity 
torbade me to init her in danger of infeetion with my o>vn hånd. At tb« 
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same time, I offered no hindrance to her putting herself in danger. If she 
had succecded in doing so, the intricate knot which I was slowly an<l 
j^atiently operating on, might perhaps have been cut, by circumstances. 
As it was, the doctor interfered, and she was kept out of the room. 

I had inyself previously recommended sending for advice to London 
This course had been novv taken. The physician, on his arrival, conhrmed 
my view of the case. The crisis was serious. But we had hope of our 
charming patient on the fifth day from the appearance of the Typhiis. I 
was only once absent from Blackwater at this time—when I went to 
Londou by the morning train, to make the final arrangements at my house 
in St. John’s Wood; to assure myself, by private inquiry, that Mrs. 
elements had not moved ; and to settie one or two little preliminary matters 
with the husband of Madame Rubelle. I retumed at night. Five days 
afterwards, the physician pronounced our interesting Marian to be out of 
all danger, and to be in need of nothing but careful nursing. This was the 
time I had waited for. Now that medical attendance was no longer indis- 
jxjnsable, I played the first move in the game by asserting myself against the 
doctor. He was one among many witnesses in my way, whom it was 
necessary to remove. A lively altercation between us (in which Percival, 
previously instriicted by me, refused to interfere) served the purpose in 
view. I descended on the miserable man in an irresistible avalanche of 
indignation—^and swept him from the house. 

The servants were the next encumbrances to get rid of. Again I 
instructed Percival (whose moral courage required perpetual stimulants), 
and Mrs. Michelson was amazed, one day, by hearing from her master thab 
the establishment was to be broken up. We cleared the house of all the 
servants but one, who was kept for domestic purposes, and whose lumpish 
stupidity we could trust to make no embarrassing discoveries. When they 
were gone, nothing remained but to relieve ourselves of Mrs. Michelson—a 
result which was easily achieved by sending this amiable lady to find 
lodgings for her mistress at the sea-side. 

The circumstances were now—exaetly what they were required to be. 
Lady Giyde was confined to her room by nervous illness ; and the lumpish 
housemaid (I forget her name) was shut up there, at night, in attendanco 
on her mistress. Marian, though fast renovering, still kept her bed, with 
Mrs. Rubelle for nurse. No other living creatures but my wife, myself, 
and Percival, were in the house. With all the chances thus in our favour, 
I confronted the next emergency, and played the second move in the game. 

The object of the second move was to induce Lady Giyde to leave Black* 
water, unaccom panied by her sister. Unless we could persuade her that Marian 
had gone on to Cumberland first, there was no chance of removing her, of 
her own free will, from the house. To produce this necessary operation in 
ner mind, we concealed our interesting invalid in on« of the uninhabited 
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bcdrooms ftt Blackwater. At the dead of night, Madame Fosco, Madame 
JRubelle, and myself (Percival not being cool enough to be trusted), accom- 
plisbed the ooncealment. The scene was picturesque, mysterioiis, dramatic, 
in the highest degree. By my directions, the bed had been made, in the 
moming, on a strong movable framework of wood. We had only to lift 
the fnunework gently at the head and foot, and to transport our patient 
where we pleased, without disturbing herself or her bed. No Chemical 
assistance was needed, or nsed, in this case. Our interesting Marian lay in 
the deep repose of convalescence. We placed the candles and opened the 
doors,'l^forehand. I, in right of my great personal strength, took the head 
of the framework—^my wife and Madame Rubelle took the foot. I bore 
myshare of that inestimably predous burden with a manly tendemess, 
with a fatherly care. Where is the modem Rembrandt who could dcpict 
our midnight procession ? Alas for the Arts I alas for this most pictorial of 
subjects! the modem Rembrandt is nowhere to be found. 

^e next moming, my wife and I started for London—leaving Marian 
secluded, in the nninhabited middle of the house, under care of Madame 
Bubelle; who kindly consented to imprison herself with her patient for 
two or three days. Before taking our departure, I gave Percival Mr. 
Fairlie’s letter of invitation to his niece (instmeting her to sleep on the 
Joumey to Cumberland at her aunPs house), with directions to show it to 
Lady Giyde on hearing from me. I also obtained from him the address of 
the Asylum in which Anne Catherick had been confined, and a letter to the 
proprietor, announcing to that gentleman the return of his mnaway patient 
to medical care. 

I had arranged, at my last visit to the metropolis, to have our modest 
domestic establishment ready to receive us when we arrived in London by 
the early train. In consequence of this wise precaution, we were enabled 
that same day to play the third move in the game—the getting posses- 
sion of Anne Catherick. 

Dates are of importance here. I combine in myself the opposite cha- 
racteristics of a Man of Sentiment and a Man of Business. I have all the 
dates at my fingers’ ends. 

On Wednesday, the 24th of July, 1850,1 sent my wife, in a cab, to clear 
Miu. elements out of the way, in the first place. A supposed message 
fmm Lady Giyde in London, was sufficient to obtain this result. Mrs. 
elements was taken away in the cab, and was left in the cab, while my 
wife (on pretence of purchasing something at a shop) gave her the slip, and 
letumed to receive her expected visiter at our house in St. John's Wood. 
It is hardly necessary to add that the visiter had been described to the 
lervants as “ Lady Glyde.” 

In the meanwhile I had followed in another cab, with a note for Anna 
Gatheiick, merely mentionmg that Lady Giyde intended to keep Mrs. 
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Ctemeuts to spend the day with her, and that she was to join them, nndei 
care of the good gentleman waiting outside, who had already saved her 
from discovery in Hampshire by Sir Percival. The **good gentleman” 
sent in this note by a Street hoy, and paused for results, a door or two 
farther on. At the moment when Anne appeared at the house-door and 
closed it, this excellent man had the cab-door open ready for her—ahsorhed 
her into the vehicle—and drove ofif. 

(Pass me, here, one exclamation in parenthesis, How interesting 
this is I) 

On the way to Forest-road, my companion showed no fear. I can he 
patemal—no man more so—when I piease; and I was intensely paternal 
on this occasion. What titles I had to her confidence I I had compounded 
the medicine which had done her good; I had wamed her of her danger 
from Sir Percival. Perhaps, I trusted too implidtly to these titles; per¬ 
haps, I underrated the keenness of the lower instinets in persons of weak 
intellect—it is certain that I neglected to prepare her sufideiently for a dis- 
appointment on entering my house. When I took her into the drawing- 
room—^when she saw no one present hut Madame Fosco, who was a stranger 
to her—die exhihited the most violent agitation : if she had scented danger 
in the air, as a dog scents the presence of some creature unseen, her alarm 
could not have displayed itself more suddenly and more causelessly. I 
interposed in vain. The fear from which she was sufifering, I might have 
soothed—^but the serious heart-disease, under which she lahoured, was 
heyond the reach of all moral palliatives. To my unspeakahle horror, she 
was seizedwith convulsions—^a shock to the system, in her condition, which 
might have laid her dead at any moment, at our feet. 

The nearest doctor was sent for, and was told that “ Lady Giyde” re- 
quired his immediate services. To my infinite relief, he was a capable 
man. I represented my visitor to him as a person of weak intellect, and 
subject to delusions; and I arranged that no nurse but my wife sliould 
watch in the sick-room. The unhappy woman was too ill, however, to 
causé ai^ anxiety about what she might say. The one dread which now 
oppressed me, was the dread that the &lse Latly Giyde might die, before 
the true Lady Giyde anived in London. 

I had written a note in the morning to Madame Eubelle, telling her to 
Join me, at her husband’s house, (m the evening of Friday, the 26th; with 
another note to Percival, warning him to show his wife her uncle’s letter ot 
invitation, to assert that Marian had gone on before her, and to despatch 
lier to town, by the mid-day train, on the 26th, also. On refiection, I had 
felt the necessity, in Anne Catherick’s State of health, of precipitating 
events, and of having Lady Giyde at my disposal earlier than I had origi¬ 
nally contemplated. What fresh directions, in the terrible unoertainty of 
my position could I now issue ? 1 could do nothing but trust to olianoe 
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Aud the doctor. My emotions expressed themselves in ixithctic apestrophct 
—which I was just self-possessed enough to couple, in the hearing of other 
people, with the name of “ Lady Giyde.** In all other respects, Fosoo, on 
that memorable day, was Fosco shronded in total eclipse. 

She passed a had night—she awoke wom out—^but, later in the day, she 
revived amazingly. My elastio spirits revived with her. I could receive 
no answers from Percival and Madame Kubelle till the moming of the next 
day—^the 26th, In anticipation of their following my directions, which, 
accident apart, I knew they would do, I went to secure a fly to fetch Lady 
Giyde from the railway; directing it to be at my house on the 26tb, at two 
o’clock. After seeing the order entered in the book, I went on to arrange 
matters with Monsieur Kubelle. I also procured the servic^ of two gentle¬ 
men, who could fumish me with the necessary certificates df Innacy. One 
of them T knew personally: the other was known to Monsieur Kubelle. 
Both were men whose vigorous minds soared superior to narrow scruples 
—^both were labouring under temporary embarrassments—^both believed 
inHE. 

It was past flve o’clock in the aftemoon before I retnmed from the per- 
formance of these duties. When I got back, Anne Gatheri^k was dead. 
Dead on the 25th; and Lady Giyde was not to arrive in London till the 
26thl 

I was stunned. Meditate on that. Fosco stunned I 

It was too late to retrace our steps, Before my return, the doctor had 
ofiBoiously undertaken to save me all trouble, by registering the death on 
the date when it happened, with his own hånd. My grand scheme, unas- 
sailable hitherto, had its weak place now—no efforts, on my part, could 
alter the fatal event of the 25th. I tumed manfully to the future. Perci- 
val’s interests and mine being still at stake, nothing was lefl but to play 
the game through to the end. I recalled my impenetrable calm—and 
played it. 

• On the moming of the 26th, Percival’s letter reached me, announcing his 
wife’s arrival by the mid-day train. Madame Rubelle also wrote to say 
she would follow in the ovening. I started in the fly, leaving tCe false 
Lady Giyde dead in the housé, to receive the true Lady Giyde, on her 
arrival by the railway at three o’clock. Hidden under the seat of the 
carriage, I carried with me all the clothes Anne Catherick had wom on 
Corning into my house—they were destined to assist the resurrection of the 
woman who was dead in the person of the woman who was Ilving. What 
a situation I I suggest it to the rising romance writers of England. I 
offer it, as totally new, to the wora-out dramatists of France. 

Lady Giyde was at the station. There was great crowding and con- 
fusion, and more delay than I liked (in case any of her friends had hap- 
penod to be on the spot}, in reclaiming her luggago. Her flrst questioDS^ 
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a« W8 diove off, implored me to tell bcr news of her sister. I invented 
ne\vs ot the most pacifying kind ; assnring hor that she was about to soe 
her Bister at my hoiise. My house, on this occasion only, was in the neigb- 
bourhood of Leicester-square, and was in tho occupation of Monsieur Bubelle, 
"who received us in the hall. 

I took my visitor upstairs in to a back room; the two medical gentlemen 
being there in waiting on the floor heneath, to see the patient, and to give 
me their oertificates. Af ter quieting Lady Giyde by the neoessary assur« 
ances about her sister, I introduced my friends, separately, to her presence. 
They performed the formalities of the occasion, briefly, intelligently, con- 
scientiously. I entered the room again, as soon as they had left it; and at 
once precipitated events by a reference, of the alarming kind, to ** Mi— 
Halcombe*s ” State of health. 

Kesults followed as I had anticipated. Lady Giyde became frightened, 
and tumed faint. For the second time, and the last, T called Science to 
my assistance. A medicated glass of water, and a medicated bottle of 
smelling-salts, relieved her of all further embarrassment and alarm. Addi¬ 
tional applications, later in the evening, procured her the inestimable 
blessing of a good night’s rest. Madame Hubelle arrived in time to preside 
at Lady Glyde*s toilet. Her own clothes were taken away from her at 
night, and Anne Catherick’s were put on her in the moming, with the 
strictest regard to propriety, by the matronly hånds of the good Kubelle. 
Throughout the day, I kept our patient in a State of partially-suspended 
consciousnesB, until the dexterous assistance of my medical friends enabled 
me to procure the necessary order, rather earlier than I had ventured to 
hope. That evening (the evening of the 27th) Madame Rubelle and I took 
our revived ** Anne Catheriok ” to the Asylum. She was received, with 
great surprise—^but without suspicion ; thanks to the order and certificates, 
to PercivaVs letter, to the likeness, to the clothes, and to the patient’s own 
confused mental condition at the time. I retumed at once to assist 
Hadame Fosco in the preparations for the burial of the false “ Lady Giyde ’* 
having the clothes and luggage of the true ** Lady Giyde in my possession. 
They were afterwards sent to Gumberland by the conveyance which was 
used for the funeral. I attended the funeral, with becoming dignity, attired 
in the deepest mouming. 

My narrative of these remarkable events, written under equally remark-* 
able circumstances, closes here. The minor precautions which I observed 
in commimicating with Limmeridge House, are already known—so is the 
magnificent success of my enterprise—so are the solid pecuniary results 
which follow'ed it. I have to assert, with the whole force of my conviction, 
Ihat the oneweak place inmy scheme would never have been fbund out, if 
the oue weak place in my heart had not been discovercd first. Nothiog 

2l 
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but my fatal admiration for Marian restrained me from stepping m to my 
own rescue, when sbe effected her sister’s escape. 1 ran the risk, and 
trusted in the coxnplete destruction of Lady Glyde’s identity. If eithei 
Marian or Mr. Hartright attempted to assert t^t identity, th^ would 
puhlicly ezpose themselves to the imputation of sustaining a rank deoep- 
tion; they would be distrusted and discredited accordingly; and they 
would, therefore, be powerless to place my interests, or Percivars secret, in 
jeopardy. I committed one error in trusting myself to such a blindfold 
calculation of chances as this. I committed another when Percival had 
paid the penalty of his own obstinacy and violence, by granting Lady Giyde 
a seoond reprieve from the madhouse, and allowing Mr. Hartright a seoond 
chance of escaping me. In brief, Fosco, at this serious crisis, was untrue 
to himself. Deplorable and uncharacteristic fault I Behold the cause, in 
my Heart—^behold, in the image of Marian Halcombe, the first and last 
weakness of Fosco’s life I 

At the ripe age of sixty, 1 make this unparalleled confession. Touths! I 
invoke your sympathy. Maidens! I claim your tears. 

A word more—and the attention of the reader (concentrated breathlessly 
on myself) shall be released. 

My own mental insight informs me that three inevitable questions wiU 
be asked, here, by persons of inquiring minds. They shall be stated: they 
shall be answered, 

First question. What is the secret of Madame Fosco’s unhesitating 
devotion of herself to the fulfilment of my boldest wishes, to the fiirtherance 
of my deepest plans ? I might answer this, by simply referring to my own 
character, and by asking, in my tum;—^Where, in the history of the world, 
has a man of my order ever been found without a woman in the back- 
ground, self-immolated on the altar of his life ? But, I remember that I 
am writing in England; I remember that I was married in England—^and 
I ask, if a woman’s marriage obligations, in this country, provide for her 
private opinion of her husband’s principles? No! They charge her unre- 
servediy to love, honour, and obey him. That is ezactly what my wife 
has done. 1 stand, here, on a supreme moral elevation; and 1 loftily assert 
her accurate performance of her conjugal duties. Silence, Calumny 1 Your 
sympathy, Wives of England, for Madame Fosco! 

Second question. If Anne Catherick had not died when she did, what 
should I have done? I should, in that case, have assisted wom-out 
Nature in'^ding permanent repose. I should have opened the doors of 
the PrisOn of Life, and have extended to the captive (incurably afiOicted in 
mind and body both) a happy release. 

Third question. On a calm revision of all the circumstanoes—^Is my 
conduct worthy of any serious blame ? Most emphatically, No! Have I 
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Dot oarefully avoided exposing myself to tlie odiuin of oommitting iinne- 
oessary crime ? With my vast resouroes in chemistry, I might have takeu 
Lady Glyde’s life. At immense penonal sacrifice, I fbllowed the dictatee 
of my own ingennity, my own humanity, my own caution—and took her 
identity, instead. Judge me by what I might have done. How compara* 
tively innocent 1 how indirectiy virtuons I appear, in what I really did I 
I annotmcody on beginning it, that this narrative would be a remarkable 
docnment. It has entirely answered my expectations. Beceive these 
fervid lines—my last legacy to the country I leave for ever. They are 
worthy of the occasion, and worthy of 

FOSCO. 


The Story eonduded by Walteb Habtbioht. 

I. 

When i closed the last leaf of the Gount^s manuscript, the half-hour 
dnring which 1 had engaged to rcmain at Forest-road had expired. Mon¬ 
sieur Kubelle looked at his watch, and bowed. I rose immediately, and 
left tbe agent in possession of the empty house. I never saw him again; 
I never heard more of him or of his wife. Out of the dark byways ot 
villany and deceit, they had crawled across our path—into the same by¬ 
ways they crawled back secretly and were lost. 

In a quarter of an hour after leaving Forest-road, I was at home 
again. 

But few words sufficed to tell Laura and Marian how my desperate ven- 
ture had ended, and what the next event in our lives was likely to be. 1 
left all details to be described later in the day; and hastened back to St 
John’s Wood, to see the person of whom Oount Fosoo had ordered the fly, 
when he went to meet Laura at the station. 

The address in my possession led me to some “ livery stables,** aboiit a 
quarter of a mile distant from Forest-road. The proprietor proved to be a 
civil and respectable man. When 1 explained that an important family 
matter obliged me to ask him to refer to his hooks, for the purpose of as- 
certaining a date with which the record of his business transactions might 
supply me, he offered no objection to granting my request. The book was 
produced; and there, under the date of July 26tb, 1850,” the order was 
entered, in these words: 

‘^Brougham to Count Fosco, 6, Forest-road. Two o’clock. (John 
Owen.)** 

I found, on inquiry, that the name of John Owen,” attached to the 
entry, referred to the man who had been employed to drive the fly. He 
was then at work in the stable-yaid, and was sent for to see me, at my 
request. 

Do you remember driving a gentleman, In the month of July last, 
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from Number Flvo, Fore8t-i*oad, to the Waterloo Bridge station?*’i 
asked. 

“ Well, sir,” said the man ; “ 1 can’t exactly say I do." 

** Perhaps you rememher the gentleman himself ? Can you call to mind 
driving a fbreigner, last summer—^a tall gentleman, and remarkably fat P* 

The man’s face brightened directly. remember him, sir! The 
fattest gentleman as ever I see—and the hcaviest customer as ever I drove. 
Yes, yes—call him to mind, sir. We did go to the station, and it wa» 
from Forest-road. There was a parrot, or summut like it, screeching in 
the window. The gentleman was in a mortal hurry about the lady’s log¬ 
gage ; and he give me a handsome present for looMng sharp and getting 
the lx)xe8." 

Getting the boxes! I reoollected immediately that Laura’s own aooonnt 
of hersel^ on her arrival in London, described her luggage as being ool- 
leoted for her by some person whom Count Fosco brought with him to the 
station. This was the man. 

** Did you see the lady ?** I asked. What did she look like ? Was she 
young or old ?” 

“ Well, sir, what with the hurry and the crowd of people pushing about, 
I can’t rightly say what the lady looked like. 1 can’t call nothing to mind 
about her that I know of—excepting her name.** 

** You remember her name I" 

Yes, sir. Her name was Lady Giyde." 

** How do you come to remem^r that, when you have forgotten what 
she looked like ?" 

The man smiled, and shifted his feet in some little embarrassment. 

“ Why, to tell you the truth, sir,’’ he said, “ I hadn’t been long married 
at that time; and my wife’s name, before she changed it for mine, was 
the same as the lady’s—meaning the name of Giyde, sir. The lady men- 
tioned it herself. ’ Is your name on your boxes, ma’am ?* says L ‘ Yes,’ 
say s she, *my name is on my luggage—it is Lady Giyde.’ *Come!’ I 
says to myself, ‘ I’ve a bad head for gentlefolks’ names in general—^but 
this one comes like an old fdend, at any rate.’ 1 can’t say nothing about 
the time, sir: it might be nigh on a year ago, or it mightn’t. But 1 can 
swear to the stout gentleman, and swear to the lady’s name." 

There was no need that he should remember the time; the date was 
XX)sitively established by his master’s order-book. I felt at once that the 
means were now in my power of striking down the whole conspiracy at a 
blow with the irresistible weapon of plain faet. Without a moment's 
hesitation, I took the proprietor of the livery stables aside, and told him 
what the real importance was of the evidence of his order-book and thø 
evidenoe of his driver. An arrangement to oompensate him for the 
temporary loss of the man’s services was easily made; l^ld a copy of the 
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entry in tne book was taken by myself, and certified as true by thø 
masteres own slgnature. 1 left the livery stables, haring scttled that John 
Owen was to hold hixnself at my disposal for the next three days, or for a 
longer period, if necessity required it. 

1 DOW had in my possession all the papers that 1 wanted; the district 
føgistrar’s own copy of the certificate of death, and Sir Percival’s dated 
letter to the Coimt, being safe in my pocket-hook. 

With this written evidence about me, and with the coachman's answers 
fresh in my memory, 1 next tumed my steps, for the first time sinoe the begin¬ 
ning of all my inquiries, in the direction of Mr. Kyrle’s office. One of my 
objects, in paying him this seoond visit, was, necessarily, to tell him what 
I had done. The other, was to wam him of my resolution to take my 
wife to Limmeridge the next moming, and to have her publicly received 
and recognised in her uncle’s house. I left it to Mr. Kyrle to decide, 
under these circumstances, and in Mr. Gilmore's absence, whether he was 
or was not bound, as the family solicitor, to be present, on that occasion, in 
the family interests. 

I will say nothing of Mr. Kyrle’s amazement, or of the terms in which 
he expressed his opinion of my conduct, from the first stage of the inves- 
tigation to the last. It is only necessary to mention that he at once 
decided on accompanying us to Cumberland. 

We started the next morning, by the early train. Laura, Marian, 
Mr. Kyrle, and myself in one carriage; and John Owen, with a clerk from 
Mr. Kyrle’s office, occupying places in another. On reaching the Lim¬ 
meridge station, we went first to the fann-hoiise at Todd’s Corner. It was 
my firm determination that Laura should not enter her Uncle’s house till 
she appeared there publicly recognised as his niece. I left Marian to settie 
the question of accommodation with Mrs. Todd, as soon as the good 
woman had recovered from the bewilderment of hearing what our errand 
was in Cumberland; and I arranged with her husband that John Owen 
was to be committed to the ready hospitality of the farm-servants. These 
preliminaries completed, Mr. Kyrle and I set forth together for Limme- 
ridge House. 

I cannot write at any length of our interview with Mr. Fairlie, for 1 
cannot recall it to mind, without feelings of impatience and contempt, 
which make the scene, even in remembrance only, utterly repulsive to me. 
I prefer to record simply that I carried my point. Mr. Fairlie attempted 
to treat us on his customary plan. We passed without notice his polite 
insolence at the outset of the interview. We heard without sympathy the 
protostations with which he tried next to persuade us that the disclosuro 
of the conspiracy had overwhelmed him. He absolutely whined and 
whimpered, at last, like a fretful child. “ How was he to know that his 
niece was alive, when he was told that she was dead ? He would welcome 
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dear Laura, with pleasure, if we would only allow him time to reoorer. 
Did we tMnk he looked ea if he wanted hurrying into hia grave? No. 
Theu, why hurry him?** He reiterated these remoustranoes at every 
available opix)rtunity, until I checked them ouce for all, by placmg him 
firmly between two inevitable alternatives. I gave him his choice between 
doing his niece justice,. on my terma-^r facing the consequences of a 
public assertion of her ezistence in a court of law. Mr. Kyrle^ to 
whom he tumed for help, told hijn plainly that he must decide the 
question, then and there. Gharacteristically choosing the alternative 
whioh promised soonest to xelease him from all personal anziety, he an- 
nounced, with a sudden outburst of energy, that he was not strong enough 
to bear any more bullying, and that we x^ght do as we pleased. 

Mr. Eyrle and I at onoe went down stairs, and agreed upon a form af 
letter which was to be sent round to the tenants who had attended the 
false funeral, summoning them, in Mr. Fairlie’s name, to assemble in lim- 
meridge House, on the nezt day but one. An order, referring to the same 
date, was also written, directing a statuary in Carlislø to send a man to 
Limmeridge churchyard, for the purposé of erasing an inscription—Mr. 
Kyrle, who had arranged to sleep in the house, undertaking thatMr. Fairlie 
should hear these letters read to him, and should sign them with his own 
hånd. 

I oooupied the interval day, at the farm, in writing a plain narrative of 
the oonspiracy, and in adding to it a statement of the practical contradiction 
which facts offered to the assertion of Laura’s death. This I submitted to 
Mr. Kyrle, before I read it, the nezt day, to the assembled tenants. We 
also arranged the form in which the evidence should be presented at the 
close of the reading. After these matters were settled, Mr. Eyrle endeavoured 
to tam the conversation, nezt, to Laura*s affairs. Enowing, and desiring 
to know, nothing of those affairs; and doubting whether he would approve, 
as a man of business, of my conduct in relation to my wife’s life-interest in 
the legacy left to . Madame Fosco, I begged Mr. Eyrle to ezcuse me if I 
abstained from discussing the subject. It was eonnected, as 1 oonld truly 
teU him, with those sorrows and troubles of the past, which we nevei 
referred to among ourselves, and which we instlnctlvely shrank from dis- 
cussing with others. 

My last labour, as the evening approaohed, was to obtain ^ The Narra¬ 
tive of the Tombstone,** by taking a copy of the &lse inscription on the 
grave, before it was erased. 

The day came—the day when Laura once more entered the familiar 
breakfast-room at Limmeridge House. All the persons assembled rose from 
their seats as Marian and I led her in. A perceptible shock of siirprise, an 
audible murmur of interest, ran through them, at the sight of her faoø. 
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Mr. Fairliu was present (by my ezpress stipulation), with Mr. Kyrle by 
his side. His valet stood behind him with a smelling-bottle ready in one 
hånd, and a white handkerchief, satuiated with eau-de-Cologne^ in ths 
other. 

I opened the proceedings by publicly appealing to Mr. Fairlie to say 
wbether I appeared there with his authority and under his express sanction. 
He extended an arm, on either side, to Mr. Kyrle and to his valet; was by 
them assisted to stand on his legs; and then expressed himself in thess 
terms: " Allow me to present Mr. Hartright. 1 am as great an invalid as 
ever; and he is so very obliging as to speak for me. The subject is dread- 
fuUy embarrassing. Piease hear him—and don’t m^e a noise 1” With 
those words, he slowly sank back again into the chair, and took refuge in 
his soented pocket-handkerchief. 

The disclosure of the conspiracy followed—alter 1 bad offered my preli- 
minary explanation, first. of all, in the fewest and the plainest words. 1 
was there present (1 informed my hearers) to declare hrst, that my wife, 
then mtting by me, was the daughter of the late Mr. Philip Fairlie; 
seoondly, to prove by positive facts, that the funeral which they had 
attended in Limmeridge churchyard, was the funeral of another woman; 
thirdly, to give them a plain aocount of how it had all bappened. With- 
out further pre&ce, I at once read the narrative of the conspiracy, describ- 
ing it in clear outline, and dwelling only upon the pecuniary motive for it, 
in order to avoid oomplicating my statement by unnecessary reference to 
Sir Percival’s secret. This done, 1 reminded my audience of the date on 
the inscription in the churchyard (the 25th), and oonfirmed its correctness 
by producing the certihcate of death. I then read them Sir Percival's 
letter of the 25th, announcing his wife’s intended joumey from Hampshire 
to London on the 26th. I next showed that she had taken that joumey, 
by the personal testimony of the driver of the fly; and I proved that she 
had performed it on the appointed day, by the order-book at the livery 
stables. Marian then added her own statement of the meeting between 
Laura and herself at the madhouse, and of her sister^s escape. After which 
I closed the proceedings by informing the persons piesont of Sir Percival*s 
death, and of my marri^. 

Mr. Kyrle rose, when 1 resumed my seat, and declared, as the legal 
adviser of the family, that my case was proved by the plainest evidence he 
had ever heard in his life. As he spoke those words, 1 put my arm round 
Laura, and raised her so that she was plainly visible to. every one in the 
room. ** Are you all of the same opinion I asked, advancing towaids 
them a few steps, and pointing to my wife. 

The effect of the question was electrical. Far down at the lower end of 
the room, one of the oldest tenants on the estate, started to his feet, and 
led the rest with him in an instant. I see the man now, with his honest 
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bn>wn faoe and his iron-grey hair, møunted on the window-seat, waving his 
heavy riding-whip over his head, and leading the cheers. ** There she is 
alivo and hearty—God bless heri Gi* it tongue, ladsi Gi’ it tongnc !” 
The shout tbat answered him, reiterated again and again, was the sweetest 
music I ever heard. The labourers in the village and the boys from the 
school, assembled on the lawn, canght up the cheering and echoed it back 
on UB. The farmers* wives clustered round Laura, and struggled which 
should be first to shake handa with her, and to implore her, with the tears 
pouring over their own cheeks, to bear up bravely and not to cry. She was 
so oompleiely overwhelmed, that I was obliged to take her from them, and 
carry her to the door. There I gave her into Marian*s care—Marian, who 
had never failed us yet, whose courageous self-control did not fail us now. 
Left by myself at the door, I invited all the persons present (after thanking 
them in Laura’s name and mine) to follow me to the churchyard, and see 
the false inscription struck off the tombstone with their own eyes. 

They all left the house, and all joined the throng of viUagers coUected 
round the grave, where the statuary’s man was waiting for us. In a 
breatbless silence, the first sharp stroke of the Steel sounded on the inarble. 
Kot a voioe was heard; not a soul moved, till those three words, ** Laura, 
Lady Giyde,** had vanished from sight. Then, there was a great heave of 
relief among the crowd, as if they felt that the last fetters of the conspiracy 
had been struck off Laura herself—and the assembly slowly withdrew. It 
was late in the day beforo the whole inscription was erased. One line only 
was afterwards engraved in its place: ^ Anne Catherick, July 25th, 1850.” 

I retumed to Limmeridge House early enough in the evening to take 
leave of Mr. Kyrle. He, and his clerk, and the driver of the fly, went back 
to London by the night tram. On their departure, an insolent message 
was delivered to me from Mr. Fairlie—^who had been carried from theroom 
in a shattered condition, when the first outbreak of cheering answered my 
appeal to the tenantry. The message conveyed to us ** Mr. Fairlie’s hest 
oongratulations,” and requested to know whether ** we contemplated stop¬ 
ping in the house.” I sent back word that the only object for which we 
had entered his doors was accomplished ; that I contemplated stopping in 
no man’s house but my own; and that Mr. Fairlie need not entertain the 
slightest apprehension of ever seeing us, or hearing from us again. We 
went back to our fnends at the farm, to rest that night; and the next 
moming—escorted to the station, with the heortiest enthusiasm and good 
will, by the whole village and by all the farmers in the neighbourhood^ 
we retumed to London. 

As pur view of the Gumberland hilis faded in the distance, I thought of 
the first disheartening circumstances under which the long struggle that was 
now past and over had been pursued. It was strange to look back and to 
see, now, that the povei*ty which had denied us all hope of assistanoei had 



THfi WOlfAN Ul WHITE. 


489 


bcen the indirect means of onr success, by forcing me to act for myself. 
If we had been rich enoogh to find legal help, what wonld have been the 
result ? The gaiu (on Mr. Kyrle’s own showing) wonld have been more 
than doubtful; the loss—judging by the plain test of events as they had 
really happened—certain. The Law would nevcr have obtained mo my 
interview with Mrs. Catherick. The Law would never have made Pesca 
the means of forcing a oonfession from the Count. 


II. 

Two more events remain to be added to the choin, before it reaches fairly 
from the outset of the story to the close. 

While our new sense of freedom from the long oppression of the past was 
still strange to us, I was sent for by the friend who had given me my first 
employment in wood engraving, to reccive from him a fresh testimony of 
his regard for my welfare. He had been commissioned by his employers to 
go to Paris, and to examine for them a French discovery in the practical 
application of his Art, the merits of which they were anxious to ascertain. 
His own engagements had not allowed him leisure time to undertake the 
errand; and he had most kindly suggested that it should be transferred to 
me. I could have no hesitation in thankfully acoepting the offer; for if I 
acquitted myself of my commission as I hoped I should, the result would 
be a permanent engagement on the illustrated newspaper, to which I was 
DOW only occasionally attached. 

I received my instructions and pai^ed up for the joumey the next day. 
On leaving Laura once more (under what changed circumstances!) in her 
sister’s care, a serious consideration recurred to me, which had more than 
onoe croBsed my wife’s mind, as well as my own, already—I mean the con¬ 
sideration of Marian’s future. Had we any right to let our selfish affection 
accept the devotion of all that generoiis life ? Was it not our duty, our 
best.expression of gratitude, to forget ourselves, and to think only of heri 
I tried to say this, when we were alone for a moment, before I went away. 
She took my hånd, and silenced me at the first words. 

** After aU that we three have suffered together,** she said, ** there can be 
no parting between us, till the last parting of all. My heart and my 
happiness, Walter, are with Laura and you. Wait a little till there are 
children*s voices at your fireside. I will teach them to speak for me, in 
their language; and the first lesson they say to their father and mother 
shall be—We can’t spare our aunt I” 

My joumey to Paris was not undertaken alone. At the eleventh hour 
Pesca dedded that he would acoompany me. He had not recovered his 
customary cheerfulness since the night at the Opera; and he determined tc 
try what a week*s holiday would do to raise his spirits. 
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, I performed the emoid entnuted to me, and drew out the Aeoeaaarj 
report, on the fourth day from oar arrival in Paris. The fifth day, I 
arranged to devote to sight-seeing and amnsements in Pesca’s oompany. 

Our hotel had been too full to aocommodate us both on the same fioor. 
My room was on the seoond story, and Pesca’s was above me, on the third. 
On the moming of the fifth day, I went up-stairs to see if the Professor was 
ready to go out. Just before 1 reached the landing, I saw his door opened 
from the inside; a long, delicate, nervous hånd (not my friend’s hånd 
oertainly) held it ajar. At the same time I heard Pesca’s voioe saying 
eagerly, in low tones, and in hia own language: “ I remember the name, 
but I don’t know the man. You saw at the Opera, he was so changed that 
I oould not reoognise him. I will forward the report—1 can do mare.” 
** Ko more need be done,** answered a second voice. The door opened 
wide; and the lig^t-haired man with the scar on his cheek—the man I bad 
seen foUowing Gount Eoboo*8 cab a week before—came out. He bowed, as 
I drew aside to let him pass—^his face was fearfully pale^and be held fiist 
by the banisters, as he descended the stairs. 

I pushed open the door, and entered Pesca's room. He was crouched up, 
in the strangest manner, in a oomer of the sofa. He seemed to shrink from 
me, when I approacbed him. 

** Am I disturbing you I” I asked. ** 1 did not know you had a fnend 
with you till I saw him come out.** 

" Ko friend,*’ said Pesca, eagerly. ** 1 see him to-day for the first time, 
and the last.** 

** I am afraid he has brought you bad news ?** 

** Horrible news, Walter 1 Let us go back to London—don’t want to 
stop here—1 am sorry I ever came. The misfortunes of my youth ate very 
hai^ upon me,** he said, tuming his £soe to the wall; ** very hard upon me 
in my later time. 1 try to forget them—and they will not forget me J” 

** We can’t return, I am afraid, before the aftemoon,** 1 replied. ** Would 
you like to come out with me, ki the mean time?** 

** Ko^ my friend; I will wait here.. But let us go back to-day—^pray let 
us go back.’* 

I left him with the assurance that he should leave Paris that afternoon. 
We had arranged, the evening before, to asoend the Cathedral of Kotre 
Dame, with Victor Hugo’s noble romance for our guide. There was 
nothing in the French Capital that I was more anxious to see—and I d»- 
parted by myself for the church. 

Approaching Kotre Dame by the river-side, I passed, on my way, the 
terrible dead-house of Paris—the Moigoe. A great crowd clamouied and 
heaved round the door. Ihere was evidently something inside which 
excited the popular curiosity, and fed the popnlar appetite for horror. 

1 should have walked on to tho church, if the conversation of two mes 
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and a woman on tiie outskirts of ihe crowd had not caught my ear. They 
had just come out from seeing the sight in the Morgue; and the aoconnt 
they were givtig of the dead body to their neighbours, dcscribed it as the 
Gorpse of a man<-^a man of immense size, with a strange mark on his left 
arm. 

The moment those words reaohed me, I stopped, and took my place 
with the crowd going in. Some dim foreshadowing of the truth had croesod 
my mind, when I heard Pesca’s voice through the open door, and when I 
saw the strangePs &ce as he passed me on the stairs of the hotel. Now, 
the truth itself was revealed to me—^revealed, in the chance words that had 
just reached my ears. Other vengeance than mine had followed that fated 
man from the theatre to his own door; from his own door to his refuge in 
Paris. Other vengeance than mine had called him to the day of reckoning, 
and had exacted from him the penalty of his life. The moment when I 
had pointed him out to Pesca at the theatre, in the hearing of that stranger 
hy our side, who was looking for him too—^was the moment that sealed his 
doom. 1 remembered the struggle in my own heart, when he and I stood 
face to frice—the struggle before 1 could let him escape me—and shuddered 
as I recalled it. 

Slowly, inch by inch, 1 pressed in with the crowd, moving nearer and 
nearer to the great glass screen that parts the dead from the living at the 
Morgue—nearer and nearer, till 1 was close behind the front row of spéc- 
tators, and could look in. 

There he lay, unowned, unknown; exposed to the flippant curiosity of 
a French mob 1 There was the dreadful end of that long life of degraded 
ability and heartless crime! Hushed in the sublime repose of death, the 
broad, firm, massive face and head fronted us so grandly, that the chattering 
Frenchwomen about me lifted their hånds in admiration, and cried in shrill 
chorus, Ah, what a handsome man 1” The wound that had killed him 
had been struck with a knife or dagger exactly over his heart. No other 
traces of violence appeared about the body, except on the left arm; and 
there, exactly in the place where I had seen the brand on Pesca’s arm, were 
two dcep cuts in the shape of the letter T, which entirely obliterated the 
mark of the Brotherhood. His clothes, hung above him, showed that he 
had been himself conscious of his danger—they were clothes that had dis- 
guised him as a French artisan. For a few moments, but not for longer, I 
foræd myself to see these things through the glass screen. I can write of 
them at no greater length, for I saw no more. 

The few facts, in connection with his death which I subsequently ascer- 
tmned (partly from Pesca and partly from other sources), may be stated 
here, before the subject is dismissed from these pages. 

His body was ta^en out of the Seine, in the disguise which I have 
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described; nothing being found on him whicb revealed his name, hfs rank, 
or his place cf abode. The hånd that stmck him was never traced, and 
the circumstances nnder which he was killcd were never disco'vered. 1 
leave others to draw their own conclusions, In reference to the secret of the 
RssassinatioTi, as I have drawn mine. AV hen I have intimated that the 
foreigner with the scar was a Meinber of the Brotherhood (admitted in 
Italy, after Pesca’s departure from his native country), and when 1 have 
further added that the two cuts, in the form of a T, on the.left arm of the 
dead man, signified the Italian word, Traditore,*’ and sbowed that justioo 
had been done by the Brotherhood on a traitor, I have contribnted all that 
I know towards elucidating the mystery of Connt Fosco’s death. 

The body was identified, the day after I had seen it, by means of an 
anonymous letter addressed to his wife. He was buried, by Madame Fosco, 
in the cemetery of Pére la Ohaise. Fresh funeral wreaths continiie, to this 
day, to be hung on the ornamental bronze railings round the tbmb, by the 
Countess’tf own hånd. She lives, in the strictest retirement, at Yersailles. 
Kot long since, she published a Biography of her deceased husband. Tlie 
Work throws no light whatever on the name that was really his own, or on 
the secret history of his life: it is almost entirely devoted to the praise of 
his domestic virtues, the assertion of his rare abilities, and the enumeration 
of the honours conferred on him. The circumstances attending his death 
are very briefly noticed; and are summed up, on the last page, in this 
sentence:—“ His life was one long assertion of tiie rights of the aristocracy, 
and the sacred principles of Order—and he died a Martyr to his cause.” 

IlL 

The summer and autumn passed, after my return from Paris, and brought 
no changes with them which need be noticed here. We lived so simply 
and quietly, that the income which I was now steadily eaming sufl&ced fur 
all our wants. 

In the February of the new year, our first child was bom—a son. My 
mother and sister and Mrs. Vesey, v/ere our guests at the little christening 
party; and Mrs. Clements was present, to assist my wife, on the same 
occasion. Marian was our boy*s godmother ; and Pesca and Mr. Gilmore 
(the latter acting by proxy) were his godfathers. I may add here, that, 
when Mr. Gilmore retumed to us, a year later, he assisted the design of 
these pages, at my request, by writing the Narrative which appears early 
in the story under his name, and which, though first in order of pre- 
cedence, was thus, in order of time, the last that I received, 

The only event in our lives which now remains to be recorded, oocuri'ed 
when our little Walter was six months old. 

At that time, I was sent to Ireland, to make sketches for certain fortli- 
ooming illustrations in the ncwspaper to which J w’as attached. 1 was 
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away for nearly a fortnight, corresponding regularly vvith my wife and 
Marian, except during tbe last three da>s of my absence, wlien my move- 
ments were too unoertain to enable me to receive letters. I performed the 
latter part of my joumey back, at night; and when 1 reached home in 
the moming, to my utter astonlshment, there was no one to receive me. 
Laura and Marian and the child had left the house on the day before my 
return. 

A note from my wife, which was given to me by the servant, only 
increased my surprise, by informing me that they had gone to Limmeridge 
House. Marian had prohibited any attempt at written explanations—I 
was entreated to follow them the moment I came back—complete en- 
lightenment awaited me on my arrival in Cumberland—and I was for¬ 
bidden to feel the slightest anxiety, in the mean time. There the noto 
ended. 

It was still early enough to catch the morning train. 1 reached Lim¬ 
meridge House the same aftemoon. 

My wife and Marian were both up-stairs. , l'hey had established them« 
selves (by way of completing my amazement) in the little room which hac 
been once assigned to me for a studio, when I was employed on Mr. 
Fairlie’s drawings. On the very chair which I used to occupy when I was 
at Work, Marian was sitting now, with the child industriously sucking his 
coral upon her lap—while Laura was standing by the well-remembereu 
drawing-table which I had so often used, with the little album that I had 
filled for her, in past times, open under her hånd. 

“ What in the name of Heaven has brought you here?” I asked. “ Does 
Mr. Fairlie know-?” 

Marian suspended the question on my lips, by telling me that Mr. 
Fairlie was dead. He had been struck by paralysis, and had never rallied 
after the shock. Mr. Kyrle had informed them of his death, and had 
advised them to proceed immediately to Limmeridge House. 

Some dim perception of a great cbange dawned on my mind. Laura 
spoke before I had quite realised it. She stole close to me, to enjoy the 
surprise which was still expressed in my face. 

“My darling Walter,” she said, “ must we really account for our bold* 
ness in coming here ? lam afraid, love, 1 can only explain it by breaking 
through our rule, and referring to the past.” 

“ There is not the least necessity for doing anything of the kind,” said 
Marian. “ We can be just as explicit, and much more interesting, by 
referring to the future.” She rose; and held up the child, kicking and 
crowing in her arms. “Do you know who this is, Walter?” she asked, 
with bright tears of happiness gathering in her eyes. 

“ Even my bewilderment has its limits,” I replied. “ I think I can still 
auswer for knowing my own child.” 
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** Ghild r ahe exclahned, with all her easy gaieiy of old times. ** Do yoa 
talk in that familiar manner of one of the landed gentry of England? Ara 
you aware, when I present this illustrious baby to yonr notice, in whose 
presenoe yon stand ? Evidently not! Let me make two eminent person¬ 
ages known to one another: Mr. Walter Hartright— ihe Hwr uf Lim^ 
meridge,'* 

So she spoke. In writing those last words, I hare written all. The pen 
falters in my hånd; the long, happy labonr of many months is oyerl 
Marian was ^e good angel of onr lives—let Marian end onr Story. 
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